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This  Issue 

Another  new  year. 

Perhaps  it  will  be  the  year 
your  dream  comes  true,  as 
happened  for  Sam  Brown  and 
Randy  Delp  in  our  two  features. 

Both  are  dreamers.  Yet  dif- 
ferent. Illustrative  of  those 
wide-ranging  ideals  which  may 
demand  our  time  and  energy. 

It's  no  exaggeration  to  say 
that  our  world  seems  rather  in 
a  mess.  Leaderless.  Bankrupt. 
Lots  of  people  lamenting.  Some 
promising.  Few  performing. 

Yet.  .  .  . 

Jesus  lives! 

Christ  is  Lord! 

Against  the  backdrop  of  His 
life  and  beneath  the  searchlight 
of  His  revelation  I  see  yet  a 
path  .  .  .  clear,  exciting,  bidding 
us  onward  .  .  .  and  I  step  into 
1980  with  heart  open  and  full 
of  music. 

Many  wonderful  stories  will  be 
lived  out  this  year  among 
young  people  in  this  nation. 
Some  of  these  will  be  printed 
in  this  magazine.  For  your  en- 
joyment. Your  inspiration. 

Keep  the  faith. 
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Feature 


Sam  Brown 


welve-year-old  Sam 
Brown  spent  his  Christ- 

fmas  vacation  in  Egypt. 
JL       Special  guest  of  Presi- 
dent Anwar  Sadat. 

It  all  happened  because  of  a 
letter.  A  letter  Sam  wrote  to 
President  Sadat  during  the 
Mideast  peace  crisis  and  a  letter 
Donald  and  Sybil  Brown,  Sam's 
parents,  never  expected  to 
hear  from. 

Actually,  Sam  doesn't  look  the 
type.  He's  chubby  .  .  .  freckled  .  . 
with  a  look  of  shy  mischievous- 
ness  that  reminds  you  of 
Spanky  on  The  Little  Rascals. 
Hardly  the  type  kid  to  be 
consorting  with  world  political 
leaders  or  discussing  military 
strategy  or  philosophizing  about 
peace. 

I  met  Sam  in  November, 


prior  to  his  trip,  and  at  that 
time  he  was  wrestling  with 
passport  regulations,  immuniza- 
tion shots,  and  travel  arrange- 
ments which  required  chaperon- 
ing and  lodging  at  a  home  in 
Cairo  rather  than  in  a  tourist 
hotel. 

Sam  couldn't  sit  still. 
Literally.  He  paced  the  floor. 
Occupied  the  chair.  The  couch. 
Disappeared  into  his  bedroom. 

"Don't  tell  him  what  it  is, 
Mom,"  he  yelled  back.  "I  want 
to  show  him." 

Then  he  came  lugging  a 
monstrous  bass  horn  that  barely 
cleared  the  door. 

"Played  a  trumpet  for  two 
years,"  Sam  said.  "Just 
learning  on  this." 

Sam  made  the  horn  belch  out 
a  few  guttural  notes,  returned 


Stone  Photo 

it  to  his  room  and  came  once 
again  to  the  couch  beside  me. 

"What  kind  of  horn  is 
that?"  I  asked. 

"It's  a  B  and  B-flat  bass." 

Sam  moved  nearer  as  I 
jotted  down  my  notes. 

"Hey,  man,  not  a  B-sharp. 
It's  a  B-flat.  You  wrote  sharp." 

"Sam!" 

"Well  he  did,  Mom.   .  .  ." 

Smark  aleck.  I  gave  him 
my  very  best  that's-all-right- 
kid-we-grown-ups-always-know- 
what-we're-doing-smile  and  then 
went  on  to  another  subject.  I 
mean  .   .   .  after  all  .  .   .  the 
interview  wasn't  about  music 
in  the  first  place. 

Sam  started  writing  letters 
back  in  grade  school.  Got  the 
idea  from  one  of  those  rare  and 
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wise  teachers.  He's  written  to 
sports  stars,  entertainment 
celebrities,  and  political  figures. 
He  wrote  Jimmy  Carter  during 
his  first  political  campaign.  That 
brought  him  an  answer  and 
eventually  an  invitation  to  the 
Inauguration.   Sam  couldn't  go 
because  he  would  have  had  to 
pay  all  his  own  expenses. 

It  was  early  last  year,  during 
the  Camp  David  talks  between 
Sadat,  Begin,  and  Carter,  that 
Sam  read  portions  of  Anwar 
Sadat's  autobiography.   Sam 
was  fascinated.  He  likes  military 
history,  hoped  that  at  some 
point  in  his  visit  to  Egypt  Sadat 
would  let  him  ride  in  a  half- 
track, and  is  especially  touched 
by  Anwar's  early  life  and  im- 
prisonment. These  sentiments 
were  all  expressed  in  Sam's  let- 
ter to  the  Egyptian  President. 


Neither  Sam  nor  his  parents 
understood  the  full  significance 
of  Sadat's  answer  when  it  ar- 
rived in  late  summer.  Since 
Sam's  father  was  disabled  from 
a  fall  on  his  job  in  a  super- 
market a  year  and  a  half  ago, 
and  since  the  family  also  lost 
everything  when  their  home 
burned  a  few  months  back,  it 
was  obvious  that  they  couldn't 
afford  to  pay  Sam's  expenses. 

The  letter  didn't  say 
precisely  but  it  implied  that  the 
Egyptian  government  would  take 
care  of  those  details.  The 
government  did. 

Other  good  things  have 
happened  to  the  Browns  of 
Easley,  South  Carolina. 

A  news  commentator  picked 
up  on  the  story.  Sam  is  a 
local  hero.  He's  received  mail 
from  dozens  of  people  throughout 


the  Greenville  area,  many  of 
them  politicians  thanking  him  for 
putting  their  area  in  the  news. 

David  Hartman  of  ABC's 
Good  Morning,  America  invited 
Sam  and  his  parents  to  New 
York.  All  expenses  paid.  On  the 
morning  of  September  4, 
1979,  Sam  was  Hartman's  special 
guest.  He  made  his  TV  debut 
with  quiet  composure.  He  spoke 
with  clarity,  and,  at  the  end 
of  the  program,  received  a  gift 
camera,  along  with  an  invitation 
to  return  and  share  with 
ABC's  viewers  some  of  the 
highlights  of  his  trip. 

The  Browns — Donald  and 
Sybil,  son  Sam  and  daughter 
Donnis — now  make  their  home  in 
Easley,  but  they  are  members 
of  the  Church  of  God,  Liberty, 
where  Paul  Herring  is  pastor. 

Sybil  grew  up  in  the  Tremont 
Avenue  Church.  Donald 
became  a  Christian  only  recently 
but  both  give  glowing  praise  to 
God  for  His  goodness  to  them, 
in  spite  of  some  misfortunes, 
and  for  Sam's  sudden  popularity. 
Give  Sybil  the  opportunity  and 
she  will  tell  you  first  how 
Sam  asked  Jesus  to  save  him 
when  he  was  but  a  small  child 
and  of  how  he  received  the 
baptism  of  the  Holy  Ghost  in 
a  Ladies  Auxiliary  prayer 
meeting. 

The  family  can  give  you 
a  long  list  of  answered  prayers: 
a  place  to  live  after  they 
were  burned  out,  daughter's 
healing,  letter  from  a  stranger 
with  a  check  for  $2,000.  .  .  . 

And  Sam.  .  .  . 

I'm  not  sure  what  Sam 
and  Sadat  discussed  on  his 
week's  visit  to  Egypt — although 
it  seems  strangely  appropriate 
that  a  child  attempt  dialogue 
with  one  who  represents  opposite 

Continued  on  page  23 
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Diaspora: 

The  Miracle  of  West  Street 


t  was  Sunday  morning, 
!    April   i,   1979,  when  Pastor 
Randy  Delp  watched  the 
people  of  his  congregation  file 
into  the  sanctuary  for  a  most 
unusual  service. 
Diaspora. 

It  was  an  odd  word,  meaning 
dispersion  and  most  often  refer- 
ring to  the  Jews  being  exiled 
or  to  early  Christians  being 
scattered  abroad  during  perse- 
cution.  So  far  as  Randy  knew, 
he  had  never  heard  of  a  church 
having  a  diaspora  service.  There 
weren't  any  instructions  in  the 


Minutes  on  precisely  how  to 
format  such  a  service,  and 
Randy  hadn't  had  advice  from 
any  of  his  older  and  wiser 
fellow  ministers. 

Here  he  was,  going  it  alone 
once  more.  Blindly  stepping 
forth  with  no  landmarks 
and  with  only  those  inner 
urgings  of  the  Holy  Spirit 
to  guide  him. 

Randy  swallowed  at  the 
tightness  in  his  throat.  He  took 
a  deep  breath,  felt  tenseness 
throughout  his  entire  6-foot, 
250-pound  frame,  and  slowly 


exhaled  as  his  mind  recalled  a 

few  of  the  miracles  which 

had  brought  him  to  this  moment. 

Three  years  before,  when 
State  Overseer  Paul  J.  Eure  had 
appointed  Randy  and  his  wife 
Terry  to  the  Church  of  God, 
Weirton  Heights,  things  had  been 
different.  Kevin  was  only  three 
and  a  half  years  old  then. 
The  parsonage  was  old  and  in 
need  of  repairs  and  new  fur- 
nishings. The  white  frame  church 
wasn't  the  most  attractive  thing 
around,  either,  although  it  was 
adequate  for  a  congregation  of 
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thirty  members:  but,  as  with 
most  first  pastorates,  enthusiasm 
rose  and  the  building  soon  filled 
to  its  capacity  of  approximately 
one  hundred  for  Sunday  school. 

Come  September,  pastor  and 
church  were  talking  expansion. 
They  gathered  data  on  surround- 
ing properties.  One  lot  was  avail- 
able on  the  street,  but  it  didn't 
promise  a  great  future.  Randy 
heard  that  the  Nazarene  Church 
downtown  had  its  property  for 
sale:   $212,000.  Not  even  wild 
youthful  optimism  could  bring 
that  goal  into  perspective. 

But  something  had  to  be 
done.  Their  facilities  were 
bursting  at  the  seams.  Buses 
were  full.  Parking  a  problem. 
Average  Sunday  school  atten- 
dance up  from  38  to  90. 

Pastor  and  church  turned 
to  prayer. 

In  January  of  1977,  Randy 
took  time  off  to  join  his 
fellow  ministers  for  a  Church 
Growth  Conference  in  Cleveland, 
Tennessee.  John  Wimber  gave 
his  testimony.  Peter  Wagner 
highlighted  some  fascinating 
statistics  from  Fuller  research, 
and  Cecil  B.  Knight  and  Ray  H. 
Hughes,  along  with  other 
church  officials,  kept  hammering 
away  at  the  growth  theme. 

God's  presence  seemed 
especially  real  to  Randy  during 
the  last  night's  service.  His 
faith  expanded  miraculously  and, 
deep  inside,  he  kept  hearing  the 
voice  of  God's  Spirit  urging 
him  to  offer  the  Nazarene  people 
$62,500  for  their  building  in 
downtown  Weirton. 

It  seemed  preposterous! 
Yet  .  .  .  undeniably  real. 

Upon  returning  to  Weirton, 
Randy  discovered  that  the 
Nazarene  people  had  lowered 
their  asking  price  for  the  prop- 
erty to  $150,000.  He  heard,  too, 


that  the  congregation  wanted 
another  church  to  purchase  the 
building,  rather  than  turning 
it  into  a  commercial  venture. 
That  helped. 

Nervously,  and  without 
consulting  the  men  of  his 
church,  Randy  wrote  and  of- 
fered the  Nazarene  people 
$62,500  for  their  property: 
14,000  square  feet,  three  stories, 
heart  of  town,  steel,  concrete, 
and  mortar,  and  worth  that  price 
a  number  of  times  over. 

Frankly,  he  was  rather 
surprised  that  the  lawyer  didn't 
laugh. 

A  few  days  later,  the  church 
made  a  counter  offer:  they 
would  sell  the  property  for 
$80,000.  Since  the  Church  of 
God  folks  had  no  money,  they 
could  arrange  for  a  $70,000 
mortgage,  already  approved,  and 
the  Nazarene  brethren  would 
carry  a  $10,000  side  note  for 
one  year. 

"We'll  take  it,"  Randy 
said. 

Wow!  Things  were  going 
almost  too  fast  for  Randy  to 
comprehend.  He  had  to  get  his 
church  together,  had  to  contact 
his  district  overseer,  had  to 
explain  to,  and  receive  approval 
from,  his  state  overseer.  Yet, 
deep  down,  Randy  knew  God 
was  in  the  arrangements  and 
that  things  were  going  to  fall 
into  place. 

That  had  been  but  the  be- 
ginning of  miracles  for  the 
Church  of  God,  West  Street, 
Weirton. 

When  moving  day  came,  the 
congregation  had  done  so  in 
grand  style:  publicly  announced 
and  with  a  parade  of  cars  and 
church  buses  right  down  through 
the  heart  of  town. 

The  congregation  had 
changed  its  name  and  its 


location:  but,  more  important, 
it  had  also  changed  its 
image  and  its  appeal.  More 
emphasis  was  placed  on 
praise,  on  worship  in  the 
Spirit,  on  God's  power  to 
change  lives  and  to  heal  here 
and  now. 

The  building  had  filled  up 
even  before  the  men  of  the 
church  could  paint,  refurbish, 
and  put  in  new  carpet  and 
windows.  Miraculous  healings  be- 
gan to  occur.  People  came  from 
all  walks  of  life.  Families  were 
reunited.  Attendance  spiraled 
up  and  up,  peaking  one  Easter 
at  over  500  and  averaging  be- 
tween 200  and  250. 

Such  growth  necessitated 
workers,  teachers,  bus  captains, 
leaders  of  all  kinds;  and  there 
had  been  many  times  when 
Randy  had  found  himself  des- 
perate for  both  personnel  and 
finance:  only  to  have  God  come 
through  with  both. 

As  he  looked  over  his 
congregation  on  that  morning 
in  April,  Randy  could  pick  them 
out — former  Catholics  who  had 
known  little  joy  in  their  church's 
rituals,  now  filled  with  the 
Spirit  and  in  the  Church  of  God; 
fathers,  mothers,  young  people 
from  other  churches  and  from 
no  church  at  all,  now  praising 
God  and  asking  what  more  they 
could  do  for  the  Kingdom. 

These  were  people  Randy 
loved,  people  with  whom  he 
had  developed  a  close  and 
personal  relationship;  but 
they  were  God's  people  first, 
not  Randy  Delp's.  and  Randy 
was  about  to  send  some  of 
them  elsewhere.  Randy  was 
about  to  ask  them  to  leave,  to 
actually  get  up  before  them  and 
request  them,  in  Jesus'  name,  to 
go  to  Follansbee  and  to  New 
Cumberland  and  start  new 
churches. 
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New  churches  at  Wellsburg,  New  Cumberland, 

This  was  Diaspora  Sunday! 

The  service  had  been 
announced.  The  neighboring 
towns  had  been  discussed.   Randy 
had  shared  his  burden  with  the 
congregation  but,  as  yet,  there 
had  been  no  commitments. 

Following  the  music  and 
special  singing,  Randy  Delp 
walked  to  the  pulpit  and 
preached  from  a  text  in  Acts: 
"Therefore  they  that  were 
scattered  abroad  went  every 
where  preaching  the  word" 
rActs  8:4). 

"This  is  a  great  day  for 
our  church,"  Randy  said.  "A 
day  when  we  are  going  to 
mother  not  only  another  church, 
but  two  churches.  We  are  going 
to  have  twins.  By  the  help  and 
grace  of  God.  We  are  going 


and  Follansbee,  with  pastors  (L  to  R)  Ralph 

to  scatter  abroad  not  because  of 
persecution,  not  because  of  di- 
vision among  us,  but  because  we 
choose  to  do  so  at  the  behest 
of  God's  Spirit." 

Near  the  conclusion  of  his 
sermon,  Randy  told  his  people 
how  God  had  spoken  to  him 
with  these  words:  "Son,  you 
will  start  a  new  church  in 
Wellsburg,  in  Follansbee,  and  in 
New  Cumberland."  He  reminded 
them  that  Wellsburg  already 
was  operating,  that  a  minister  was 
ready  for  Follansbee,  and  that 
another  was  willing  and  ready  to 
come  to  New  Cumberland.  "God 
knows  what  He's  doing.  He 
makes  everything  fall  into  place. 
We  must  obey  Him." 

Twenty-five  adults  came  for- 
ward and  lined  up  across  the 


Baldaut,  Robert  Hawkins,  and  Jack    Langford. 

front  of  the  church.  Those  were 
the  willing  ones,  the  ones 
touched  of  God's  Spirit  and, 
whereas  they  would  be  joined  by 
others  in  weeks  to  come,  Randy 
realized  that  those  were  some  of 
his  best  and  most  faithful 
workers  and  supporters. 

He  called  the  church  to 
prayer.  Those  who  came  forward 
were  anointed  with  oil  and  with 
the  laying  on  of  hands. 

On  Easter  Sunday  two  weeks 
later,  with  those  serving  as 
the  nucleus,  State  Evangelism 
Director  Gerald  Church  or- 
ganized churches  in  Follansbee 
and  New  Cumberland. 

Randy  and  Terry  admit 
today  that  they  have  experi- 
enced some  personal  sad- 
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ness,  especially  in  the  loss  of 
many  converts  and  in  the  di- 
viding of  families;  but  they 
rejoice  in  the  higher  satis- 
faction of  seeing  three  new 
congregations. 

In  the  diaspora,  West 
Weirton  gave  up  twelve  Sunday 
school  teachers,  the  Ladies 
Auxiliary  president  and  secre- 
tary, the  Christian  education 
director,  the  Sunday  school 
superintendent,  the  clerk  and 
treasurer,  and  three  members  of 
the  church  council.  Randy  has 
adopted  an  open-door  policy  and 
he  continues  to  transfer  any 
who  wish  to  go  to  either  of  the 
new  churches. 

(As  of  this  writing,  Randy 
is  consulting  with  the  evangelism 
director  of  Ohio  about  the 


possibility  of  starting  a  new 
church  in  Steubensville,  just 
across  the  river.) 

Meanwhile  the  Church  of  God, 
West  Street,  continues  to 
grow.  A  new  parsonage  has  been 
purchased.  The  tithe  record 
has  been  broken  three  times, 
the  top  month  being  $7,400,  and 
Sunday  school  attendance  was 
285  on  the  day  of  the  photos 
accompanying  this  article. 

"How  many  buses  do  you 
run  now,  Pastor  Delp?" 

"None  at  the  moment. 
Where  we  were  running  buses, 
we  now  have  churches.  But 
we're  looking.  We're  willing.  Just 
waiting  for  God  to  show  us 
where."  □ 

by  HOYT  E.  STONE 


Randy  Delp:  Born  January  11, 
1950,  to  Raymond  and  Chloe 
Delp,  Beckley,  West  Virginia.  Mar- 
ried in  July,  1969,  to  Terry  Renee 
Workman,  Huntington.  Father  of 
one  son,  Kevin,  born  December 
16,  1972. 

Randy  attended  Lee  College 
two  and  one  half  years,  forced  to 
leave  for  health  reasons.  Pres- 
ently enrolled  in  Lee's  Continuing 
Education  program,  hoping  to  re- 
ceive his  B.A.  degree  in  August, 
1980.  Now  serving  as  a  member 
of  the  West  Virginia  State  Educa- 
tion Board. 

Entered  the  ministry  in  1971. 
Served  part-time  as  associate 
minister  for  Paul  Farley  at  the 
Jefferson  Avenue  Church  of  God 
in  Huntington.  Was  a  full-time  as- 
sociate minister  with  Wayne  Lee 
in  Lake  Placid,  Florida,  for  a  year. 
Then  evangelized  in  West  Virginia 
prior  to  his  appointment  at  Weir- 
ton. 

Randy  is  now  a  district  over- 
seer, with  seven  churches  under 
his  supervision.  This  past  spring, 
the  Jaycees  voted  him  "Most  Out- 
standing Religious  Leader"  in 
West  Virginia,  Ohio  River  Valley 
panhandle.  □ 
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Sherry  Muretwagstff  is  a 
pediatric  nurse  practitioner 
in  Hennepin  County  Medi- 
cal Center  in  Minneapolis, 
Minnesota.   She  is  a  four-year 
RN  who  took  her  practitioner 
training  at  the  Public  Health 
School  of  Nursing  at  the  Uni- 
versity of  Minnesota.  Her  educa- 
tion was  both  clinical  and  class- 
room.  She  is  now  finishing  her 
master's  degree. 

Sherry  enjoys  being  a 
pediatric  nurse  practitioner 
and  it  shows  in  her  work.  She 
comes  to  her  office  first  thing 
Monday  morning,  and  there  you 
can  find  her  working  on  her 
research  or  on  various  grant  pro- 
posals for  the  hospital.  Her  office 
is  full  of  books  on  child  care  and 
development,  and  a  little 
rabbit  puppet  sits  on  her  shelf. 


She  uses  the  rabbit  to  help 
demonstrate  to  her  unwilling 
patients  that  what  she  is  going 
to  do  to  them  won't  hurt. 

On  Tuesdays  Sherry  packs 
up  her  things  and  sets  up  clinic 


in  a  church  basement.  There  she 
has  an  outreach  clinic  for 
mothers  and  babies  who  live  in 
the  area  and  who  might  not 
otherwise  seek  medical  care. 

One  of  the  other  things 
Sherry  does  is  work  with 
what  she  calls  high  risk  infants 
and  their  mothers.  These  are 
babies  who  have  failed  to  thrive 
and  develop  in  the  way  they 
should.  The  mothers  of  these  ba- 
bies are  not  interested  in  them 
or  do  not  know  how  to  care  for 
them.  Sherry  must  first  find  out 
just  what  the  problem  is  and 
then  try  to  help  the  mother 
learn  more  about  her  baby  and 
how  to  help  him  develop. 

On  Wednesdays  Sherry  works 
in  the  clinic  at  the  hospital 
and  sees  patients  for  the  entire 
day.  She  does  physical  exams, 
takes  health  histories,  gives 
children  the  proper  shots,  and 
sees  a  number  of  health  prob- 
lems. The  hospital  is  located  in 
the  heart  of  a  large  city  and  the 
clinic  is  always  full  of  chil- 
dren. Some  of  these  are 
eager  for  the  attention  Sherry 
gives  them.  She  has  to  coax 
others  along  with  her  little 
rabbit  puppet.   She  also  does 
developmental  testing  of  these 
children  to  see  if  they  are 
progressing  normally. 

When  Sherry  is  not  busy  with 
the  clinic  and  her  patients, 
she  also  teaches.  She  teaches 
parents  about  their  children, 
and  she  also  teaches  medical 
students  such  things  as 
how  to  get  a  health  history 
and  how  to  do  a  physical  exam. 

Sherry  does  not  look  like 
a  nurse,  a  doctor,  or  even  what 
you  might  expect  a  nurse  prac- 
titione:   to  look  like.   She 
doesn't  even  wear  a  nurse's  cap  or 
a  white  coat.  In  fact,  she 
doesn't  wear  a  white  uniform. 
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Jennifer  J    Pearson  Photos 

She  comes  to  work  looking 
more  like  a  businesswoman  in 
her  skirt  and  jacket.  Then  she 
picks  up  her  puppet,  walks  into 
the  pediatric  clinic,  and  you 
know  that  she  is  someone 
special. 

Sherry  chose  to  be  a 
pediatric  nurse  practitioner 
because  of  her  love  and  interest 
for  children,  but  there  are 
many  more  fields  in  which  the 
nurse  practitioner  may  work. 

An  emergency  room  practi- 
tioner finds  a  lot  of  action 
in  the  emergency  room.   She  will 
be  in  greater  demand  as  more 
people  are  seeking  the  services 
of  the  emergency  room.  Only  a 
small  percentage  of  the  people 
coming  to  the  emergency  room 
need  medical  attention  at  once, 
and  the  nurse  practitioner  works 
closely  with  a  doctor  on  these 
life-and-death  cases.  Alone  she 
can  handle  the  cases  for  which 
her  extra  training  has  prepared 
her.  She  can  take  charge  of  the 
nonacute  cases,  leaving  the  real 
emergencies  for  the  doctor. 

The  school  nurse  practitioner 
works  with  children  between  the 
ages  of  five  and  eighteen.  She 


is  trained  to  give  school  age 
children  better  care  than  what 
has  traditionally  been  available 
in  the  school  setting.  The  school 
nurse  practitioner  keeps  a 
complete  medical  record  of  the 
school  children  and  can  perform 
such  duties  as  giving  them 
physical  exams,  giving  necessary 
shots,  and  treating  common  prob- 
lems of  the  school  age  child. 
Many  of  these  children  would 
seldom  see  a  doctor;  it  is  the 
school  nurse  practitioner  who  can 
guide  them  through  a  healthy 
school  life  and  make  sure  they 
have  the  proper  medical  care. 

The  geriatric  nurse  practitioner 
cares  for  the  patients  of  a 
nursing  home.  She  can  do  what 
the  nurses  are  often  too  busy 
to  do.  She  checks  on  each  of 
her  patients  every  week  and 
keeps  an  up-to-date  medical 
record  on  them.  When  a  patient 
becomes  ill  the  nurse  practitioner 
can  be  there  at  once  and  can 
often  save  a  needless  trip  to 
the  hospital.  It  is  important 
for  these  elderly  people  to  have 
a  care  plan  for  diet,  exercise, 
and  treatments.  The  nurse  prac- 
titioner makes  sure  that  a  proper 
care  plan  is  made  and  that  it  is 


then  carried  through.  Her  patients 
often  form  a  deep  love  for  her, 
and  look  to  her  as  their  only 
friend. 

An  independent  nurse  prac- 
titioner is  one  who  has  set 
up  a  practice  for  herself.  She 
sees  patients  who  need  nursing 
care  such  as  physical  exami- 
nations, shots,  and  treatment 
for  sore  throats  and  a  number  of 
other  problems.  This  type  of 
practitioner  often  makes  house 
calls  for  the  elderly  or  for  those 
too  ill  to  come  to  her  office. 

There  are  many  other  kinds 
of  nurse  practitioners  in  almost 
every  medical  field.   Since  this 
is  a  new  adventure  for  nurses, 
there  are  a  great  number  of 
different  programs  that  the  nurse 
can  enroll  in  to  become  a  nurse 
practitioner.  Each  state  has  laws 
which  specify  what  a  nurse  is 
allowed  to  do,  and  each  program 

CONTINUED  ON  PAGE  23 


Background 

Nursing  has  always  held  an  in- 
terest for  young  men  and  women. 
In  recent  years  this  profession 
has  been  growing  and  expanding. 

One  of  the  new  careers  to  come 
from  this  has  been  that  of  the 
nurse  practitioner.  Such  people 
hold  a  very  exciting  and  challeng- 
ing position  in  the  medical  pro- 
fession, and  a  new  door  has  been 
opened. 

A  nurse  practitioner  is  a  regis- 
tered nurse  (RN)  who  has  re- 
ceived extra  education  and  train- 
ing in  a  special  field.  She  can 
perform  much  more  than  routine 
nursing  duties,  is  more  indepen- 
dent, and  has  much  more  respon- 
sibility. She  is  the  link  between 
nursing  personnel  and  the  doctor. 

Of  course  the  field  of  nursing 
has  never  been  limited  to  women 
only,  and  more  and  more  young 
men  are  finding  the  field  of  the 
nurse  practitioner  to  be  a  reward- 
ing one  for  them.  □ 
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s  the  great  iron  gate  slowly  opened,  I 
clutched  the  hand  of  my  father.  The  order 
had  been  given  and  we  were  to  enter. 
The  general  was  waiting. 

Inside  the  walls,  guns  and  cannons  stared  bluntly, 
ready  for  battle,  or  any  sudden  move.  Ready  to  fire. 
To  defend.  Almost  anxious. 

Ahead  of  us  was  a  large  white  building  with  black 
doors  and  barred  windows.  Behind  those  doors  .  .  . 
what? 

Cold  military  stares  greeted  us.  Dad  was  the  mis- 
sionary and  I  the  little  girl  too  frightened  to   speak. 

Would  we  join  the  list  of  others  who  had  dis- 
appeared from  their  homes?  Many  who  entered  here 
never  came  out  again.  Some  had  spoken  openly 
against  the  government.  Others?  No  one  knew.  It 
just    happened.    Loved    ones    suddenly    disappeared. 

"Andale!"  the  soldier  nudged  my  father  with  the 
bayonet.  He  was  to  hurry.  I  ran,  trying  to  stay  close 
as  the  soldiers  hurried  on.  My  knees  were  weak 
with  fear  but  Father  somehow  seemed  unafraid. 

As  we  approached  the  building,  one  of  the  dark 
doors  opened  quickly.  The  general's  office! 

For  an  instant  I  turned  to  look  into  the  face  of  the 
guard  standing  there.  A  wooden  soldier  without  com- 
passion. Under  the  starched  hat,  eyes  that  could  kill 
without  caring.  The  dark  green  uniform  did  not  move. 

I  looked  back  and  the  door  closed.  Suddenly  I  was 
alone  with  the  wooden  soldier.  He  seemed  not  to 
know  or  to  care  that  I  was  there. 

I  was  alone  and  choked  with  fear.  Behind  great 
walls  from  which  there  would  be  no  escape  unless 
pardon  were  granted. 

As  I  waited,  I  thought  of  how  worried  Mom  would 
be  when  we  didn't  return.  It  had  been  an  ordinary 
day,  at  least  it  started  out  as  such.  The  trip  to 
school  past  the  ammunition  factory  with  the  guards. 
Then  more  guards  at  the  entrance  to  the  capital 
city.  These  demanded  to  know  where  we  were  going. 
Why?  For  how  long?  Not  something  one  gets  ac- 
customed to  but  one  does  learn  to  accept. 

It    was    the    ride    home    that    had    hroueht    on    the 

trouble.    An    accident.  H   Armstrong  Roberts  Photo 


A  government  jeep  had  bumped  into  our  car.  It 
was  immediately  assumed  that  the  general  in  the  jeep 
was  to  be  the  victim  and  that  the  American  missionary 
was  guilty. 

Had  the  missionary  deliberately  tried  to  destroy 
government  property?  Was  he  an  enemy  of  the  dic- 
tator? 

It  wasn't  likely  that  the  general  would  want  to 
admit  his  guilt.  He  would  risk  losing  pride  and  pos- 
sibly his  rank  for  such  a  foolish  mistake. 

It  was,  however,  his  decision  now.  He  would  decide. 
After  what  seemed  forever  to  a  small  girl,  the  door 
opened.  With  a  glance,  I  knew  everything  was  all 
right.  I  ran  toward  my  father.  It  didn't  matter  that 
the  guards  were  still  there.  Or  that  the  gate  was  still 
tightly  shut.  The  order  had  been  given.  "Let  them 
go!" 

We  were  free  to  go  home.  God  had  intervened. 
He  had  "touched  the  heart  of  Pharaoh,"  as  He  had 
done  so  long  ago. 

How  foolish  it  would  have  been  if  we  had  chosen 
to  stay  behind  those  stone  walls.  If  we  had  rejected 
the  freedom  offered  when  the  order  of  pardon  was 
given. 

Physical  bondage  is  a  terrible  thing  to  experi- 
ence. Yet  there  is  a  greater  tragedy:  spiritual  bond- 
age. 

rV  Fear  and  sin  have  a  grip 

4^^^f§Mj^j  I  on  many.  Sin  becomes  a 
'  prison  wall.  Some  may  not 
yet  realize  you  are  bound 
by  evil  and  others  may 
choose  to  remain  in  spiri- 
tual bondage.  But  the  par- 

**•■    ll     BW  rfW  c^on  ^ias  a'ea^y  been  grant- 

ed.  The  freedom  paid  for 
at  Calvary.  The  order  giv- 
en! 

The   door   is   open.    But 

You  must  walk  through 
the  door!  □ 

by  BONITA  HAWKINS 
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he  Church  of  God  needs 
this  school,"  President 
Cecil  B.  Knight  will  tell 
you. 

"These  times  necessitate  a 
more  knowledgeable  ministry. 
Pentecostal  distinctives  demand 
that  we  train  our  own. 

"On  the  graduate  level." 

What's  happening  in  terms  of 
enrollment  ...  in  terms  of 
expanding  curriculum  .   .   .  stu- 
dent and  staff  enthusiasm  .   .   . 
certainly  seems  to  verify  this 
statement. 

Young  people  in  the  Church  of 
God  now  have  a  viable  option 
in  a  graduate  school  tailored 
to  their  own  needs  and  ob- 
jectives. 

As  noted  in  the  accom- 
panying chart,  enrollment 
continues  to  climb.  This  year's 
record  enrollment  of  127  is  more 
than  many  seminaries  or  grad- 
uate schools  have  after  years  of 
operation. 

The  student  body  has  a 
distinct  international  flavor. 
Not  only  have  students  come 
from  ten  foreign  countries — 
some  sponsored  by  the  World 
Missions  Department — but  they 
also  have  come  from  twenty-six 
states  of  the  Union. 

President  Knight  seems 
especially  excited  that  Lee 
College,  Northwest  Bible  Col- 
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lege,  West  Coast  Bible  College, 
and  East  Coast  Bible  College 
have  all  sent  graduates;  and  he 
views  these  excellent  schools  as  a 
perpetual  source  of  young  men 
and  women  for  the  School  of 
Theology. 

Course  offerings  are  con- 
stantly being  reviewed  and  up- 
dated.  Students  may  now  earn 
Master  of  Science,  Master  of 
Arts,  or  Master  of  Divinity  de- 
grees; and  faculty  members, 
counting  both  full-time  and 
adjunct,  number  eleven  and  rep- 
resent many  years  of  academic 
and  practical  experience. 

A  number  of  pastors  have  cho- 
sen to  enroll  in  the  graduate 
program,  some  commuting  every 
Thursday  from  as  far  as  Green- 
ville or  Birmingham. 

Pictured  herewith  are  a 
half-dozen  students,  with 
biographical  data.  These  are 
illustrative  of  the  men  God  yet 
calls  into  the  ministry.  Photos 
are  by  Robert  McCall,  himself  a 
pastor  returned  to  the  classroom 
in  order  to  become  a  chaplain. 

Dean  DeFino — Age  27.  Wife, 
Terry.  Native  of  Pennsylvania. 
Son  of  first  Church  of  God  mis- 
sionary to  Italy.  Dean  has 
worked  as  Christian  education 
director  in  Lebanon,  Pennsyl- 
vania, and  in  Glen  Burnie, 
Maryland.  Also  worked  with  the 


Pennsylvania 
State  Depart- 
ment at  handling  Vietnamese 
refugees.  Plans  a  teaching  min- 
istry: hopefully  on  the  mission 
field. 

Larry  Hartell — Age  33. 
Wife,  Reeva.  From  Neosho, 
Missouri,  where  he  owned  and 
operated  his  own  pharmacy.  God 
called  Larry  into  the  ministry. 
He  is  now  preparing  himself 
while  working  part-time  in  two 
Cleveland  pharmacies.  The  Har- 
tells  have  four  children:  Renee, 
Ron,  Denise,  and  Lisa. 

Gerald  Lee  Holloway — Age 
38.  Wife,  Sue.  Two  girls:  Beth 
(13)  and  Linnea  (11).  Gerald 
has  been  in  the  ministry  a  num- 
ber of  years  already.  Was  assis- 
tant pastor  at  North  Chattanooga. 
Spent  three  years  as  a  mis- 
sionary in  the  Gilbert  Islands. 
Plans  a  return  to  the  mission 
field,  working  in  the  education 
phase. 

Jose  A.  Pagan — Age  23. 
Wife,  Marta.  Year-old-son,  Jose. 
Brother  to  Victor.  From 
Bayamon,  Puerto  Rico.  Jose  has 
had  pastoral  experience  in  Puerto 
Rico  already,  where  he  grad- 
uated from  the  Inter-American 
School    One  summer  he  worked 
as  evangelist  in  South  America. 
Plans  to  return  to  Puerto  Rico, 
perhaps  with  a  ministerial  em- 
Bob  McCall  Photos 
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phasis  in  Christian  education  and 
youth  work. 

Michael  Pollard — Age  31. 
Unmarried.  From  Mann,  West 
Virginia.   Spent  eight  years  in 
the  military.  Presently  in  the 
National  Guard.  Mike  attended 
Northwest  Bible  College  for 
four  years.  Pastored  in  the 
Dakotas  for  three  years.  And 
is  presently  contemplating  a 
chaplaincy  career. 


Robert  G.  Sullivan — Age  30. 
Wife,  Sandra.  Two  children: 
Robert  II  (4)  and  Christina  (1). 
Worked  a  year  with  Mitch 
Maloney  in  Detroit.  Also  at  the 
Dearborn,  Michigan  Church.  One 
of  Robert's  interests  is  "Christian 
Financial  Planning."  For  in- 
dividuals. He's  involved  in  that 
ministry  at  present.  \~\ 

by  HOYT  E.  STONE 
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Photos,  Top:  Dean  DeFino  and  Larry  Hart  ell.  Center:  Gerald 
Lee  Holloway  and  Jose  Pagan,  Mike  Pollard  and  Robert  Sullivan, 
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The  Cutting  Edge 


The  old  year  had  only 
three  days  to  live.  We 
were  driving  from  Atlanta 
to  Hattiesburg,  approaching 
Anniston.  Alabama.   I  had 
been  thinking  on  a  number  of 
subjects,  but  mostly  of  the 
upcoming  new  year. 

I  had  thought  about  making 
New  Year's  resolutions  and  had 
finally  decided  that  even  think- 
ing of  what  resolutions  to 
make  wasn't  worth  the  effort. 

I  have  always  liked  new  be- 
ginnings, however.  No  matter 
the  occasion  or  time  of  year, 
I  like  to  wipe  the  slate  clean 
and  start  over.  So  facing  the 
new  year  with  lack  of  goals  and 
renewed  ambition  was  not  quite 
my  style. 

Right  in  the  middle  of  my 
thinking,  I  felt  hungry.  My 
wife  and  son  were  also  encour- 
aging me  to  stop  for  supper. 
Within  the  next  mile  I  saw  a 
Shoney's  billboard,  then  the 
exit.  We  stopped,  but  my  mind 
was  occupied  with  my  lack  of 
spiritual  enthusiasm. 

As  we  waited  for  a  booth,  I 
redeemed  the  time  by  visiting 
the  rest  room.  Everyone  knows 
about  rest  rooms,  so  I  don't  have 
to  elaborate  when  I  say  that 
the  last  thing  I  expected  in  that 
rest  room  was  a  significant 
spiritual  encounter. 

Two  young  men  were  there 
already.   One  stood  near  the 
door.   I  walk  with  crutches,  so 
I  assumed  he  was  going  to  hold 
the  door  when  I  was  ready  to 
exit.  The  other  young  man 
bent  over  the  lavatory.  He 
moved  over  to  make  room,  while 
replacing  one  of  the  caps  to 
a  contact  lens  case. 


Both  young  men  were  clean 
cut.  To  make  conversation  I 
spoke  a  few  words  to  the  one 
at  the  lavatory  about  his  con- 
tacts. As  I  soaped  my  hands, 
he  brought  me  up  short  with  a 
question. 

"Are  you  a  Christian?" 

Now,  I've  been  a  Christian 
a  long  time.  I've  taught  per- 
sonal evangelism  at  two  of 
our  colleges,  but  I  was  still 
taken  back  by  the  question.  I 
didn't  expect  it  in  a  Shoney's 
rest  room.  In  fact,  I  always 
cautioned  my  students  about  be- 
ginning a  witnessing  encounter 
with  the  abrupt  question,  "Are 
you  a  Christian?" 

"Yes,  I'm  a  Christian.  I've 
been  one  since  I  was  twelve 
years  old.  In  fact,  I'm  a  min- 
ister, an  ordained  minister  in 
the  Church  of  God." 

We  exchanged  smiles.  I 
thought  that  would  be  all,  but 
it  wasn't. 

"I  see  you  are  handicapped. 
Do  you  believe  in  healing?" 

I  thought  quickly.   Of  course 
I  believe  in  healing.  I've 
seen  too  many  miracles  not  to 
believe  in  healing.  But  I've  also 
learned  from  experience  what 
you  can  get  yourself  into  by 
admitting  this  sort  of  thing  to  a 
total  stranger.  There  are  a  lot  of 
religious  quacks  in  the  world 
and  if  this  guy  was  one  of  those 
I  didn't  want  him  pulling  any 
of  his  tricks  on  me. 

"Yes,  I  believe  in  healing." 

I  sort  of  hoped  he  wouldn't 
carry  the  subject  further.  But 
he  did. 

"Would  you  allow  me  to 
pray  for  you  to  be  healed  right 
here  in  this  rest  room?" 


I  felt  my  face  flush.  I 
didn't  want  him  to  pray  for  me 
there,  but  I  couldn't  say  no. 
What  would  he  think  of  a 
Church  of  God  minister  re- 
fusing prayer  for  healing?  "Sure, 
pray  for  me,"  I  stammered. 

While  the  prayer  was  in 
progress  the  door  opened  and  in 
came  a  rough-looking  character, 
obviously  a  member  of  a  motor- 
cycle gang.  He  just  looked  at 
us,  remaining  in  fixed  position 
until  the  prayer  was  finished. 
Then  he  turned  and  walked 
quickly  to  the  door.  He  looked 
frightened. 

The  prayer  disturbed  me 
at  first.  It  was  not  a  short 
prayer,  but  soon  I  didn't  care. 
The  more  the  young  man  prayed 
the  more  I  was  caught  up  in 
the  beauty  of  his  words.  Simple 
words.  Not  memorized,  but 
right  out  of  his  heart.  I  began 
to  wonder  if  I  really  would 
be  healed,  right  there  in 
Shoney's  rest  room.  I  felt  the 
strong  presence  of  the  Lord  and 
I  wouldn't  have  cared  if  the 
door  had  opened  and  if  everyone 
in  the  restaurant  could  have 
seen  what  was  happening. 

Don't  get  me  wrong.  I 
didn't  throw  down  my  crutches. 
However,  I  did  feel  a  warmth 
and  a  lightness  that  assured  me 
God  had  blessed  this  young 
man's  prayer.  I  learned  that  the 
young  man's  name  was  Bert  and 
that  his  friend  at  the  door 
was  Allen. 

We  exchanged  a  few  more 
pleasantries  and  I  began  to  walk 
toward  the  door.  "Mr.  Cato," 
Bert  said,  "you've  got  to  have 
faith.  Don't  ever  lose  it.  I'm 
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going  to  continue  praying  for 
you  to  be  completely  healed." 

Now,  I'm  a  Bible  teacher  and 
a  theologian  and  I  have  some 
pretty  fixed  ideas  about  divine 
healing,  and  I  must  admit  that 
I  didn't  accept  some  of  Bert's 
theology;  but  somehow  I  knew 
that  to  Bert,  theology  didn't 
matter.  All  he  had  was  faith 
to  witness  for  Christ  and  to  be- 
lieve that  God  would  heal  me 
right  there. 

I  had  been  away  so  long  that 
my  son  came  to  see  about  me. 
We  returned  to  the  booth  and, 
visibly  shaken,  I  told  them  what 
had  happened.  Bert  had  really 
gotten  to  me.  There  I  was,  a 
longtime  Christian  and  an  or- 
dained minister,  and  it  hadn't 
even  crossed  my  mind  to  ask 
him  if  he  were  a  Christian.  All 
I'd  talked  about  was  contact 
lenses.  I  was  really  ashamed.  I 
had  been  debating  with  myself 
as  to  whether  or  not  it  was  even 
worth  it  to  make  New  Year's 
resolutions,  and  he  did  this  to 
me.  Bert  had  shown  me  how  far 
I  had  drifted  from  where  I 
ought  to  have  been.  My  Chris- 
tian experience  had  become 
dull  but  there  he  was — on  the  cur- 
ring  edge  of  real  spirituality. 

Consoling  myself  with  the 
thought  that  I  was  busily  en- 
gaged in  the  ministry  of  adult 
Sunday  school  literature  didn't 
help  much  either.  That  seemed 
small  in  comparison. 

I  made  my  one  and  only 
New  Year's  resolution:  "I'm  go- 
ing to  get  on  the  cutting  edge 
of  the  Christian  experience.  I'm 
going  to  be  sensitive  to  my  need 
to  tell  everyone  I  can  about 
Christ." 

Perhaps  I  can't  do  it  like 
Bert,  but  I  can  do  it  my  own 
way.  □ 

by  HAROLD  E.  CATO 
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My  dearest  Susie, 

You'll  forgive  me  for  ad- 
dressing you  by  your  childhood 
name,  won't  you?  I  realize 
you're  a  young  woman  now,  but 
to  your  dad  and  me  you'll 
always  be  our  Susie. 

It  was  such  a  joy  having  you 
home  from  school  for  the  long 
weekend!  This  house  seems  very 
large  and  too  quiet  now  that 
Dad  and  I  are  alone  in  it.  Don't 
misunderstand.  We  do  ap- 
preciate the  slower  pace  of  life 
and  it  is  pleasant  to  have  more 
time  to  pursue  our  own  interests. 


Middle  age  has  its  compensa- 
tions. 

But,  oh! — how  everything 
comes  alive  when  you're  home! 
The  phone  ringing  off  the  hook, 
the  dog  barking  with  excite- 
ment when  the  doorbell  rings, 
the  clatter  of  pots  and  pans  in 
the  kitchen  as  you  bake  cookies 
to  take  back  to  school  (no 
doubt  to  show  Tom  how  well 
you  can  cook),  and  the  walls 
vibrating  with  the  beat  of  your 
favorite  records.  All  of  these 
add  up  to  a  happy  pandemonium 
that  says,  "Susie's  home!" 


H    Armstrong  Roberts  Photo 

What  a  joy  it  is  for  me  to 
cook  for  a  family  (even  a  small 
family)  again,  and  to  have  some- 
one to  share  girl  talk  with  as 
you  and  I  linger  over  coffee  and 
dessert!  And,  Honey,  it's  the 
conversations  we  shared  on  your 
most  recent  visit  that  inspire 
this  letter. 

I  can  see  that  you're  feel- 
ing very  romantic  these  days 
about  a  young  man  named  Tom. 
No  matter  what  we  talked  about, 
the  conversation  inevitably  got 
around  to  Tom — Tom  likes  this, 
or  Tom  thinks  thus.  Yes,  Tom 
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has  become  very  important  to 
our  Susie!  And  I  sense  a  certain 
apprehension  in  you,  my  beloved 
daughter,  as  you  encounter  new 
and  untried  emotions.  You  spoke 
of  peer  pressures  and  careless 
morality  on  campus.  Almost 
wistfully  you  remarked  that 
sometimes  it's  depressing  to  be 
in  a  dormitory  with  others  who 
are  similarly  confused.  You 
expressed  uncertainty  at  just 
where  morality  ends  and  im- 
morality begins  in  human  rela- 
tionships— that  gray  area  between 
right  and  wrong.  You  commented 
that  it's  especially  difficult  when 
you're  away  from  home  and 
don't  have  the  reinforcement 
of  parental  counsel,  or  feel  the 
gentle  pressure  of  parental 
guidance.  I  felt  a  warm  glow 
at  the  realization  that  our 
Susie,  who  used  to  think  Dad 
and  I  were  hopelessly  old- 
fashioned,  has  now  matured 
enough  to  appreciate  the  dis- 
cipline we  tried  to  maintain. 

From  the  time  you  were  born, 
your  father  and  I  have  tried  to 
lead  you  toward  the  good  life. 
We've  tried  to  set  a  good 
example,  because  young  people 
learn  more  from  example  than 
from  scoldings  and  lectures. 
We've  been  a  churchgoing  family 
because  we  believe  the  con- 
scious practice  of  religion  adds 
an  important  dimension  to  family 
life  and  the  development  of 
young  people.  We've  made  mis- 
takes— we're  only  human,  after 
all,  and  somewhat  imperfect  our- 
selves! 

However,  we  think  we've  been 
reasonably  successful  parents, 
with  the  Lord's  help.  And,  be- 
lieve me,  Honey,  there  hasn't 
been  a  day  when  we  did  nor 
seek  His  help!  Raising  children 
is  an  awesome  responsibility  and 
we  couldn't  have  accomplished  it 
without  seeking  divine  guidance! 


You  said  that  Tom  told  you 
that  "you  have  your  head  on 
pretty  straight."  Dad  and  I  are 
glad  he's  perceptive  enough  to 
see  beyond  your  physical  attri- 
butes to  recognize  your  true 
beauty  and  inner  strength. 

Preserve  those  qualities  of 
decency  and  wholesomeness, 
Susie!  Believe  that  the  old- 
fashioned  values  do  endure  with 
a  special  kind  of  luster.  It's  hard 
to  say  "no"  to  temptation  when 
others  around  you  are  saying 
"yes";  but  you've  kept  your 
high  principles  through  your  teen 
years  and  now,  as  you  approach 
your  twentieth  birthday,  you 
have  the  advantage  of  wisdom 
you  didn't  possess  at  fifteen. 
You've  seen  the  unhappiness  and 
disillusionment  of  some  who  did 
yield  to  temptation. 

It's  difficult  to  be  young 
these  days,  when  there  are  so 
many  pressures  and  so  few  dis- 
ciplines. There  was  a  time  many 
years  ago  when  I  knew  some  of 
the  uncertainties — and  the  long- 
ings— that  you're  feeling  now.  It 
was  a  bit  easier  in  those  days, 
though.  There  was  little  fuzziness 
about  right  and  wrong.  We  were 
disciplined  by  the  attitudes  of 
a  more  conservative  society  as 
well  as  by  our  parents.  We 
didn't  have  the  freedom  of 
choice  that  so  often  confuses 
young  folks  today.  Perhaps  it's 
easier  to  make  the  right  choices 
in  life  if  we  remember  that  true 
freedom  demands  responsibility. 
We  cannot  have  one  without  the 
other. 

Yes,  the  world  does  change, 
Susie — but  some  things  remain 
constant.  Your  innermost  feelings 
about  yourself  and  your  con- 
victions about  life  are  a  vital 
part  of  you.  Nourished  through- 
out your  childhood  by  the  guid- 
ance of  family  and  church 
and  fed  by  that  inner  small 
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voice  you  call  your  con- 
science, these  values  can 
strengthen  you  through  the 
perils  of  these  uncertain  years. 

Every  day  we  thank  God  for 
helping  us  to  raise  a  wonderful 
daughter,  and  we  ask  His  con- 
tinued guidance  for  us  and  for 
you.  When  you're  upset  or 
confused,  we  hope  you'll  do 
the  same.  He  will  not  fail  you! 

With  much  love, 

Mom 

by  SHIRLEY  W.  BELLERANTI 
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V  Youth 

UPDATE 

Lamar  Vest,  Assistant  General  Director  of  Youth 
and  Christian  Education 

TEEN  TALENT— 1980 

The  week  of  August  12-16,  1980,  will  be  an  exciting  week  for  thousands 
of  Church  of  God  teens.  It  is  the  week  of  the  National  Teen  Talent  finals 
at  the  General  Assembly  in  Dallas,  Texas.  You  can  be  a  part  of  it. 

Below  are  the  four  divisions  of  Teen  Talent  with  their  areas  of  com- 
petition. 

BIBLE  DIVISION 

Bible  Quizzing 
Bible  Teaching 
Bible  Reading 

CREATIVE  WRITING  DIVISION 

Short  Stories  (fiction) 
Articles  and  Essays  (nonflction) 
Plays  and  Skits  (fiction  and  nonflction) 
Poetry  (rhymed  or  unrhymed) 

CREATIVE  ART  DIVISION 
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Ceramics 

Photography 

Graphics 

Sculpture 

Painting 

Textile 

(^■hurch   ^jrurniture 

Pews,  Baptistries.  Steeples,  Pew  Cushions. 
Carpet,  Stained  Glass  Windows,  Lighting. 

JAMES  R.  PERRYMAN 
Church  Furniture  and  Building  Suppliers 

P.O.  Box  5586  Anderson.  SC   29623 

Phone:  (803)  224-7320 


BAPTISMAL 
POOLS 

Fib  erglass  C  h  urcl 
Products 


(615  1875-0679 

3511   Hixson  Pike,  Chattanooga,  TM  3741b 

SALES   AND    RENTALS: 

GOSPEL   TENTS 

Special    prices   to    ministers.    For  complete 
information    write: 

VALDOSTA   TENT 
MANUFACTURING  COMPANY 

P.O.    Box   248,   Valdosta,   Georgia    3160' 
Phone    242-0730 

WOLFE  BROS.  &  CO. 

PINEY    FLATS,   TENN. 

Manufacturers    of    DISTINCTIVE 


CHURCH    FURNITURE 


Since    1888.    Write    for    free    estimate. 


MUSIC  DIVISION 

Vocal  Solo 

1.  Male 

2.  Female 
Vocal  Ensemble 

1.  Two-Five  Singers 

2.  Six-Twelve  Singers 
Instrumental  Solo — Keyboard 

1.  Piano 

2.  Organ 
instrumental  Solo— Non-Keyboard 

1.  Brass 

2.  Woodwind 

3.  Strings 

4.  Percussion:  Definite  Pitch 

5.  Percussion:  Indefinite  Pitch 
Instrumental  Ensemble 

1.  Two-Eight  Players 

2.  Nine  Players  and  Up 
Choi. 

1.  Thlrteen-Thlrty  Singers 

2.  Thirty-One  Singers  and  Up 

it  you  are  Interested  In  participating  in  any  division  of  Teen  Talent,  con- 
tact your  state  director  of  youth  and  Christian  education  for  Information 
regarding  regional,  state,  and  national  finals.  We  would  like  very  much  to 
see  you  In  Dallas  for  the  national  finals. 

Keep  the  Son  shining! 
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80  buildings  constructed  in  Southeast 


What  is  MISSIONPHONE?  It  is  a  newly  installed  automatic  telephone  answering 
device,  located  in  the  Media  Center  of  the  World  Missions  Department.  Each 
Wednesday  at  noon,  a  new  two-minute  message  is  recorded,  on  which  is  given 
vital  information  about  the  mission  field,  urgent  prayer  requests,  and  projects 
about  which  missions-minded  individuals  are  urged  to  join  us  in  prayer.  Defeats 
as  well  as  victories  are  shared  on  the  MISSIONPHONE. 


A  N€W 
C0NC€PT 

IN  MISSIONS 
NFORMATION 


The  MISSIONPHONE   number 
(615/472-1232)  is  NOT  a  toll  free  number. 
However,  by  dialing  direct  (without 
operator  assistance)  on  weekends  or 

after  5:00  p.m.,  the  cost  should   never 
be  more  than  50C  from  any  location 
in  the  United  States. 


Church  of  God  World  Missions 
Keith  at  25th  Street,  N.W. 
Cleveland,  Tennessee  37311 
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of  Youth  and  Christian 
Education 

J    Compiled  by  Sonjia  Lee  Hunt 

.^H  


COMMENCEMENT 
SUNDAY 

Kickoff  for  the  Sunday  school  bi- 
centennial celebration  is  scheduled  for 
January  20,  1980.  The  aim  of  this  spe- 
cial commencement  Sunday  is  to  mo- 
bilize the  entire  Sunday  school  to 
participate  in  the  200th  birthday  cele- 
bration of  the  Sunday  school,  begun 
in  1780  in  Gloucester,  England,  by 
Robert  Raikes.  Sunday  school  is  alive 
and  growing,  especially  in  the  Church 
of  God.  Young  people  are  very  much 
a  part  of  that  vital  growth  spirit.  □ 

— Sonjia  Hunt 
Editorial  Assistant 

"I'VE  NEVER  MISSED 
A  SUNDAY" 

How  many  can  make  that  claim 
about  Sunday  school? 

Tony  Cleckler  can. 

Tony  was  born  in  the  Guin, 
Alabama,  hospital  on  Monday, 
May  20,  1963.  He  was  carried  home 
by  his  parents  and  first  taken  to  the 
Prattville  Church  of  God  on  May  26, 
1963.  He  was  five  days  old. 

Since  that  time,  Tony  has  never 
missed  Sunday  school.  He  is  now 
sixteen  years  of  age  and  has  re- 
ceived fifteen  Cross  and  Crown  pins. 
This  year  he  was  presented  a 
plaque  for  perfect  Sunday  school  at- 
tendance. Tony  has  great  pride  in 


receiving  these  awards  for  attendance 
and  he's  hoping  to  make  the  Guin- 
ness Book  of  World  Records 
someday. 

Tony  has  always  loved  Sunday 
school.  On  two  different  occasions 
Tony  was  in  the  hospital  as  the  week- 
end approached,  but  understanding 
doctors  made  it  possible  for  him  to 
keep  his  perfect  record.  You  can 
imagine  the  impression  it  made  on 
his  Sunday  school  class  to  have 
Tony  there  with  his  head  stitched  and 
bandaged  in  a  turban. 

Tony  weighs  185  pounds  and  is 
6  feet  2  inches  tall.  The  only  child  of 
Elmer  and  Faye  Cleckler.  He  attends 
Verbena  High  School  where  he  is  in 
the  eleventh  grade  and  has  main- 
tained an  A  and  B  average. 

Congratulations,  Tony!  □ 

— Alabama  Youth  Department 

TWO  FOR  YOU 

The  General  Department  of  Youth 
and  Christian  Education  has  com- 
pleted publication  of  two  new  books. 
These  books  are  a  part  of  ongoing 
efforts  to  meet  Church  of  God  youth 
needs  for  Bible  and  life  training.  They 
may  be  purchased  or  ordered  from 
Pathway  Bookstores,  your  state  office, 
or  from  the  General  Department  of 
Youth  and  Christian  Education,  Keith 
and  25th,  Cleveland,  TN  37311. 

Reaching  People.  This  latest  publi- 


cation is  a  biography  of  Missionary 
Bill  Watson,  overseer  of  South 
America,  written  by  Marcus  Hand, 
YWEA  coordinator.  It  is  first  in  a  se- 
ries intended  to  acquaint  Church  of 
God  young  people  with  living  mis- 
sionaries and  with  the  life  and  calling 
of  a  missionary.  Bill  Watson's  story 
is  an  exciting  one  that  begins  with 
his  youth  and  a  crucial  accident,  fol- 
lowed by  God's  workings  in  his  life 
and  those  events  which  have  brought 
him  to  his  present  place  of  ministry. 

Each  book  in  this  series  will  be  co- 
ordinated with  a  current  YWEA  mis- 
sions endeavor.  The  project  for  1980 
is  Reaching  People:  The  South  Ameri- 
can Harvest.  Church  of  God  young 
people  will  help  reap  the  ripe  harvest 
in  South  America. 

Journey  Through  the  Bible.  Take  a 
trip  and  meet  Abraham,  Isaac,  Jacob, 
Moses,  Peter,  James,  John,  and  many 
others.  This  1980  Peacemakers  Bible 
Institute  study  text  may  begin  for 
you  a  whole  new  life-venture  into  Bi- 
ble study.  Written  by  J.  Ralph  Brewer, 
administrative  assistant  to  the  Gen- 
eral Department,  Journey  Through 
the  Bible  is  an  overview  which 
highlights  major  events,  key  person- 
alities, and  doctrinal  themes.  D 

— Sonjia  Hunt 
Editorial  Assistant 

LOCAL  YWEA 
REPRESENTATIVE 

Many  young  people  have  found  a 
place  of  service  in  their  local  church 
through  becoming  YWEA  representa- 
tives. The  representative  spearheads 
the  total  YWEA  effort  in  the  local 
church  and  serves  as  coordinator  for 
the  annual  fund-raising  drive. 

More  and  more,  young  people  are 
recognizing  the  contribution  that 
YWEA  is  making  toward  evangelization 
of  the  world,  toward  missions  training, 
and  toward  involvement  of  Church  of 
God  young  people  in  God's  re- 
demption plan.  □ 

— Sonjia  Hunt 
Editorial  Assistant 

TEEN  TALENT- 
CREATIVE  WRITING 

Now  is  the  time  to  start  writing  that 
short  story,  play,  skit,  essay,  or  poem 
for  Teen  Talent  Creative  Writing  com- 
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petition.  A  Writing  Manual  may  be  or- 
dered from  the  General  Department  of 
Youth  and  Christian  Education,  Keith 
and  25th,  Cleveland,  TN  37311. 
Price,  one  dollar.  This  gives  com- 
plete information  on  levels  of  com- 
petition, classification  of  categories, 
preparing  an  entry,  explanation  of 
judging,  recognition,  and  awards. 

Entries  to  your  state  office  must  be 
postmarked  no  later  than  March  1, 
1980.  National  winners  will  be  no- 
tified no  later  than  July  15.  □ 

— Sonjia  Hunt 
Editorial  Assistant 

******** 

We've  heard  a  great  deal  about  girls 
competing  with  boys  in  sports  such 
as  football  and  baseball. 

Roy  Dowdell,  a  6-foot,  200-pound 
former  linebacker  at  Laurel  Highlands 
High  School,  Uniontown,  Pennsylvania, 
turned  the  tables.  He  ran  for  the  spot 
of  Homecoming  Queen  against  twelve 
female  candidates. 

And  won! 

School  officials  suggested  he  re- 
sign but  Roy  refused.  D 

— Cleveland  Daily  Banner 


CLOWNS  FOR  CHRIST 

The  Church  of  God  in  Amarillo  held 
a  drive  to  promote  Vacation  Bible 
School,  August  13-17.  The  teams  that 
usually  work  in  the  bus  ministries 
met  Saturday  morning  prior  to  VBS. 

The  project  was  divided  into  two 
groups.  Four  workers  were  dressed  as 
clowns,  and  the  rest  were  present  to 
help  with  passing  out  candy,  balloons, 
and  information  on  VBS.  Workers  also 
took  the  names  of  young  people  that 
chose  to  ride  the  bus  to  the  school. 

The  groups  loaded  into  one  bus 
that  was  decorated  with  balloons 
and  VBS  signs.  They  worked  in  trailer 
parks  and  residential  areas.  Many 
curious  children  were  attracted  by  the 
clowns  and  the  hand  puppets  that 
some  of  the  clowns  used.  The  work- 
ers also  acquainted  themselves  at  a 
grocery  store,  and  one  of  the  clowns 
even  joined  in  a  little  baseball  that 
some  kids  were  playing. 

During  lunch  hour,  workers 
stopped  at  a  school  ground  and  put 
On  a  short  puppet  show. 

The  kids  identified  with  the 
clowns.  Boys  and  girls  came  from 
all  over  the  block  where  the  bus 
stopped  to  talk  with  the  funny-faced 


visitors.  Sometimes  a  clown  used  a 
puppet  to  talk  with  kids  in  their  own 
front  yards  and  youngsters  continued 
to  ask  about  clowns  during  the  week 
of  Vacation  Bible  School. 

The  "Clowns  for  Christ''  idea 
was  also  tried  out  at  a  nursing 
home  on  the  following  Sunday 
after  Vacation  Bible  School.  The 
elderly  seemed  to  enjoy  the  pres- 
ence of  the  unusual  visitors.  The 
clowns'  influence  helped  to  spread 
Christian  sunshine  into  many  lives. 

Average  attendance  for  the  last 
four  days  of  VBS  was  ninety-four, 
with  sixteen  saved.  Praise  God!  D 

— John  Ferrell 

SAM  BROWN 

Continued  from  page  4 

poles  of  political  and  religious 
thought — but  I  do  hope  they  stayed 
clear  of  the  music  theme. 

For  Sadat's  sake. 

Otherwise,  I  can  imagine 
the  look  Anwar  Sadat  gave 
Sam  Brown  and  I  suspect  the 
conversation  ended  on  this 
note: 

"Hey,  you  guys,  someone 
take  this  kid  out  and  show  him 
the  pyramids."  □ 

by  HOYT  E.  STONE 

A  NEW  CAREER 

Continued  from  page  1 1 

may  be  a  little  different  in  what 
it  teaches  a  nurse  practitioner 
to  do. 

If  you  want  to  make  a  career 
in  the  field  of  the  nurse  prac- 
titioner you  must  first  become  an 
RN.  Then  you  can  find  the 
program  that  best  suits  your  in- 
terest by  calling  on  the  various 
colleges  and  nursing  schools  in 
your  area. 

This  is  a  growing  field 
and  many  young  men  and 
women  soon  will  be  joining 
the  forces  of  the  nurse 
practitioner.  □ 

by  JENNIFER  J.  PEARSON 
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Peat  B/ttitk&i  B/tewet: 

In   ou.fi   faabt- paced  wofild,    tt  ib    o{ten   dt^icult  to 
£i.nd   Bible   btudy   time   and   to   matntain   ou.fi   devoti.onal  li-fie. 
Hie   can't    &i.nd   time   to    ^ellowbhtp   and   to    gut  acquainted  wtth 
otke.fi   young   people  who    have  borne   o  I   the  bame  pKoblemb  .      Oufi 
l-Lveb   an.e  bo   n.ubhed.      Sadly   enough.,    the  n.ubh   caubeb   many  to 
let  down   on  thein.  devotional  llveb. 

But  a   cen.tai.n  pn.ogn.am   came   out    [thankb   to   the   Chufick  o fa 
God)    called   Peacemaker    Bible   Institute* .      It  ib    deb-igned 
especially    fcofi   young    people   ageb    7 3- 7  9.       Itb    babi.c   puKpobe  ib 
to    help   ub   leafin  the  B-ible  and  apply  itb   p/itncipleb   to    evefiyday 
living.       Thtb    ib    aecomplLbhed   thfiough  inbtn.ucti.on,    i.nten.acti.0 n , 
and   pan.ti.cip  at  ion  in   Bi,ble   quizzing . 

When   I    heafid  about   Veacemakefib    Bible   Inbtituteb ,    I 
wab   genuinely  intefiebted.      K^ten.   I   attended  the    fattibt  bebblon, 
I   wab    even  mofie   excited  wZth  the  pfiobpect  o fc   learning   the 
Bi.ble.      The  May   1   leafined  albo   made  a  gfieat  tmpfiebbion   on  me 
becaube    I    didn't    faind  it   bofiing.      The   quizztng    tebtb    what   you 
know  in  a    fiun  bofit   o^   way.       IV  b    a   time   o  ^   fielaxatton   and 
lean.ni.ng    combined. 

I    albo    enjoyed  meeti.ng    new  people  and  making   new   fifitendb 
Learning   God'b   Woxd  in  a  fielaxed  atmobphefte,    plub    enjoyable 
fiellowbhip  with  othen.  young   people,    caubed  my  week  to  go    betten.. 
I    belt  fie^fiebhed,    fieady  to    &ace  the   evefiyday   hubtle-bubtle  o I 
li^e. 

Veacemakefib    Bible   Inbtituteb   tfiain   young   people   Ion. 
witnebbtng    ab    well.      Wi-th  a    knowledge   o  {    God'b    Wofid,    we   young 
people   can  albo    help  win  boulb    fion.  Jebub    Chfiibt. 


yean.  I 


I'm   glad   I  attended   VeacemakeKb    Bible   Inbtituteb   thib 


Si.ncen.ely, 


Victon.    Langdon 


PEACEMAKERS  BIBLE  INSTITUTES 


THEME: 

BIBLE 
SUBJECT: 


TEEN 
TALENT 
BIBLE 
QUIZZING: 


An  exciting  nine  week  Bible 
study  program,  featuring  the  dynamic  Bible  quizzing 
technique-designed  especially  for  teenagers. 

"God's  Word  Is  The  Answer" 

Journey  Through  The  Bible — A  book-by-book  overview  of  the  Bible, 
highlighting  major  events,  key  personalities  and  doctrinal 
themes. 

The  1980  Study  Guide  will  cover  five  basic  areas  of  study:  Bible 
Facts  (1  and  2  Corinthians),  Bible  Doctrine,  Church  of  God  Distmctives, 
Practical  Christian  Living,  and  World  Evangelism. 


Peacemakers  Bible  Institutes 

Name 

Address 

City 

State 

Zip 

Please   send   me   complete   information   concerning   registration,    dates, 
makers  Bible  Institutes  in  my  area 

and   locations   of 

Peace- 

(Mail   to   your 
Department  of 

State 
Youth 

Director   of   Youth    and 
and  Christian  Education, 

Christian   Education 
Keith  at  25th  N.W.. 

or   Church    of  God 
Cleveland,  Tennessee 

General 
37311.) 
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Editorial/ Hoy  t  e.  stone 


Teenager's 
Prayer 

"I  see  better  that  divine  wisdom  that  keeps  us  walking 
into  the  dark../1 


Dear  God, 

How  should  I  approach  this 
new  year? 

I  know  I'm  better  equipped 
to  face  it,  having  accumulated 
all  those  learning  experiences 
of  79;  but  I  really  don't  feel 
adequate  when  looking  at  what 
might  lie  ahead. 

Something  has  gone  out  of 
me.  Childhood,  I  suppose.  I  no 
longer  think  of  the  year  as  a 
matter  to  take  for  granted.  I  see 
it  as  opportunity,  either  for  good 
or  bad.  It  is  challenge  and 
choice.  Something  both  to 
treasure  and  to  fear. 

I  remember  Jill  and  the  opti- 
mism with  which  she  entered 
79,  not  knowing  it  was  her 
last  year,  that  the  accident 
would  take  her.  And  ...  I 
don't  know  about  '80  .  .  . 
any  more  than  she  knew. 

What  I  know  is  that  now 
.  .  .  after  thinking  on  it  .  .  . 
after  adjusting  to  the  shock  of 
losing  my  best  friend  ...  I  see 
better  that  divine  wisdom  that 
keeps  us  walking  into  the  dark 
and  that  keeps  us  conscious  of 
the  possibilities. 

Thank  You  for  calming  the 
fear.  At  first,  knowing  it  could 
happen  so  easily  .  .  .  that  it 


could  happen  to  me  .  .  .  was 
virtually  paralyzing.  I  didn't  think 
I  could  take  it.  Didn't  think  I 
could  go  on,  much  less  learn  to 
laugh  or  to  sing  again.  But  You 
helped  me.  Comforted  me. 
Somehow  assured  me  that  You 
were  there.  You  really  cared. 

So  it's  not  the  fear  I  pray 
about  ...  at  least,  not  the 
fear  of  dying  ...  but  it's  the 
fear  of  failure,  of  neglect,  of 
somehow  copping  out  right  at 
the  moment  and  right  at  the 
time  You  depend  on  me. 

There's  this  growing  feeling 
inside  me  that  somewhere  and 
at  some  time  I'm  going  to 
face  the  big  moment,  the  big 
opportunity — something  for  which 


You  are  slowly  and  meticulously 
preparing  me — and  the  only  real 
fear  is  of  failing  in  that  crisis. 

That's  what  I  really  pray 
about. 

Help  me  to  get  up  each 
morning  with  the  consciousness 
that  this  could  be  it.  Help  me 
to  walk  eyes  open,  lest  I  pass 
it  by  or  fail  to  see.  Help  me  to 
build  brick  by  brick,  or  to  grow 
inch  by  inch,  in  peace.  For,  af- 
ter all,  I  am  Your  child  and  I 
am  walking  hand  in  Yours,  and 
I  am  believing  the  darkness  to 
be  lighted  up,  step  by  step  as 
we  go. 

In  this  way,  I  come  to  a  new 
year  in  peace.  With  hope.  Re- 
joicing. 

Lead  me  always.  And,  in  the 
leading,  help  me  lead  an- 
other. 

In  Jesus'  name. 

Amen. 
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TH€  Y67IR  OF 
THE  SUNDAY  SCHOOL 

THE  SUNDAY  SCHOOL  GUIDES 
YOUNG  PEOPLE  IN  DEVELOPING 
INTO  THE  LIKENESS  OF  CHRIST 
FOR  THE  GLORY  OF  COD 
THROUGH  HOLY  GHOST 
DIRECTED  TEACHING 


(    Cufiti&W/riqkt 


GROWTH  .  .  . 

When  I  reflect  on  the 
background  I  have  in  the 
church,  I  can  see  the  impact 
Sunday  school  has  had  on  my 
spiritual  growth.  As  a  child, 
I  often  took  Sunday  school 
for  granted.  However,  it 
was  in  a  Sunday  school 
class  that  I  learned  my 
first  Bible  verse.  It  was 
there  I  learned  how  to 
share  God's  love.  Most 
important,  I  learned  I  could 
have  a  personal  relationship 
with  Jesus  Christ. 

COUNSEL  .  .  . 

Sunday  school  isn't  just 
a  class  on  Sunday  mornings  that 
keeps  kids  from  running  the  halls 
or  teens  from  going  to  the 
lake.  It  is  a  gathering  of 
people  who  relate  to  one 
another.  We  do  not  just 
listen  to  Bible 

stories  of  what  has  happened, 
but  we  discuss  uncertainties 
we  all  face  today  and  we  learn  how  to 
handle  our  problems  by  the  way  God  showed 
the  people  in  the  Bible. 


FELLOWSHIP  .  .  . 

By  the  time  Sunday  rolls 
around,  I  need  Sunday  school! 
Being  a  preacher's 
daughter,  I  have  often  found 
myself  in  a  new  Sunday 
school  class.  I  have  dis- 
covered through  experience 
that  the  way  to  benefit 
from  a  class  is  to  go  ex- 
pecting to  learn  more 
about  a  Friend  who  loves 
you  very  much. 
Recently  God  has 
blessed  me  by  giving  me  a 
home  base  class.  Spirit- 
ually and  emotionally  my 
life  has  grown  to  heights  I 
never  dreamed  possible.  And, 
in  addition  to  this,  I  am  wel- 
comed with  the  warmth  and  love 
of  my  Christian  friends. 

KNOWLEDGE  .  .  . 

Sunday  school  is  a 

great  place  for  good 

Christian  fellowship,  but 

its  real  importance  lies  in 

the  fact  that  it  is  where  you 

can  learn  the  Bible  and  how  to  use 

God's  Word  in  everyday 

situations. 

Apart  from  the  worship  service,  Sunday 

school  plays  the  most  important  role  in  my  church  life. 


SUNDAY  SCHOOL 
BICENTENNIAL  CELEBRATION 
ACTIVITIES 
Commencement 
Sunday- January  20 
Nationwide  District 
Celebration  Rallies- 
February  25 

March  2- April  6 
Birthday  Sunday- October  5 
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What  we  have  done  is  a 
spin-off  from  National  Church 
Music  Week. 

And  much  more. 

Music  is  the  universal  language. 
It  influences  us  constantly, 
for  better  or  for  worse.  Music 
may  be  sunbeams  dancing  or 
dark  moods  plotting.  It  is  a 
glider  for  soaring  dreams  or  a 
stimulant  to  sensuality.  It  is  good 
and  bad,  beautiful  and  ugly, 
not  of  its  nature  but  according 
to  the  inspiration  behind  it. 

Music  is,  and  always  has  been, 
one  of  the  strong  characteristics 
of  our  church.  Oneness,  harmony, 
fellowship — we  find  it  most 
perfectly  through  music;  and  it 
is  music  which,  for  the  majority  of 
us,  first  builds  that  foyer  through 
which  we  move  into  God's 
true  sanctuary. 

Many  performers,  choirs,  youth 
groups,  or  other  individuals 
could  have  served  as  our  feature 
this  month.  Good  in  their  own 
rights.  Worthy.  But  none  greater 
or  more  consistently  productive 
than  Bennie. 

A  special  thanks  to  David 
Horton,  our  consultant  who  also 
serves  as  chairman  of  the 
National  Church  Music 
Committee. 

So  sing  a  song.  A  good  song. 
It  may  make  someone  forget 
to  cry. 
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HIS  MUSIC 
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Bennie  composed  his 
first  tune  in   1945.  He 
was  sixteen  at  the  time, 
a  student  at  old  Bible 
Training  School  in  Sevier- 
ville,  and  he  smiles 
nostalgically  when  he  re- 
members the  thrill  of 
hearing  his  harmony  class 
instructor  Brother  Staley 
say,  "Tomorrow,  Ben,  I'll 
introduce  it  in  chapel 
on  my  violin." 

The  first  Triplett  song 
printed  was  "Go  Down 
to  the  Jordan."  The  song 
has  a  marked  Negro  spir- 
itual rhythm  which, 
Bennie  says,  came  from 
his  work  among  blacks  at  a  Mississippi  cotton 
compress.  The  song  was  later  recorded  by 
the  Sunshine  Boys  on  a  Decca  label. 

In  the  early  fifties  Bennie  composed  "How 
About  Your  Heart."  The  Blackwood  Brothers 
recorded  this  number  on  an  RCA  label.  The  song 
made  a  number  of  daytime  television  talk  shows. 
It  was  sung  on  Arthur  Godfrey's  radio  pro- 
gram, and  it  listed  third  on  the  Billboard  charts. 

A  Church  of  God  Youth  Publication 


For  Bennie  Triplett 
those  numbers  launched  a 
music  career  which  spans 
three  decades.  It  may 
be  that  one  ought  not 
refer  to  Bennie's  music 
career — primarily  he  has 
given  the  last  thirty 
years  to  a  pulpit  min- 
istry, to  pastoral  work, 
and  to  church  adminis- 
tration as  youth  and 
Christian  education 
director,  program  director 
for  "Forward  in  Faith," 
and  state  overseer  of 
the  Dakotas,  Indiana,  and 
Florida.  But  he  has,  at 
the  same  time,  composed 
hundreds  of  songs,   133  of  which  have  been  printed 
and/or  recorded  by  leading  gospel  singers,  and 
his  reservoir  of  ideas  seems  undepleted. 

Fact  is,  there  are  those  who  feel  Triplett's  music 
is  now  at  its  best.  The  popularity  of  "Jesus, 
Heal  the  People,"  "Committed  to  Christ," 
"Jesus  Is  Precious,"  "Encounter,"  and  "The  Lord's 
Prayer" — just  a  few  of  his  recent  numbers — would 
seem  to  bear  this  out. 


Feature 


As  with  many  artists,  Bennie 
Triplett's  nature  tends  toward 
gentleness.  This  is  especially  true 
in  terms  of  personal  matters.  He 
has  never  been  one  to  promote 
himself,  or  his  music,  most  of 
which  he  has  contributed  to  the 
church. 

"I  write  songs  in  order  that 
they  be  sung,"  Bennie  says. 
"Since  my  first  objective  is 
that  Christ  be  glorified  and  the 
gospel  spread,  then  I'm  always 
glad  for  church  choirs  and 
performing  groups  to  do  my 
music.  That's  perfectly  ac- 


ceptable and  legal.  On  the  other 
hand,  many  of  these  performers 
have  reproduced  my  music 
without  permission.  Some  have 
recorded  my  works  and  distributed 
them  commercially  without  so 
much  as  an  acknowledgement.  Of 
course,  such  practices  are  illegal 
and  grounds  for  suit  in  a 
court  of  law. 

"I'm  not  about  to  sue 
anyone  .  .  ."  Bennie  grins. 
"But  it's  a  practice  Chris- 
tians should  avoid,  especially  in 
view  of  the  new  copyright  laws." 

As  many  readers  of  this  mag- 
azine know  already,  Bennie 
Triplett  is  one  of  the  more  il- 
lustrious products  of  the  Church 
of  God  Home  for  Children, 
which  he  entered  at  age  ten. 

Music  seems  to  have  been  a 
strong  note  in  his  life  from 
earliest  memory.  Bennie's  dad 
deserted  mother  and  son,  and  his 
mother  died  when  Bennie  was 
only  seven,  but  he  remembers 
the  pleasant  hours  she  spent  at 
the  old  pump  organ. 

Until  age  ten,  Bennie  lived 


with  his  Grandpa  Freeman  in 
Charlotte,  North  Carolina. 
Grandpa  Freeman  bought  Bennie 
a  used  guitar  from  a  pawn  shop, 
and  little  Triplett  made  his  public 
music  debut  at  church  to  the 
roar  of  laughter.  That  laughter 
almost  terminated  a  budding 
music  career;  but,  when  it  was 
explained  later  that  the  humor 
was  caused  by  pictures  of  hula 
girls  on  the  guitar  and  not 
by  Bennie's  high  tenor  voice, 
he  decided  to  try  again. 

At  wnat  was  then  called  the 
old  Orphanage  Home  in 
Cleveland — 1939,  before  there 
was  electricity  at  the  Home 
and  when  the  children  stud- 
ied by  Delco  lanterns — Bennie 
joined  the  choir  and  played 
guitar  for  the  string  band.  Junior 
Salmon,  an  older  boy,  was  the 
lead  guitarist.  Bennie  always 
sat  on  the  end,  so  he  could 
watch  Junior  and  change  chords 
when  he  changed,  even  though  a 
fraction  late  on  the  beat. 

A  highlight  for  the  orphanage 
band  in  those  days  was  perform- 
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ing  at  the  General  Assembly. 
The  choir  practiced  regularly  and 
Sister  Avis  Swiger  even  went 
down  from  BTS  in  Sevierville  to 
help  with  the  finishing  touches. 
The  Assembly  was  in  Chatta- 
nooga that  year. 

Bennie  witnessed  some  his- 
toric changes  at  the  Home. 
Electricity  was  added.  Then  a 
new  home  was  built.  Otis 
McCoy,  first  Church  of  God 
music  editor,  often  visited  the 
Home  and  gave  voice  lessons.  It 
is  Otis  to  whom  Bennie  gives 
credit  for  a  vocal  basis  that  yet 
survives  in  his  performance. 

Bible  school.  Bennie  became 
obsessed  with  the  idea  of  going 
to  BTS  in  Sevierville.  The 
year  was  1945.  J.  A.  Muncy  was 
superintendent  at  the  Home 
and,  following  him  around, 
pressing,  begging,  refusing  to 
be  put  off,  was  Bennie.  The 
Home  had  permitted  a  few  girls 
to  enroll  in  BTS  but  never 
any  boys.  Not  until  Bennie. 

Bible  Training  School  opened 
up  a  new  world  for  Bennie 
Triplett.  It  also  introduced  him, 
young,  to  Helen  Williams, 
from  Indianola,  Mississippi. 

Love. 

Bennie's  first  date  with  Helen 
was  on  Thanksgiving  Day,   1945. 
In  April,  Easter  Sunday  of  the 
following  spring,  wearing  a 
$15,  brown,  pin-stripe  suit  pur- 
chased secondhand  from  Garlan 
Mann,  Bennie  went  to  a  local 
florist  and  bought  an  orchid  on 
credit.  For  Helen.  It  seemed 
the  right  thing  to  do  if  you 
wanted  to  propose  marriage; 
and,  years  later,  Bennie  re- 
turned to  Sevierville  and 
checked  to  see  if  he  had  paid 
the  florist.  There  was  no  rec- 
ord; but,  by  that  time,  Bennie 
knew  he  had  such  a  bargain  in 
Helen  that  he  paid  again. 


The  wedding  took  place  in 
the  living  room  of  the  Williams' 
home  in  Indianola,  with  M.  H. 
Kennedy  officiating.  April  21, 
1947. 

The  Tripletts  first  lived  in 
Cincinnati.  Two  rooms  upstairs 
in  the  home  of  Carlos  Muncy. 
Bennie  worked  at  Crosley 
Motors,  part-time  at  the  church. 
Then  back  to  Mississippi, 
working  at  a  cotton  compress. 
When  Assembly  time  came, 
Bennie  was  told  by  his  boss  that 
he  couldn't  get  off  work.  He 
went  to  the  Assembly  anyway 
and  was  fired. 

An  old  classmate,  Cecil  B. 
Knight,  invited  Bennie  to  work 
with  him  at  the  Church  of  God, 
Laurel,  Mississippi.  Bennie  di- 
rected the  choir,  prepared 
themes  for  an  early  morning 
radio  program,  and  helped  with 
a  Sunday  night  radio  special. 

In  '49,  he  went  to  Kentucky, 
working  under  Overseer  L.  H. 
Aultman.  He  received  the 
baptism  of  the  Holy  Ghost  (also 
under  Brother  Aultman's  min- 
istry), evangelized  for  a  while, 
and  then  returned  to  Lee 
College  in  the  fall. 

1950 — Bennie  was  off  to 
Texas.  Evangelizing. 


1951-53 — To  Cincinnati 
where  he  worked  at  the 
Twelfth  and  Elm  Street 
Church,  then  west  to  evan- 
gelize and  burn  into  his  soul 
lasting  memories  of  such  places 
as  Hobbs,  New  Mexico;  Oakley, 
California;  Wallace,  Idaho; 
Missoula,  Montana;  Estavan, 
Saskatchewan;  and  Beulah, 
North  Dakota.  Bennie's  love 
of  the  west  has  never  vanished. 

1954-55 — Pastored  in  Minot, 
North  Dakota. 

1955-56 — Pastored  in 
Memphis,  Park  Avenue. 

This  brought  Bennie  to  two 
years  as  youth  and  Christian 
education  director  in  Tennessee 
(1956-58),  from  which  position 
he  became  program  director 
of  "Forward  in  Faith"  (1958-66). 
To  a  pastorate  in  Nashville. 
Then  an  overseer. 

And  always  .  .  .  there  has 
been  music. 

Bennie  writes  songs.  He  com- 
poses and  arranges  music.  He 
performs  vocally  and  at  the 
piano.  Although  his  style  is 
unique,  and  to  the  trained  ear 
identifiable,  his  works  are  of 
an  amazing  variety.  More  than 
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America's  Favorite  R 


It's  not  baseball,  and  it's  not 
even  football. 

Based  on  the  amount  of  time 
and  money  spent  in  its  pursuit, 
America's  favorite  pastime  is  lis- 
tening to  music. 

Various  surveys  have  revealed 
that  over  90  percent  of  all  teen- 
agers in  America  spend  four  or 
more  hours  per  day  listening  to 
music  on  the  radio.  It  has  also 
been  shown  that  over  90  percent 
of  the  total  population  in  America, 
twelve  years  old  and  older,  aver- 
age nearly  twenty-one  hours  of 
radio  listening  per  week. 

That's  a  lot  of  music.  Add  to 
that  the  approximately  three 
billion  dollars  spent  on  phonograph 
records  per  year,  the  two  billion 
spent  on  hi-fi  equipment  per  year, 
the  five  billion  spent  in  discos  per 
year,  as  well  as  several  billion 
more  in  concert  tickets  and 
assorted  music-related  parapher- 
nalia, and  you  have  America's 
favorite  pastime. 

What  we  are  hearing  on  the 
radio  today  is  a  brand  of  singing 
that  is  unprecedented  in  polite 
society. 

U.   S.  News  and  World  Report 
in  its  article  "X-Rated  Music" 
stated  that  the  songs  are  sexually 
explicit  and  are  expressed  in  the 
language  of  the  street.  "Unlike  X- 
rated  movies  and  books,  this  music 
is  broadcast,  performed  in  con- 
certs, and  available  on  records  to 
any  listener,  regardless  of  age." 

The  story  is  the  same  whether 
we  call  the  music  pop,  rock,  disco, 
or  Top  40  music.  These  songs 
often  describe  a  variety  of  sexual 
acts  and  other  bizarre  behavior. 
Some  records  even  feature  sounds 
of  lovemaking.   Songs  which 


appear  innocent  on  the  surface  are 
often  guilty  of  equating  the  word 
love  with  sexual  activity. 

The  basic  philosophy  of  the  mu- 
sic can  be  summed  up  in  the  titles 
from  the  Top  40  playlist  taken 
from  Billboard  magazine,  Novem- 
ber 17,   1979:  "Dim  All  the 
Lights,"  "Don't  Stop  'Til  You  Get 
Enough,"  "I  Need  a  Lover,"  "Dirty 
White  Boy,"  "I  Want  You  To- 
night," "It's  So  Good,  So  Right," 
"Lovin',  Touchin',  Squeezin'  "  on  a 
"Highway  to  Hell." 

The  trend  is  perhaps  best  exem- 
plified by  Donna  Summers'  recent 
hit  "Hot  Stuff,"  about  a  girl  wait- 
ing by  the  phone  for  a  lover. 

Other  themes  appear  from  time 
to  time  but  only  in  a  minor  way. 
Bob  Dylan's  "Gotta  Serve  Some- 
body" is  widely  thought  to  be  a 
Christian  song  but,  like  most  songs 
on  the  Top  40  which  deal  with 
religion  at  all,  it  does  not  present 
Jesus  Christ  of  the  Bible.  The  song 
is  so  ambiguous  that  it  doesn't 
really  take  any  kind  of  moral 
stand. 

Because  of  FCC  regulations,  few 
Top  40  songs  deal  with  drugs 
except  in  a  subtle  way.  Rebellion 
against  society  has  become  almost 
extinct  and  the  current  crop  of 
songs  glorify  hedonism:  eat,  drink, 
and  be  merry. 

Let  me  emphasize  that  we  are 
talking  about  representative  selec- 
tions from  the  Top  40  singles  and 
albums  as  found  in  Billboard 
magazine.  Even  more  bizarre  and 
perverse  songs  are  found  in  many 
progressive  rock  albums.  Occult- 
ism, sexual  perversion,  drugs, 
satanism,  and  nearly  any  other 
subject  can  be  found  in  albums 
by  the  Rolling  Stones,  Black  Sab- 
bath, Nazareth,  and  others. 


Country  music  fares  little  better. 
Crystal  Gayle  sweetly  sings  please 
don't  love  me  "Half  the  Way." 
Joe  Stamply  sings  "Put  Your 
Clothes  Back  On."  And  what  could 
be  more  explicit  than  "You  Feel 
Good  All  Over"  and  "Love  Me 
Now"? 

Look  at  the  names  of  the  per- 
formers. That  should  tell  us  some- 
thing: Black  Sabbath,  an  occult 
ritual;  Styx,  the  river  to  hell; 
Cheap  Trick,  a  budget  prostitute; 
AC/DC,  bisexuals;  and  Rush,  a 
drug  high. 

What  do  performers  say  about 
their  music?  Debbie  Harry  of 
Blondie  says,  "I've  always  thought 
the  main  ingredients  in  rock  are 
sex,  really  good  stage  show,  really 
sassy  music.  Sex  and  sass,  I  really 
think  that  is  where  it's  at." 

When  asked  about  his  songs  in  a 
Hit  Parade  interview,  Nick  Lowe 
said,  "Well,  they're  about  sex, 
that's  all  I  write  songs  about.  I 
think  they  are  vulgar  because  I 
don't  think  there's  any  other  way 
you  can  sing  about  sex  and  make 
it  apply  to  the  average  chap  on 
the  street." 

Patti  Smith,  the  queen  of  acid 
rock,  said,  "When  I  was  really 
down  and  needed  something  spiri- 
tual, I  looked  for  different  ways. 
I  looked  to  God,  to  the  Church; 
for  a  while  I  was  even  a  Jehovah's 
Witness.  But  my  belief  in  rock'n' 
roll  gave  me  a  kind  of  strength 
other  religions  couldn't  even  come 
close  to." 

Leon  Russell  said,  ".  .  .  orga- 
nized Christianity  has  done  more 
harm  than  any  other  single  force 
I  can  think  of  in  the  world."  When 
he  was  asked  what  an  appropriate 
alternative  would  be,  he  said, 
"The  religion  of  rock'n'roll." 
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The  battle  cry  of  the  "Me  Gen- 
eration" is — if  it  feels  good,  do 
it.  There  is  nothing  too  debased, 
too  immoral,  or  too  perverted  for 
this  generation.  Nat  Freedland  of 
Fantasy  records  says  of  disco, 
"The  music  is  a  symbolic  call  for 
gays  to  come  out  of  the  closet  and 
dance  with  each  other." 

At  the  head  of  this  perverted 
parade  is  The  Village  People,  a 
"chorus  line  of  gay  and  straight 
former  New  York  actors  and  mod- 
els who  were  organized  as  'a 
protest  against  Anita  Bryant.'  " 
Most  of  their  fans  are  middle  class 
and  straight  and  are  unconcerned 
about  the  gay  implications  of  such 
songs  as  "Macho  Man,"  "I'm  a 
Cruiser"  and  "YMCA."  The 
producer,  Jacques  Morali,  says,  "I 

What  we  are  hearing  on  the 

radio  today  is  a  brand  of 

singing  that  is  unprecedented 

in  polite  society. 

am  sincerely  trying  to  produce 
songs  to  make  gay  people  more 
acceptable." 

The  appeal  of  pop  music  today 
is  probably  simple:  pleasure  now. 
People  are  depressed  by  taxes, 
world  affairs,  and  inflation.  One 
writer  has  observed,  "People  want 
to  party,  and  disco  has  taken  party 
to  the  mainstream.  I  call  it, 
'the  music  that  fiddles  while 
Rome  burns.'  " 

The  greatest  fear  among  sociolo- 
gists is  the  potential  of  pop  music 
to  establish  patterns  of  behavior. 

Reverend  Jessie  Jackson,  a  well- 
known  black  civil  rights  leader, 
has  begun  a  campaign  to  dis- 
courage recording  companies  and 
radio  stations  from  producing  and 
playing  such  records.  He  blames 


the  music  as  instrumental  in  the 
rise  of  illegitimate  births.  He 
further  contends  that  sexual  lyrics 
give  impressionable  teenagers  the 
clear  idea  that  premarital  sex  is 
permissable. 

Rock  and  disco  music  are  not 
designed  to  simply  demand  the 
attention  of  the  listener — they  are 
designed  to  captivate  him!  Rock 
is  an  especially  powerful  medium. 
Its  relentless  pounding  beat,  its 
insistent  repetition,  its  high  inten- 
sity, and  its  very  loud  volume 
levels  create  a  style  which  is 
capable  of  captivating  the 
listener.  Whatever  the  message 
of  the  lyrics,  it  will  get 
through. 

The  steady  pounding  of  the  beat 
can  cause  the  mind  to  lose  touch 
with  reality  in  a  kind  of  mild 
hypnosis.  When  this  occurs,  the 
listener  tends  to  lose  touch  with  his 
value  systems.  In  such  a  state,  the 
mind  is  susceptible  to  any  sugges- 
tion. It  is  at  this  point  that  im- 
moral lyrics  are  especially 
damaging. 

People  who  say  they  are  not 
really  listening  to  the  lyrics 
may  believe  they  are  not, 
but  the  truth  of  the  matter  is  that 
the  mind  is  an  extremely  sophisti- 
cated computer.  What  goes  in  is 
remembered.  You  can  be  deeply 
influenced  by  ideas  which  your 
conscious  mind  does  not  recall. 

If  a  young  person  is  listening  to 
immoral  lyrics  four  to  five  hours 
per  day  but  attending  spiritual 
activities  four  to  five  hours  per 
week,  the  odds  are  seven  to  one 
against  spiritual  growth.  The 
Christian  value  system  is  under 
constant  attack  and  is  likely  to 
become  weaker  until  it  collapses. 

Many  times  a  young  person  be- 
gins an  involvement  with  rock 
music  quite  innocently,  and  then 
winds  up  trapped  in  a  whirlpool 
which  can  drag  him  to  destruc- 
tion. 


I'm  not  saying  every  song  on 
the  Top  40  charts  is  wicked  and 
sinful.  I'm  not  saying  that  secular 
music  is  necessarily  bad.  What  I'm 
saying  is  this:  Don't  spend  your 
time  listening  to  immoral  songs,  no 
matter  how  beautiful  the  melody 
and  no  matter  how  captivating  the 
beat.  The  spiritual  man  must  have 
spiritual  food  to  survive. 

Everything  we  do  should  bring 
glory  to  God  (1  Corinthians 
10:31).  This  includes  our 
romance.  It  includes  leisure-time 
activities.  It  certainly  includes 
our  music. 

We  must  be  reminded  that  the 
devil  is  beautiful  and  musical 
(Ezekiel  28:13).  Satan  always 
dazzles  us  at  our  point  of  weak- 
ness. Consider  how  often  the  most 
lewd  lyric  is  coupled  to  beautiful 
music.  We  are  drawn  to  our  de- 
struction like  the  fly  to  a  spider's 
web. 

God  knew  this.  That  is  why  He 
tells  us  in  His  Word,  "Flee  .  .  . 
youthful  lusts"  (2  Timothy  2:22). 

Do  your  listening  activities  bring 
glory  to  God?  Make  sure  your 
pastime  has  a  future.  D 
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Spiritual  Reparation 


The  word  preparation  implies  an 
element  of  time,  time  spent  in 
thoughtful  readying  and 
perfecting. 

The  sacrifice  lamb  in  the  Old 
Testament  was  groomed  from  birth 
for  a  specific  purpose,  that  of 
being  an  unblemished  offering  to 
the  Lord  God.  I  believe  that  each 
offering  we  make  to  Him  should 
be  just  as  prayerfully  considered 
and  as  thoughtfully  prepared. 
The  Conditioning  of  the 
Instrument 

As  a  vocalist,  preparation  for  me 
begins  with  the  conditioning  of  the 
voice  itself  through  consistent 
practice  and  attention  to  physical 
health.  A  defective  instrument 
does  not  operate  at  optimum  ef- 
ficiency. And  if  we  neglect  and 
abuse  our  bodies,  we  cannot  ex- 
pect the  best  performance  from 
the  voice.  We  should  be  careful 
not  to  abuse  the  voice  through 
overuse,  by  singing  too  high  or  too 
low  for  the  natural  range  of  the 
voice  or  by  singing  when  the 
throat  is  sore  or  when  we  have  a 
cough.  The  voice  can  only  be  as 
healthy  as  the  body  from  which 
it  comes. 
Your  Choice  of  Music 

I  believe  that  the  Lord,  in  His 
infinite  knowledge,  foresees  the 
needs  that  can  be  met  through  the 
music  we  will  sing.  I  further  be- 
lieve that  if  we  sincerely  seek  Him 
He  will  guide  us  in  our  choice  of 
music.  When  He  directs  us  we  can 
be  assured  that  the  music  will  be 
theologically  sound  and  will  lift  up 
the  name  of  Jesus. 

Remember — your  song  is  your 
testimony.  People  believe  that  the 
words  you  sing  are  the  words  you 
believe.  For  this  reason  we  must 


be  very  sure  that  the  words  of 
the  song  speak  the  truth. 
Learning  the  Music 

This  is  the  step  that  most  of  us 
would  prefer  to  skip.  It  demands 
much  work,  a  great  deal  of  time, 
and  it  is  the  part  which  is  not 
a  lot  of  fun. 

Royal  Stanton  in  his  book, 
Steps  to  Singing  for  Voice 
Classes,  has  presented  what  I 
have  found  to  be  an  effective  pat- 
tern for  becoming  familiar  with  a 
new  song: 

1.  Read  the  words  aloud. 

2.  Tap  or  clap  the  rhythm  of 
the  melody. 

3.  Read  the  words  aloud  in  the 
rhythms  of  the  melody. 

4.  Sing  the  melody  in  the  cor- 
rect rhythm. 

5.  Have  the  accompaniment 
played  while  you  listen. 

6.  Sing  the  melody  with  the 
complete  accompaniment. 

7.  MEMORIZE! 
Refining  the  Music 

It  is  not  enough  to  know  the 
words  and  to  be  able  to  sing  the 
correct  notes  and  rhythms.  There 
are  other  elements  which  must  not 
be  overlooked. 

Determine  the  overall  message 
of  the  song.  What  is  the  idea  that 
you  want  to  communicate  to  those 
who  hear  you?  What  is  the  emo- 
tion with  which  you  should  sing? 
Is  the  text  happy,  reflective,  or 
somber?  When  you  decide  on  the 
feelings  within  the  song,  then  work 
in  front  of  a  mirror  to  make  sure 
your  face  is  saying  what  your 
heart  and  mind  want  to  communi- 
cate. 

We  depend  upon  the  expressions 
of  people  to  tell  us  additional  in- 


formation about  what  they  are 
thinking.  "I  love  you"  said  with  a 
blank  face  and  eyes  void  of  feel- 
ing does  not  carry  the  impact  that 
the  same  words  carry  when  the 
facial  expression  matches. 

Eye  contact  is  a  very  important 
factor  in  expression.  People  want 
to  be  seen  when  we  speak  or  sing 
to  them.  They  want  to  feel  that 
we  care  enough  to  address  them 
personally — not  that  we  are  look- 
ing above  their  heads  or  at  a  spot 
on  the  back  wall.  Include  the 
whole  congregation.  Do  not  ignore 
one  side  of  the  church  or  the 
balcony. 

Phrases  are  musical  thoughts. 
Lack  of  breath  can  sometimes  in- 
terrupt these  thoughts,  causing  a 
disruption  of  the  message  we  are 
trying  to  convey.  Thus,  it  is  neces- 
sary that  we  plan  for  breathing 
places  so  that  the  thoughts  may 
flow  smoothly  and  naturally. 

Make  sure  that  every  word  is 
clearly  understandable.  Speak 
each  vowel  and  consonant  dis- 
tinctly. Words  make  the  difference 
between  vocal  music  and  instru- 
mental music.  If  the  words  cannot 
be  understood,  then  the  message  is 
not  conveyed  and  the  principal 
purpose  of  the  voice  is  defeated. 
Working  With  an  Accompanist 

Practice  with  your  accompanist. 
It  is  not  enough  that  the  accom- 
panist knows  the  song  you  are  go- 
ing to  sing.  He  may  know  it  in 
a  different  key  from  the  one  that 
suits  your  voice.  He  may  have  a 
totally  different  arrangement  of 
the  song  in  mind.  The  tempo  may 
not  be  suitable.  The  list  of  reasons 
goes  on  and  on. 

Do  not  leave  the  choosing 
of  your  accompaniment  to 


H 


Lighted  Pathway,  February,  1980 


Articles 


Performance 


chance.  It  is  unfair  to  you,  to 
your  accompanist,  and  to  the  con- 
gregation not  to  have  included  this 
very  important  aspect  of  prepara- 
tion. By  practicing  with  you,  the 
accompanist  will  have  a  part  in 
ministering  also.  It  is  imperative 
to  both  of  you  that  each  knows 
what  the  other  intends  to  do. 
Overcoming  Nervousness 

You  have  developed  the  instru- 
ment. The  Lord  has  directed  you 
in  the  choice  of  music.  You  have 
learned  the  notes,  rhythms,  and 
phrasing.  You  have  worked  on  ex- 
pression and  the  meaning  of  the 
text.  You  have  practiced  with  your 
accompanist.  You  have  prepared 
in  all  the  ways  that  you  know. 
You  are  now  able  and  eager  to 
stand  right  up  and  sing  your  heart 
out. 

Right? 

Wrong! 

For  some  of  us  there  crops  up 
— usually  at  the  final  moments 
before  we  get  up  to  sing — a  mon- 
strous fear.  Some  call  it  stage 
fright.  Others  call  it  nervousness. 
It  attacks  us  when  we  sing  before 
ten  people  or  ten  thousand.  What 
can  one  do  to  get  rid  of  this  thing? 

Well,  maybe  we  never  totally 
rid  ourselves  of  nervousness;  and, 
maybe  we  never  should  complete- 
ly, because  it  is  that  alertness  that 
keeps  us  on  our  toes  so  that  we 
do  not  become  overconfident. 
However,  there  are  a  few  things 
that  one  can  do  to  help  ease 
nervousness: 

1.  Pray  for  members  of  the  con- 
gregation, if  you  know  specific 
needs,  and  for  the  general  needs 
of  the  people. 

2.  Concentrate  on  the  text  of 
the  song  and  on  your  awesome 
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responsibility  of  conveying  that 
message. 

3.   Relax.  Take  several  deep 
breaths  and  relax  the  muscles  in 
your  arms  and  legs  so  that  there 
is  no  tension.  (Tension  can  cause 
your  knees  to  knock!) 

First  and  Foremost 

The  greatest  compliment  I  re- 
ceive as  a  minister  through  music 
is  that  Christ  is  revealed  in  the 
songs  I  sing.  To  this  point  I  have 
written  primarily  about  technical 
preparation,  which  I  feel  to  be 
extremely  important.  But  without 
this  final  preparatory  ingredient, 
all  other  preparation  is  in 
vain.  We  can  give  a  flawless  per- 
formance— technically  correct, 
with  every  note  exactly  produced, 
with  each  breath  carefully  placed, 
with  expressions  that  would  dazzle 
a  drama  critic — but  without  God's 
anointing,  without  the  Holy  Spirit's 
taking  over  the  music  and  the 
musician,  all  we  have  is  a  bland, 
lifeless,  and  useless  performance. 

The  performer's  ministry  must 
be  one  through  which  God  touches 
hearts,  meets  needs,  and  changes 
lives.  Only  His  Holy  Spirit  can 
accomplish  this.  We  may  spend 
the  rest  of  our  lives  learning,  prac- 
ticing, building,  performing;  but  it 
is  all  a  waste  of  time  unless  God's 
anointing  is  there. 

The  first  and  final  preparation 
for  Christian  performers  is  the 
prayer  that  God  will  accept  our 
offerings  of  music,  that  Jesus 
Christ  be  lifted  up,  and  that  He 
alone  receive  glory. 

For  He  alone  is  worthy! 

Sing  praises  to  Him  forever!  □ 

by  VIRGINIA  HORTON 


Personal  Data 

David  Horton  is  an  assistant  professor  of 
music  at  Lee  College,  having  been  employed 
there  since  1969.  In  addition  to  his  class- 
room responsibilities,  Dr.  Horton  and  his  wife 
Virginia  are  performing  artists  much  in  de- 
mand at  camp  meetings,  seminars,  and  spe- 
cial church  functions.  They  work  closely  with 
the  Evangelism  Department,  and  he  presently 
serves  as  chairman  of  the  Church  Music 
Committee.  Much  of  the  material  found  in 
this  hard-hitting  article  Is  also  available  on 
tape  from  the  author's  office  at  Lee  College, 
Cleveland,  TN  37311. 

Virginia  Horton  is  a  performing  artist  who 
always  graces  a  worship  service  with  poise 
and  dignity.  The  spiritual  impact  of  her  per- 
formances lends  credence  to  her  observa- 
tions in  this  article.  Virginia  is  presently  an 
instructor  in  music  at  Lee  College. 
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Music  has  always  been  an 
integral  part  of  the  Church  of 
God. 

Just  before  the  turn  of  the 
century,  when  revival  started  in 
Camp  Creek,  North  Carolina,  the 
meetings  began  with  the  singing 
of  hymns.  "Amazing  Grace," 
"What  a  Friend  We  Have  in 
Jesus,"  "Blessed  Assurance," 
"At  the  Cross" — according  to 
Church  Historian  Charles  W. 
Conn,  these  hymns  helped  set 
the  spiritual  tone  of  the 
revival  meetings. 

Music  is  even  more  a  part 
of  Pentecostal  worship  in  our 
churches  today.  Traditional 
hymns  are  still  sung,  but  through 
the  years  gospel  songs  have 
taken  on  a  more  prominent  po- 
sition— songs  such  as  those  found 
in  convention  books,  revival 
songbooks,  and  sheet  music. 

It  was  at  the  Twenty-ninth 


General  Assembly  of  the  Church 
of  God — Friday  night,  October 
12,   1934 — that  a  recommenda- 
tion came  before  the  Assembly 
delegates  as  they  met  in 
Chattanooga,  a  recommendation 
which  greatly  affected  the  music 
ministry  of  the  Church  of  God: 

"We  recommend  that  the 
Assembly  create  the  office 
of  Music  Editor." 

The  Assembly  passed  the 
recommendation.  Otis  L. 
McCoy,  professor  of  music 
at  the  Bible  Training  School, 
became  the  first  music  editor  of 
Tennessee  Music  and  Printing. 

Since   1934,  Tennessee  Music 
and  Printing  has  had  four 
music  editors:  Otis  L.  McCoy 
(1934-1945,  1947-1952, 
1958-1961);  V.  B.  (Vep)  Ellis 
(1945-1946,   1952-1956);  A.  C. 
Burroughs  (1956-1958);  and 
Connor  B.  Hall  ( 1961 -present). 


Even  though  the  office  of 
music  editor  was  not  created 
until  1934,  Tennessee  Music 
and  Printing  merited  a  report 
separate  from  the  publishing 
house  as  early  as  the  General 
Assembly  of  1931.  Sales  from 
Radiant  Gems  and  other 
songbooks  necessitated  the 
separate  report. 

Published  in  1931,  Radiant 
Gems  was  the  first  convention 
book  published  by  Tennessee 
Music  and  Printing.  The  church 
published  songbooks  prior  to 
1931,  but  they  were  printed  by 
outside  music  publishers  under 
the  auspices  of  the  Church  of 
God  Publishing  House.  Radiant 
Gems  also  started  a  tradition 
in  the  Church  of  God — an  an- 
nual convention  book  published 
by  Tennessee  Music  and  Print- 
ing. 

In  addition  to  the  annual 
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convention  books,  Tennessee 
Music  and  Printing  publishes 
two  hymnals:   Church  Hymnal 
and  Hymns  of  the  Spirit. 

The  Church  Hymnal  was 
first  published  in  1951.  Ten 
thousand  copies  were  printed; 
and,  despite  predictions  that 
it  would  never  sell,  the  Church 
Hymnal  today  sells  approxi- 
mately 125,000  copies  per  year. 
An  average  of  over  10,000 
copies  per  month. 

In   1967  a  committee  was 
appointed  to  research  the 
feasibility  of  a  new  hymnal. 
Two  years  later,  in  1969, 
Hymns  of  the  Spirit  was 
published. 

Hymns  of  the  Spirit  differs 
from  the  Church  Hymnal  in 
that  it  contains  responsive 
readings  and  gospel  songs  from 
convention  books,  in  addition 
to  the  sacred  hymns. 

At  the  General  Assembly  in 
1978  a  new  division  was  cre- 
ated within  Tennessee  Music 
and  Printing — Pathway  Music. 
Whereas  Tennessee  Music  and 
Printing  is  responsible  for  the 
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Church  Hymnal,  Hymns  of 
the  Spirit,  and  the  annual 
convention  books,  Pathway  Music 
is  responsible  for  selecting  and 
printing  choral  arrangements, 
octavos,  and  instrumental 
music. 

The  first  choral  work  was 
published  in  late   1978 — Songs 
of  the  Son.  This  was  followed 
last  year  by  Christ  Is  Lord 
(Yesterday,  Today,  and  Forever), 
a  book  of  choral  arrangements 
approved  for  the  1980  Teen 
Talent  Music  competition. 

The  first  project  of  Pathway 
Music  for  1980  is  a  book  of 
choruses,  including  Scripture 
and  contemporary  choruses  as 
well  as  those  more  well  known. 

Tennessee  Music  and 
Printing  has  made  valuable 
contributions  to  the  church's 
music  ministry.  It  will  continue 
to  do  so,  for  as  the  Church  of 
God  expands  her  international 
ministries,  the  music  ministry  of 
Tennessee  Music  and  Printing 
will  also  grow.  □ 

by  DEBBIE  PATTERSON 
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7t's  wrong. 
It's  illegal. 
At  the  same  time  it's  a 
practice  which  some  pastors, 
music  ministers,  and  choir 
directors  have  tended  to  wink 
at. 

Ignorance  is  no  excuse. 

The  United  States  Copyright 
Law  was  revised  in  1976.  Under 
the  new  law,  penalties  against 
churches  found  making  illegal 
copies  of  music,  or  against 
churches  otherwise  infringing 
on  the  rights  of  composers,  can 
range  from  $250  to  $10,000 
damages  per  infringement. 
Should  the  court  find  willful 
infringement,  the  damages  may 
rise  to  $50,000;  and,  in  the 
case  of  individuals,  may  even 
bring  a  two-year  prison  term. 

Someplace  .  .  .  somewhere 
.  .  .  there  may  be  that  rare  bad 
apple  who  will  deliberately  steal 
and  reproduce  another's  music; 
but,  for  the  most  part,  that's 
not  the  problem. 

Most  churches — or  church 
music  personnel — guilty  of  this 
breach  of  ethics  are  guilty  by 
virtue  of  failure  to  see  and  un- 
derstand the  scope  and  purpose 
of  copyright  law  in  the  first 
place.  Perhaps  we  can  clarify 
the  basic  issues. 

The  founding  fathers  of 
this  nation  recognized  the  need 
for  encouraging  creativity. 
They  likewise  understood  that 
creative  ingenuity  should  be 
recognized,  respected,  and  re- 
warded. It  is  this  basic  human 
right — the  right  of  the  artist, 


the  composer,  the 
writer,  the  arranger 
or  the  performer — 
which  copyright 
law  is  designed  to 
protect;  and  although  the 
law  changes  with  the  years 
and  with  the  innovations 
of  technological  advances,  the 
principle  remains  unchanged. 

It's  similar  to  the  patent  law. 
Same  principle. 

Copyrighted  works  are  now 
protected  for  the  lifetime  of  the 
composer  (author)  plus  fifty 
years. 

Here  are  five  specific 
prohibitions  taken  from  a 
brochure  put  out  by  the  Church 
Music  Publishers  Association. 
You  are  prohibited  from: 

1.  Copying  to  create  or  replace 
or  substitute  for  anthologies, 
compilations,  or  collective  works. 

2.  Copying  of  or  from  works 
intended  to  be  "consumable" 
in  the  course  of  study  or  of 
teaching  such  as  workbooks, 
exercises,  standardized  tests  and 
answer  sheets,  and  like  material. 

3.  Copying  for  the  purpose  of 
performance. 

4.  Copying  for  the  purpose 
of  substituting  for  the  purchase 
of  music. 

5.  Copying  without  inclusion  of 
copyright  notice  which  appears 
on  the  printed  copy. 

Under  Section  107  of  the 
law,  titled  "Fair  Use,"  there 
are  some  minor  exceptions  to 
these  rules — for  example,  a 
teacher  may  do  a  single  copy  for 
academic  purposes  other  than 
performance;  or  a  choir,  ready  to 
go  on  stage,  may  do  an 
emergency  photocopy  act  if 
stores  are  closed,  provided  music 
is  purchased  later — but,  for  the 
most  part,  that's  the  law. 

The  law  covers  books,  music, 
poetry,  pictures,  drawings.  In 


short,  all  forms  of  intellectual 
property. 

New  problems  have  come  to 
the  fore  with  recording  equip- 
ment and  the  mass  selling  of 
cassettes. 

Be  cautious  in  this  area 
as  well: 

"You  may  not  make  copies 
of  a  recorded  performance  for 
distribution  without  securing 
the  permission  of  the  copyright 
owner  and  paying  the  royalty 
provided  of  23/4<z  per  selection 
or  Vi<t  per  minute  of  playing 
time,  whichever  is  greater." 

Musicians,  composers,  the 
publishers  of  church  music — 
these  people  are  aware  of  the 
fact  that  special  circumstances 
may  arise.  There  may  be 
situations  not  specifically 
covered  in  law  and  about  which 
you  have  legitimate  questions. 
Then  all  you  need  do  is  write 
to  the  author,  or  to  the  publisher 
who  has  the  copyright. 

Ask  for  clarification.  Ask 
permission.  Most  composers  and 
publishers  are  human.  They 
are  interested  in  spreading  the 
good  news  of  Christ.  They  have 
authority  to  permit  reproduction. 

But  if  not,  then  pay  the  price. 
It's  fair.  It's  what  you  would 
want  if  you  wrote  a  masterpiece. 
It's  what  every  creative  in- 
dividual deserves.  Churches  pay 
for  electricity,  for  musical  in- 
struments, for  sanctuaries. 

Is  it  less  reasonable  to  think 
they  should  pay  for  music? 

Next  year,  put  it  in  your 
budget.  □ 

by  HOYT  E.  STONE 
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STEP 

A  summer  witnessing  mission  to: 

eUROP€ 

BRAZIL 

GUATEMALA 

June  16-JuIy  7,  1980 

"God  has  used  ST6P  to  transform  me'.' 

P.O.,  North  Carol i no 

"Through  ST6P  God  has  opened  my  eyes!' 

M.D.,  Michigan 

'Words  cannot  express  houu  much  I  enjoyed  this  opportunity  to  work 
uuith  my  brothers  and  sisters  from  around  the  world." 

G.H.,  Missouri 

The  next  step  in  uour  life  could  be  ST€P 


ST€P 
eneral  Department  of 
h  and  Christian  education 

Keith  at  25th,  NW 
Cleveland,  TN  37311 
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s  far  back  as  anyone  can 
remember,  she  has  been 
there. 

In  her  long  black  dress,  with 
her  gray  stockings  and  white 
handkerchief,  she  makes  quite 
a  picture,  sitting  there  on  the  front 
row  of  the  church.   An  old 
woman,  with  cotton  colored  hair 
drawn  away  from  her  wrinkled 
face. 

I  suppose  she  will  sit  on  that 
front  row  for  the  rest  of  her  life. 
She  was  there  when  the  church 
began.  She  was  there  the  day  the 
church  cried  and  the  day  it  was 
rebuilt. 

I  was  there,  too,  the  day 
everyone  cried. 

My  friends  and  I  visited  the 


church  at  my  aunt's  request.  She 
wanted  our  youth  group  to  sing 
a  few  songs  and  to  give  a  devotion 
one  Sunday  evening. 

Just  our  luck.  On  the  very 
Sunday  we  arranged  to  go,  she 
became  sick  with  a  high  fever 
and  couldn't  come!  Since  we'd  al- 
ready made  plans  to  travel  and 
sing,  we  decided  to  go  anyway 
and,  with  some  misgivings,  we 
all  piled  into  a  rickety  old  van 
named  Molasses  and  started  for 
a  little  town  none  of  us  had  even 
heard  of. 

It  seemed  we  drove  forever, 
although  only  three  hours,  before 
we  pulled  up  outside  the  small 
stone  church.  Our  driver  looked 
out  the  only  uncurtained  window 
(better  known  as  the  windshield) 


and  announced  that  it  had  just 
started  snowing.  We  groaned  and 
moaned  because  the  heater  in 
the  van  wasn't  the  world's  greatest. 
Then  we  braved  the  flakes  of 
snow  and  walked  hurriedly  toward 
the  small  building,  joking 
about  igloos  and  icicles. 

We  didn't  know  that  inside 
those  four  walls  nobody  smiled. 

We  opened  the  door  softly  and 
stepped  into  a  marble  foyer.  Gold 
rimmed  mirrors  framed  the  walls. 
Someone  gasped  and  muttered 
something  equivalent  to  "Have 
you  ever?  Can  you  believe  it?" 
The  double  doors  swung  open 
easily  and,  to  our  surprise,  we 
looked  at  a  rather  ordinary 
sanctuary — not  at  all  in  keeping 
with  the  elaborate  foyer. 
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Well,  it  was  almost  ordinary,  ex- 
cept for  the  atmosphere.   So 
quiet.  Not  the  kind  of  quiet  that 
usually  comes  just  before  a 
Sunday  evening  worship  service. 
Not  the  kind  of  quiet  that 
means  reverence  and  respect.  This 
quiet  was  broken  only  by  peo- 
ple crying.  Heavy  and  solemn. 
The  kind  of  quiet  that  comes  over 
you  when  someone  you  love  goes 
away  for  a  long  time.  Or  dies. 

We  stood  awkwardly  in  the 
doorway  for  a  moment  and  then 
moved  toward  the  back  pew 
and  sat  down.  That's  when  I  first 
saw  the  old  woman  dressed  in 
black.  She  was  on  the  front  row, 
hugging  her  arms,  rocking  gently 
back  and  forth,  and  crying. 
A  tall  lady  in  a  green  pleated 
dress  stood  by  the  pulpit  and 
spoke.  Her  voice  grated  on 
the  stillness.  .  .  . 

"To  pretend  nothing  has 
happened  today,"  she  began,  "is 
utterly  ridiculous.  I  suggest  that 
we  pick  up  the  pieces  and  go  on 
from  here." 

She  looked  at  the  congregation 
questioningly.    No   one   said 
anything.  She  sat  down.  I  think 
she  too  was  crying. 

I  looked  at  the  people  around 
me.   No  one  was  talking  or 
moving  or  doing  anything  at  all. 
It  was  very  strange.  There  was 
no  service  in  progress.  No  pastor 
to  meet  us  at  the  door.  No  dea- 
con to  shake  our  hands. 

What  on  earth  was  going  on? 

Finally,  after  what  seemed  like 
forty  hours,  but  was  probably 
more  like  fifteen  minutes,  an  old 
man  sitting  in  front  of  us  turned 
and  acknowledged  we  were  pres- 
ent.  He  got  up  slowly  and 
walked  toward  us.   He  looked 
embarrassed  and  uncomfortable. 

"Hello,"  he  said.  His  voice  was 
subdued.  "We're  glad  you're 
here.  Sorry  you  had  to  come  and 


see  us  like  this.  Excuse  our 
manners.  But  thirty  minutes  ago, 
our  pastor   .    .    ."   his   voice 
wavered  and  he  stopped  to  gain 
self-control,  ".  .  .  our  pastor  laid 
his  resignation  on  the  pulpit  and 
walked  out  the  door.  No  explana- 
tion. No  reasons.  He  just  walked 
out  and  took  over  forty  people 
with  him." 

The  man  must  have  realized 
how  big  our  eyes  had  gotten, 
so  he  hurried  to  say,  "Please  don't 
think  we  run  off  our  pastors. 
The  man  who  pastored  here  before 
was  with  us  twenty  years.  He 
built  this   church   from  eight 
members  to  one  hundred  and 
fifty  members.  Please  forgive  us 
if  we  seem  to  be  in  shock." 

So  long  as  I  live,   I  hope  I 
never  see  another  church  split 
right  down  the  middle.  My  own 
home  church  was  blessed  with  a 
loving  and  understanding  pastor, 
sensitive  to  the  Holy  Spirit.  I  tried 
to  imagine  how  our  congregation 
would  feel  if  he  decided  to  walk 
out,  and  it  made  me  thankful 
again. 

The  old  woman  up  front 
rocked  back  and  forth.  Absorbed 
in  their  grief,  the  people  sat 
isolated,  a  few  on  this  bench  and 
a  few  on  another.  I  felt  their 
hurt  and  their  sense  of  injustice. 

Usually,  I'm  a  very  calm, 
level-headed  person.  I  don't  do 
things  on  the  spur  of  the  mo- 
ment. I  really  don't  know  what 
came  over  me,  but  suddenly  I 
couldn't  stand  another  minute  of 
that  stifling  stillness. 

I   arose   from   my   pew  and 
walked  toward  the  piano.  My  steps 
sounded  loud  and  harsh  against 
the  wooden  floor.  I  sat  down  at 
the  keyboard  and  realized  that 
the  rest  of  the  youth  group  had 
followed  me.  Later  they  told  me 
that  they  went  along  to  bail  me 


out  just  in  case  I  did  something 
stupid. 

Anyway,  I'd  had  all  I  could 
take. 

At  first  quietly   and   then 
louder,  I  began  to  play  the  notes. 
I  began  singing  a  new  chorus: 

"Bind  us  together,  Lord.  Bind 
us  together  with  cords  that 
cannot  be  broken.  Bind  us  togeth- 
er, Lord.  Bind  us  together, 
Lord.  Bind  us  together  with 
love." 

The  kids  joined  me.  We  sang 
it  over  and  over.  There  was 
strength  in  our  music  and  in  our 
singing.  I  felt  the  atmosphere 
turn  from  sadness  to  rejoicing.  I 
watched  the  music  flow  to  the 
people  and  begin  to  heal  their 
hurts.   I  watched  their  expres- 
sions change  as  God's  Holy  Spirit 
channeled  healing  notes  to 
their  hearts. 

Yet,  it  was  the  little  old  lady 
in  black,  with  her  gray  stockings 
and  white  handkerchief  who  stood 
and  really  changed  things.  She 
began  to  sing  with  us.  Louder 
than  anybody.  She  sang  with 
courage  and  enthusiasm. 

After  what  seemed  like  a  long 
time,  she  walked  to  the  pulpit 
and  said  in  a  crackly  voice,  "I 
have  been  here  at  this  church 
for  twenty-eight  years.  I  watched 
my  children  grow  up  here.  I 
have  seen  summers  come  and  go. 
Preachers  come  and  go.  People 
come  and  go.  But  never  once 
have  I  seen  God  come  and  go. 
God  stays.  He  is  faithful.  We 
built  a  church  with  His  help  and 
with  His  help  we  can  rebuild." 

She  turned  to  sit  down  and 
I  felt  that  was  probably  the 
longest  speech  she  had  ever  made 
in  her  whole  life.   I  looked 
around  the  church.  People  were 
coming  to  the  front,  joining 
hands  and  singing:  "Bind  us 
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was  sitting  by  my  bedroom 
window,  looking  out  but  not 
really  seeing  anything,  when 
Mom  appeared  at  the  door. 

"Better  start  getting  ready, 
Don,"  she  said. 

"Not  going,"  I  muttered. 

"We're  all  going,"  Dad 
announced.  "Understood?" 

I  turned  to  face  him,  glad  that 
Mom  had  continued  on  down  the 
hall.  "Look,  Dad — " 

"Brad  just  called  and  said  he'd 
go  if  we  could  pick  him  up,"  Dad 
went  on. 

"Brad?"  I  repeated,  frowning. 
"Brad  Fischer?" 

"Didn't  you  invite  him?" 

"Well,  sure,  but  that  was  before 
— "  My  voice  trailed  off.  I  stood 
up.  "OK,  I'll  get  ready." 

He  closed  the  door  and  I  started 
changing  my  clothes.  Just  two 
weeks  earlier  I  had  looked  forward 
to  this  particular  Sunday  night. 
Dreamed  about  it,  in  fact.  But 
that  was  then.  All  because  of  that 
lousy  choir  director!  I  threw  my 
shirt  to  the  floor. 

His  name  was  Joe  Enright  and 
he  seemed  like  an  okay  guy  at 
first.   He  was  friendly  and  picked 
out  some  really  good  music,  not 


like  that  dull  stuff  we  had  to  sing 
when  Mr.  Collier  was  our  director. 

"We'll  be  having  tryouts  for  our 
spring  musical  next  week,"  he  had 
announced  shortly  after  taking 
over  the  choir.  "I'd  like  to  en- 
courage all  of  you  potential  soloists 
to  show  up." 

I  had  been  singing  solos  ever 
since  my  voice  changed.  He  didn't 
know  that,  of  course,  so  I  had  to 
try  out  with  all  the  other  kids. 

"I've  been  directing  youth  choirs 
for  a  long  time,  Don,"  Mr.  Enright 
said  after  he  had  picked  me  for 
the  leading  male  part.  "You  have 
one  of  the  best  voices  I've  ever 
heard.  I'm  glad  you're  using  it  to 
glorify  Christ." 

"Well,  if  I  have  any  talent,  I 
figure  it's  a  gift  from  God,"  I 
replied,  surprising  myself.  I  didn't 
usually  go  around  saying  stuff  like 
that.  It  just  sort  of  popped  out. 
I  meant  it,  though. 

Attendance  at  rehearsals  was 
pretty  good  once  we  started  work 
on  the  musical,  but  Mr.  Enright 
wasn't  satisfied. 

"How  many  of  you  plan  to  take 
part  in  this  production?"  he  asked 
one  night. 

Naturally  every  hand  went  up. 

"If  you  look  around,  you'll  no- 


tice there  are  a  few  people 
missing.  I  realize  choir  isn't  the 
only  thing  in  your  life,  but  if  we're 
going  to  put  on  a  musical  we  can 
be  proud  of,  a  definite  commit- 
ment will  be  required  on  the  part 
of  each  of  us.  Besides  our  regular 
Tuesday  night  rehearsal,  there'll 
be  extra  rehearsals  as  the  per- 
formance date  gets  closer.  Point 
is,  when  somebody  misses  even 
one  practice,  he  misses  everything 
we  covered  that  night.  Starting 
immediately,  if  you  miss  a  rehear- 
sal, you're  out  of  the  musical.  No 
exceptions." 

There  was  stunned  silence. 

"Of  course  if  you're  sick,  or  have 
to  go  out  of  town,  or  something  of 
that  sort,  we  can  work  it  out," 
Mr.  Enright  continued.  "But  you'll 
be  required  to  call  one  of  the 
officers,  or  me  personally,  before 
you  miss.  Any  questions?" 

"Well,  I  have  this  regular  baby- 
sitting job,"  one  girl  began. 

"That  would  be  a  legitimate 
excuse,"  Mr.  Enright  replied.  "I'm 
handing  out  a  complete  schedule 
of  rehearsals  tonight.  That  should 
help.  Those  who  aren't  here  to- 
night will  be  notified  of  the  rule." 

I  took  a  look  at  the  rehearsal 
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schedule  and  groaned.  Three  Sat- 
urday rehearsals  starting  at  9  a.m.! 

Attendance  really  picked  up 
after  that,  though,  and  Mr.  En- 
right  was  pleased.  The  musical 
started  to  take  shape.  I  was  so 
impressed  that  I  told  some  of  my 
friends  at  school. 

"Musical?"  Brad  Fischer  re- 
peated. 

"I  think  you'll  like  it.  Besides, 
guess  who's  singing  a  couple  of 
solos?" 

"You?" 

"Sure.  What  do  you  say?" 

"I'll  have  to  let  you  know,  but 
I'll  come  if  I  can.  I  didn't  know 
you  could  sing." 

"Life  is  full  of  surprises,"  I  re- 
plied with  a  grin. 

The  musical  was  full  of  sur- 
prises, too,  one  reason  I  wanted 
Brad  and  some  of  the  other  guys 
from  school  to  come. 

Without  being  preachy,  the  gos- 
pel message  was  woven  right  into 
the  musical.  A  guy  could  hear 
about  Jesus  dying  on  the  Cross 
and  then  being  resurrected  on  the 
third  day  without  knowing  he  was 
getting  a  sermon. 

The  rehearsals  became  a  real 
drag  for  me.  I  knew  my  solos  by 
heart,  but  some  of  the  kids  weren't 
getting  it.  That  meant  going  over 
the  same  part  again  and  again. 

The  phone  rang  one  Saturday 
morning  about  8:30.  I  was  eating 
breakfast  at  the  time. 

"Don,  this  is  Brad." 

"What's  happening?"  I  replied. 

"My  uncle's  visiting  us.  He 
brought  his  boat  with  him,  too. 
How  about  going  waterskiing  up 
at  the  lake  today?" 

"Sounds  great!"  Then  I  frowned. 
Choir  practice  started  in  a  half 
hour  and  lasted  until  noon.  "When 
are  you  leaving?" 

"Right  away.  We  could  pick  you 
up.  OK?" 


I  remembered  the  previous  Sat- 
urday morning  when  I  had  sat 
around  the  choir  room  for  three 
hours  singing  music  I  already 
knew.  This  was  going  to  be  the 
same.  "Yeah,  pick  me  up,"  I 
decided. 

I  thought  about  calling  Mr.  En- 
right,  but  figured  he'd  want 
details.  Waterskiing  up  at  the  lake 
wasn't  exactly  an  emergency.  Be- 
sides, who  could  take  my  place? 
I  thought  as  I  waited  for  Brad. 
Nobody,  that's  who.  Not  two 
weeks  before  the  performance! 

I  was  wrong.  I  had  a  fine  time 
at  the  lake,  but  those  happy 
memories  faded  when  I  saw  Mr. 
Enright  at  church  the  next  day. 

"Where  were  you  yesterday, 
Don?" 

"I-uh-I  was  out  of  town." 

"Why  didn't  you  call?" 

"Well,  everything  sort  of  hap- 
pened all  at  once." 

"We  had  to  replace  you  as 
soloist." 

"What?" 

"I  can't  make  an  exception  for 
one  person,"  he  went  on.  "That 
wouldn't  be  fair  to  the  others.  Now 
if  it  were  a  real  emergency — " 

I  felt  sick  inside.  "Who'd  you 
get  to  replace  me?" 

"Freddy  Dunbar." 

Freddy  Dunbar?  Freddy  was  a 
nice  kid,  but  his  voice  was  only 
fair.  After  the  shock  of  Mr.  En- 
right's  words  wore  off,  I  got  mad 
at  him  and  Freddy  and  the  whole 
church. 

Of  course  I  had  to  act  like 
everything  was  OK  when  we 
picked  up  Brad,  but  I  could've 
kicked  myself  for  telling  him  about 
the  musical  in  the  first  place. 

"I  won't  be  singing,  by  the  way," 
I  said  as  we  drove  to  the  church. 

"How  come?" 

"I  didn't  make  all  the  rehear- 
sals." I  couldn't  blame  Brad  or 


his  uncle  for  that  Saturday.  It  had 
been  my  decision  to  go  along. 

"Too  bad,"  Brad  replied. 

The  church  was  packed.  The 
choir  looked  great.  Sounded  pretty 
good,  too,  I  had  to  admit. 

Freddy  walked  to  the  micro- 
phone and  I  prepared  to  cover 
my  ears.  The  introduction — my 
introduction — started  and  those 
familiar  words  filled  the  building, 
words  I  could  sing  in  my  sleep. 
No,  Freddy!  I  felt  like  screaming, 
don't  breathe  there!   Stop  singing 
through  your  nose!  You're  flat! 

Strangely,  those  sitting  around 
me,  my  parents  and  Brad  in- 
cluded, didn't  seem  to  notice  all 
the  flaws  in  Freddy's  solo.  They 
actually  seemed  to  be  enjoying  it! 

The  applause  was  thunderous, 
as  if  Freddy  Dunbar  were  the  best 
singer  they  had  ever  heard.  I  was 
bitter. 

I  wasn't  the  only  choir  member 
sitting  in  the  audience.  There  were 
others  who  had  decided  to  test 
Mr.  Enright's  rule.  He  had  meant 
what  he  said.   Somehow  the  choir 
got  along  fine  without  us,  even 
without  me. 

Somewhere  between  Freddy's 
first  solo  and  the  end  of  the 
musical,  my  bitterness  faded. 
Maybe  some  of  the  words  the 
choir  sang  got  through  to  me,  I 
don't  know,  or  maybe  it  was  be- 
cause I  could  tell  that  Brad  was 
really  involved  in  what  was  hap- 
pening up  there  on  the  platform. 
It  was  almost  as  if  he  had  never 
heard  the  gospel  before,  at  least 
not  in  a  way  he  could  understand. 

"Boy,  that  was  great!"  Brad  said 
when  the  last  number  had  been 
sung.  "I'd  like  to  come  to  this 
church  again.  Maybe  I  could  even 
sing  in  the  choir." 

I  looked  at  him  and  nodded. 

"Maybe  we  both  could."  □ 
By  Alan  Cliburn 
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^«  mm  jr   hen    I    was    a    lad,    a    lady    in    our    church 
^^mm    dreamed  she  saw  me  lying  in  a  casket  while 
^  ▼  friends  passed  by.    She  heard  someone   say, 
"Yes.  that's  little  Bill  all  right." 

The  woman  told  this  dream  to  my  mother.  She  told 
me.  hoping  to  make  me  live  closer  to  the  Lord. 
What  happened  was  that  it  caused 
me  to  walk  through  a  valley  of 
shadows  for  several  years. 

Later  in  life,  Mother  said  she 
was  convinced  that  the  dream 
didn't  mean  I  was  going  to  die;  but 
for  five  or  six  years  I  couldn't 
sleep  at  night  without  feeling  death 
hovered  over  me.  I  would  close 
my  eyes  and  see  imaginary  lights 
flashing.  I  would  feel  myself  falling 
in  darkness,  and  I'd  grab  hold  of 
the  bed  and  hang  on  for  life.  Many 
nights  I  couldn't  rest  until  I  went 
to  Mother's  bed  and  she  prayed 
for  me. 

Those  were  miserable  years.  Only  after  I  reached 
my  midteens  and  received  a  real  experience  with  God 
did  I  pass  from  that  valley  of  shadows. 

In  1971  I  passed  for  the  first  time  through  the 
valley  of  death.  I  went  into  the  hospital  the  day 
after  Christmas  with  what  was  termed  a  light  heart 
attack.  When  the  doctor  began  treating  me  with  blood 
thinner,  he  told  my  family  that  the  clots  could  either 
melt  gradually  or  they  could  move  into  a  major  vessel 
and  I  would  suffer  a  fatal  attack. 

Oddly,  though,  what  I  remember  was  a  feeling  of 
peace  and  serenity  that  came  over  me  through  God's 
Holy  Spirit.  I  learned  what  Jesus  meant  when  He 
said,  "My  peace  I  give  unto  you"  (John  14:27). 
Beyond  the  shadow  of  a  doubt  I  knew  everything 
would    be   all    right    no    matter   which   way   it   went. 

Thank  God. 

I  was  back  in  my  pulpit  in  a  few  weeks. 

On  March  2,  1978,  I  again  passed  through  the 
valley.  This  time  it  was  open-heart  surgery  with 
an  estimated  fifty-fifty  chance  of  survival.  The  sur- 
geon,  while  making  the  cardiac  catheterization,  dis- 


covered that  the  left  aorta  had  been  severely  dam- 
aged. He  thought  of  just  closing  me  up  again  and 
letting  me  live  as  long  as  I  could,  but  he  decided 
that,  since  he  had  gone  that  far,  he  might  as  well 
perform  the  double  bypass  and  try  to  repair  the 
damaged  vessel.  , 

I  was  on  the  operating  table  sev- 
en and  a  half  hours — three  hours  | 
longer  than  usual.  When  the  sur- 
geon came  out  to  talk  to  my  fam-, 
ily,  he  said,  "I  hope  it  will  hold, ' 
but  I  won't  breathe  easy  for  forty- 1 
eight  hours." 

Two  days  later  he  smiled  broad- 
ly and  said,  "It's  holding.  Every- 
thing is  going  to  be  all  right.", 
One  further  complication.  I  de- 
veloped hiccups  which  couldn't  bei 
stopped.  My  body  ached  with  pain, 
from  the  spasms.  The  doctor  told; 
my  family  that  unless  a  higher1 
power  took  over,  I  would  not  be| 
here  long. 

Praise  God,  a  higher  power  did  take  over.  I  was 
out  of  the  hospital  in  a  few  days. 

It  was  March  16,  1978,  at  precisely  9  p.m.  wheni 
God  touched  me.  I  knew  my  church  members  and 
many  others,  including  my  family,  were  praying.  Sud- 
denly I  felt  as  though  a  great  shell  was  unwrappingi 
from  around  me,  leaving  me  free.  I  began  to  get  bet- 
ter immediately.  Much  better.  The  doctor  came  in! 
the  next  morning  and  said,  "Why,  he's  so  much  bet- 
ter I  think  you  can  take  all  the  tubes  and  wires  off1 
him  and  let  him  get  up." 

I  got  out  of  bed  and  walked  out  to  the  sun  porch! 
by  myself.  A  nurse  came  and  remarked  about  how 
much  I  had  improved. 

"What  happened?"  she  asked. 
I    could    hardly    speak    for    rejoicing,    but    I    said.i 
"Well,    to   tell   you   the   truth,    God  touched   me." 
then  began  weeping  and  praising  God. 

From  that  experience  I  later  wrote  my  song,  "He 
Brought  Me  Through  the  Valley."  □ 

by  W.  L.  (BILL)  HOPPER 
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Lamar  Vest,  Assistant  General  Director  of  Youth 
and  Christian  Education 


PEACEMAKERS  BIBLE  INSTITUTES 

An  Exciting  Learning  Experience 

To  the  question,  "What  Is  your  greatest  need  as  a  Christian?"  an  over- 
whelming majority  of  the  youth  surveyed  responded:  "To  know  more  of 
God's  Word." 

The  General  Department  of  Youth  and  Christian  Education,  In  cooperation 
with  the  General  Department  of  Education,  is  responding  to  this  expressed 
need  through  the  Peacemakers  Bible  Institutes.  These  institutes  are  designed 
to  involve  young  people,  ages  thirteen  through  nineteen,  in  a  compre- 
hensive and  enjoyable  study  of  the  Word  of  God.  They  are  conducted  si- 
multaneously with  the  Ministerial  and  Lay  Enrichment  Institutes  and  meet 
one  night  each  week  for  nine  weeks. 

Statement  of  Purpose 

The  primary  objective  of  Peacemakers  Bible  Institutes  is  to  help  young 
people  cultivate  a  deep  and  lasting  appreciation  for  the  Bible  as  God's 
Holy  Word  and  to  encourage  a  consistent  and  meaningful  study  of  it.  This 
is  accomplished  in  the  Peacemakers  Bible  Institute  setting  through  spe- 
cialized instruction,  study  and  interaction,  and  active  participation  in  Teen 
Talent  Bible  Quizzing. 

Admission 

Any  young  person,  age  thirteen  through  nineteen,  who  is  interested  in 
better  understanding  and  retention  of  the  Word  of  God,  personal  Christian 
growth,  and  effective  Christian  service  is  eligible  to  enroll. 

Textbooks 
The  Bible 

Special  Study  Text:  Journey  Through  the  Bible 
Teen  Talent  Bible  Division  Instruction  Manual 
Teen  Talent  Bible  Quizzing  Competition  Study  Guide,  Volume  3 

Sessions 

Each  study  session  is  divided  into  two  parts.  The  first  half  is  devoted 
to  a  special  study  text  written  especially  for  teenagers  and  designed  to  lead 
In  a  step-by-step  understanding  of  the  Bible.  The  second  half  of  each  session 
Is  devoted  to  a  study  of  the  Teen  Talent  Bible  Quizzing  Manual  with  empha- 
sis upon  team  study  and  actual  participation  in  challenging  competition. 
The  Bible  quizzing  technique  employs  the  use  of  an  electronic  quiz  unit 
capable  of  determining  to  the  millionth  of  a  second  the  first  person  de- 
pressing the  switch.  This  approach  offers  exciting  and  lively  competition 
and  requires  the  participant  not  only  to  have  a  thorough  knowledge  of  the 
study  material  but  also  to  recall  and  respond  quickly.  The  Teen  Talent  Bible 
Quizzing  Competition  Study  Guide  covers  the  following  five  areas  of  study: 
Bible  Facts  Practical  Christian  Living 

Bible  Doctrine  World  Evangelism 

Church  of  God  Distinctives 

If  you  are  interested  in  participating  in  an  exciting  learning  and  group 
experience,  contact  your  state  director  of  youth  and  Christian  education  for 
Information  regarding  the  Peacemakers  Bible  Institute  in  your  area. 
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News  and  Activities 


The 
Music  Division 
of  Teen  Talent 
provides  the  platform 
for  thousands  of  Church  of 
God  teens  to  display  their  musical 
abilities  while  being  involved  in  an 
exciting  program  of  talent  development. 
Teen  Talent  is  competition  and  eval- 
uation, but  it  is  more  .  .  .  much  more. 
Teen  Talent  promotes  personal  and  spiri- 
tual growth,  provides  opportunities  for 
social  interaction,  and  has  made  out- 
standing contributions  to  the  ministry  of 
music  in  the  Church  of  God.  Teen  Talent 
has  been  the  means  of  leading  thousands 
of  teenagers  in  discovering,  developing, 
and  dedicating  their  musical  abilities  to 
the  glory  of  God. 

CATEGORIES 

There  are  six  categories  in  the  Teen 
Talent  Music  Division,  with  a  total  of 
fifteen  areas  of  participation.  Winners 
are  selected  in  each  of  the  fifteen  areas. 

Vocal  Solo 

1.  Male 

2.  Female 
Vocal  Ensemble 

1.  Two-Five  Singers 

2.  Six-Twelve  Singers 
Instrumental  Solo— Keyboard 


1.  Piano 
2.  Organ 
Instrumental 
Solo-  Non-keyboard 

1.   Brass 
2.   Woodwind 

3.  Strings 

4.  Percussion:  Definite  Pitch 

5.  Percussion:  Indefinite  Pitch 
Instrumental  Ensemble 

1.  Two-Eight  Players 

2.  Nine  Players  and  Up 
Choir 

1.  Thirteen-Thirty  Singers 

2.  Thirty-one  Singers  and  Up 
PARTICIPATION  REQUIREMENTS 

Levels  of  Competition 

1.  Regional 

2.  State 

3.  National 

Entry  Requirements 

1.  No  participant  may  enter  any 
level  of  Teen  Talent  partici- 
pation before  his/her  thirteenth 
birthday  or  after  his/her 
twentieth  birthday. 

2.  All  participants  must  be  regular 
attenders  of  the  Church  of  God. 

3.  A  participant  may  represent  only 
the  church  where  the  participant 
regularly  attends. 

4.  Regional  winners  within  a  state 
are  eligible  to  participate  in 
state  finals. 

5.  State  finalists  are  to  be  offi- 
cially entered  in  national  Teen 
Talent  finals  by  their  respective 
state  director.  The  state  di- 
rector is  eligible  to  enter  one 
group  in  each  area  of  partic- 
ipation. 


Performance 
Requirements 

1.  Partici- 
pation is 
limited  to  the 
performance  of  religious 
music. 

2.  In  the  national 
finals  participants  in  each 
category  (with  the  exception  of 
the  choir  category)  will  perform 
one  selection.  Each  choir  will 
perform  three  selections  (one 
required  and  two  free  choices). 

3.  A  participant  in  the  national 
finals  is  disqualified  if  he/ 
she  fails  to  appear  at  the 
designated  time  and  place  for 
his/her  performance. 

FOR  MORE  INFORMATION 

If  you  are  interested  in  partic- 
ipating in  the  Music  Division  of  Teen 
Talent,  contact  your  state  director  of 
youth  and  Christian  education  for  in- 
formation regarding  regional,  state,  and 
national  finals  and  for  a  partic- 
ipation entry  form. 

If  God  has  given  you  musical  talent, 
use  it  for  His  glory.  Teen  Talent 
will  help  you.  D 

By  Lamar  Vest 


THE  DAY  MUSIC  HEALED 

(Continued  from  page  17) 

together,  Lord.  Bind  us  together 
with  cords  that  cannot 
be  broken." 

It  was  beautiful  and  trium- 
phant and  wonderful  to  watch  the 
Holy  Spirit  heal  a  broken  con- 
gregation through  a  simple  song. 

I'm  not  sure  how  long  we 
stayed  or  how  long  we  sang,  but 
I  know  that  when  we  walked 
outside,  the  whole  world  was 
covered  in  a  soft  blanket  of  glit- 
tering snow.  It  covered  the 
rickety  van,  the  gray  street,  the 
rusting  lights.  It  made  everything 
look  new  and  bright.  I  prayed, 
"God,  let  Your  love  cover  up 
the  hurt  of  this  little  church, 
just  as  the  snow  covers  ugliness." 

We  all  piled  into  the  van,  hop- 
ing the  heater  would  work. 
Behind  us  we  left  the  stone 
church,  the  old  woman,  and  all 
those  people  to  sort  out  their 
troubles  and  to  rebuild  a  dream. 
But  we  didn't  leave  them  emp- 
ty handed.  We  gave  them  a  song 
for  the  long  days  ahead.  □ 

by  WANDA  CATO  BRETT 


Bind  us  together,  Lord. 
All  of  us  together,  Lord, 
With  cords  that  cannot  be 

broken. 
Bind  us  together,  Lord. 
We  need  to  be  together, 

Lord. 
Bind  us  together  with 

.  .  .  LOVE. 
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Compiled  by  Sonjia  Lee  Hunt 


YOUTH  DAY  AT 
BARBERTON 

Sunday,  October  28,  1979,  was  Youth 
Day  at  the  Columbia  Heights  Church  in 
Barberton,  Ohio.  It  was  the  climax  of  a 
weekend  of  youth  activities  which  be- 
gan on  Friday  night  with  a  progressive 
supper.  Saturday's  activities  opened 
with  a  time  of  visitation  ministry.  Then 
the  youth  met  for  recreation,  followed 
by  a  pizza  party.  The  day  ended  with 
a  film  entitled  In  the  Presence  of 
Mine  Enemies. 

Many  of  the  103  in  attendance  Sunday 
morning  were  greeted  by  youthful 
teachers  who  taught  the  Sunday  school 
lesson.  The  congregation  was  led  in 
worship  and  praise  by  a  group  of  the 
young  people  who  sang  for  the  worship 
service.  Don  Smith,  a  young  adult, 
brought  the  morning  message. 

In  1979  the  Columbia  Heights  Church 
experienced  phenomenal  increases  in 
average  Sunday  school  attendance 
(132  percent  over  1978)  and  in  average 
Family  Training  Hour  attendance  (146 
percent  over  1978).  This  growth  has 
come  because  youth  and  laymen  are 
involved.  Z 

— Ken  Edwards,  Pastor 
Columbia  Heights  Church  of  God 

CREATIVE  WRITING- 
TEEN  TALENT 

March  1  is  the  deadline  for  turning 
In  to  the  state  directors  of  youth  and 


Christian  education  entries  for  the  Cre- 
ative Writing  Division  of  Teen  Talent. 
At  that  time  judging  will  begin  to  select 
state  winners  in  each  of  the  four  cate- 
gories: poetry,  plays  and  skits,  articles 
and  essays,  and  short  stories. 

Those  interested  in  entering  the  Cre- 
ative Writing  Division  of  Teen  Talent 
should  obtain  a  Teen  Talent  Creative 
Writing  Manual  from  their  state  director, 
from  a  Pathway  Bookstore,  or  from  the 
General  Department  of  Youth  and  Chris- 
tian Education.  This  manual  gives  entry 
and  participation  requirements,  helps 
and  guidelines  for  writing,  and  an 
explanation  of  the  judging  process.  D 

WAHPETON  YOUTH 
RECEIVES  AWARD 

Dennis  Eastman,  a  member  of  the 
Wahpeton,  North  Dakota,  Church  of 
God,  was  recently  selected  as  North 
Dakota  High's  Male  Athlete  of  the 
Year.  He  was  presented  the  award  by 
O.  J.  Simpson.  This  award  culminated 
Dennis'  illustrious  high  school  athletic 
career. 

Dennis  received  other  recognition  for 
his  athletic  ability  during  his  four 
years  at  North  Dakota  High.  In  basket- 
ball during  his  senior  year  he  was 
named  All-State,  All-Tournament,  and  a 
Converse  Ail-American.  In  football  he 
started  every  game  at  quarterback  for 
four  years  (except  for  one  game,  which 
was  due  to  an  injury),  was  selected 
most  valuable  player  and  All-Con- 


ference (senior),  and  led  the  con- 
ference in  passing  for  three  straight 
years.  He  was  team  co-captain  during 
his  junior  and  senior  years. 

While  accumulating  nine  varsity  let- 
ters, Dennis  also  attended  to 
academics,  graduating  with  a  3.4  grade 
point  average.  He  is  presently  enrolled 
at  North  Dakota  State  School  of  Science 
in  Wahpeton. 

Oh,  about  the  Indian  attire.  .  .  .  You'll 
have  to  ask  Dennis  about  that.  D 


IN  INDIA 

FAMILY  TRAINING 

HOUR-YPE 

CELEBRATES  SILVER 

JUBILEE 

The  names  are  different— Thankachan, 
Chacko,  Skaria,  Geevarghese, 
Kunchandy,  Thomas  (Thomas?!}— and 
the  culture  is  different.  The  program 
also  may  be  a  little  different  from  Fam- 
ily Training  Hour  in  the  United  States, 
but  the  message  and  the  purpose  are 
the  same.  And  the  results  are  the  same 
— many  young  people  are  dedicating 
their  lives  to  God  and  to  the  ministry 
through  the  Family  Training  Hour-YPE 
(Young  People's  Endeavor)  in  a  day 
when  India  is  closing  her  doors  to  the 
gospel. 

Formed  in  1952,  the  YPE  came  of- 
ficially under  the  direction  of  the 
church  in  1954.  While  the  Family  Train- 
ing Hour-YPE  celebrated  in  1979  its 
golden  anniversary  of  fifty  years'  ser- 
vice to  Church  of  God  families  in  the 
United  States,  the  Family  Training 
Hour-YPE  in  India  commemorated 
twenty-five  years — its  silver 
jubilee. 

The  names  may  be  different,  but  the 
story's  the  same  around  the  world. 
Through  this  arm  of  the  church  in  India, 
young  people  grow  spiritually  and  are 
given  opportunity  for  service  and  in- 
volvement in  Kingdom  work. 

Happy  twenty-fifth  anniversary  to  the 
Family  Training  Hour-YPE  in  India!  □ 
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likely,  we  now 
have  a  gener- 
ation of  young 
people  who 
have  sung 
Triplett  songs 
for  years  with- 
out knowing 
the  author. 


These  few,  for  example: 

"All  the  Heroes  Will  Be 
There,"  "Christ  Is  Mine," 
"God  Is  Sufficient,"  "He'll 
Keep  Me,"  "He  Hath  Done 
Great  Things,"  "I  Shall  Be 
Changed,"  "I  Want  to  Go 
There,"  "I'm  Headed  Up  the 
Way,"  "Inside  the  Gate,"  "I 
Will  Not  Let  Go  Until  You 
Bless  Me,"  "Jesus  Saves," 
"Lord,  Send  a  Revival,"  "None 
of  These  Things,"  "Oh,  Lord, 
Hasten  That  Day,"  "Praise 
God,  I'm  Rich,"  "The  Hem  of 
His  Garment,"  "Trust  in  the 
Lord,"  "The  Need  of  the 
Hour,"  and  "Ye  Shall  Be 
Witnesses." 

Bennie  draws  inspiration  for 
his  songs  from  many  sources.  It 
was  nostalgia  which  inspired 
"Daddy's  Little  Girl,"  sung 
at  his  daughter's  wedding.  The 
hypocrisy  of  some  people  on  the 
gospel  concert  tour  that  called 
forth  "How  About  Your  Heart." 
A  number  of  songs  have  come 
as  the  result  of  a  sermon  he 
heard  or  out  of  the  travail  of  his 
own  soul. 

For  the  most  part,  though, 
Bennie's  songs  come  from  Scrip- 
ture. "Love"  (1  Corinthians  13), 
"Trust  in  the  Lord"  (Proverbs 
3:5,  6),  and  "The  Lord's  Prayer" 
(Matthew  6) — these  are  three  of 
the  better  known  and  three 
which  are  also  being  sung  by 


others  at  weddings,  dedications, 
and  even  funerals. 

Of  all  his  songs,  Bennie's 
favorite  is  "Jesus  Is  Precious." 
It  exalts  Christ  and  it  has  a 
simplicity  that  will  probably  last 
when  many  of  the  others  are 
forgotten.  The  song  came  to 
Bennie  during  the  Indiana  winter 
camp  meeting,   1976. 

Ralph  Brewer  was  visiting  from 
Michigan  and  preached  on  the 
subject  from   1  Peter  2:7.  Bennie 
had  the  tune  and  the  chorus  in 
his  head  by  the  time  Ralph 
finished  preaching.  He  personally 
introduced  the  chorus  to  the 
camp  meeting  audience  that 
summer  in  Arizona.  Verses  were 
added  later. 

Scraps  of  paper  on  the  coffee 
table,  napkins  in  restaurants, 
apparently  meaningless  scrib- 
blings — these  Helen  learned  long 
ago  to  keep.  Bennie  will  be 
asking  for  them  later.  Another 
song  will  be  born. 

Sometime  in  the  future  Bennie 
would  like  to  expand  his  music 
yet  further.  He  hopes  to  do  a 
complete  wedding  set  to  music. 
Perhaps  some  other  Christian 
musicals  for  special  occasions. 
He'd  like  to  put  together  a 
full  book  of  his  songs,  convention 
or  hymnal  style.  He's  working 
on  a  book  of  special  arrange- 
ments, and  he  and  Helen  are 
now  preparing  a  duet  album. 

Whatever  .  .  .  those  of  us 
who  love  his  music  .  .  .  who 
grew  up  on  it  and  who,  perhaps, 
have  taken  it  for  granted  .  .  . 
those  of  us  who  know  we  would 
sing  less  .  .  .  and  be  less 
.  .  .  were  it  not  for  Bennie 
Triplett  and  his  music  .  .  .we 
hope  and  pray  there  will  be 
even  more  for  the  coming 
generation. 

And,  we  are  thankful.  □ 

by  HOYT  E.  STONE 


A  Church  of  God  Youth  Publication 
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Call  of  the 


A  certain  man  .  .  . 
Fell  among  thieves, 
Which  stripped  him  . 
And  departed, 

Leaving 
Him  half  dead. 
And  .  .  .  there  came 
A  .  .  .  priest  .  .  . 
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And  likewise, 

A  Levite  .  .  . 

But  a  certain  Samaritan  .  .  . 

Came  where  he  was  .  .  . 

And  went  to  him. 

And  bound  up  his  wounds  .  .  . 

And  brought  him   to  an   inn. 

And  took  care  of  him. 


Which  now  of  these 

Three, 
Thinkest  thou  was 

Neighbour 
To  him.  .  .  . 

Luke  10 
By  BETTY  SPENCE 

Lighted  Pathway,  February,  1980 


Editorial/ Hoy t  E.  Stone 


A  Fblitical  Quiz 


Which  one  is  more  influential? 

Two  men. 

One  is  at  the  center  of 
politics.  He  speaks  with  au- 
thority. Men  fawn  over  him. 
They  cater  to  his  every  wish. 

The  other  is  clean-shaven 
and  young.  Unnoticed  in  the 
capital  city. 

One  is  tall.  Head  and 
shoulders  above  all  others  when 
he  stands.  His  muscles  ripple. 
Fires  of  fierce  determination 
smolder  in  his  eyes.  The  John 
Wayne  type. 

The  other  smiles.  Laughs. 
He's  so  full  of  life  that  he  wants 
to  dance.  Those  who  see  him 
really  see  him  not.  He's  but  a 
boy.  Too  innocent  to  know.  Too 
young  to  care. 

One  is  frustrated,  bitter, 
cynical.  He  has  a  sore  spot 
inside,  slowly  ulcerating. 

The  other  loves  green 
meadows,  quiet  streams,  sun- 


"Choose,  One  is  a  cinder  burned. 
The  other  is  a  rising  star." 


sets  when  it  seems  to  him  that 
God  bends  low  to  kiss  the 
earth. 

One  sees  a  world  slowly 
darkening. 

The  other  a  new  day  coming. 

One  has  an  army  at  his  beck 
and  call,  with  military  tech- 
nicians, modern  instruments  of 
war,  and  power  to  draft  new 
recruits  at  the  snap  of  his 
finger. 

The  other  owns  nothing. 
His  brothers  think  him  insig- 
nificant. His  dad  forgets  he 
exists.  He  throws  pebbles  for 
sport. 

Two  men. 

Both  within  the  same  room. 

One  clinches  his  fists, 
knuckles  white.  Gripped  by 
hatred.  Overshadowed  by  the 
spirit  of  fear. 

The  other  sings,  voice  rising 
softly,  lilting  like  a  breeze  in 
spring.  Fingers  working  magic  on 
the  strings  of  a  harp. 

One  destined  for  infamy. 

The  other  for  a  spot  in  the 
hearts  of  all  generations  to 
come. 

Look  at  them  closely. 

Choose. 

One  is  a  cinder  burned. 
Smoking.  Ready  for  the  crunch 
of  judgment's  heel. 

The  other  is  a  rising  star. 


One  is  slave  to  passion, 
victim  of  envy,  twice  warned  and 
often  reproved.  Yet  blind  to 
mercy. 

The  other  makes  melody. 
Renders  praise.  Walks  through 
shadows  with  confidence. 

One  is  a  king  dying.  Lost. 

The  other  a  psalmist  singing. 
After  God's  own  heart. 

Saul? 

Or  David? 

One  thinks  himself  powerful. 

The  other  is.  □ 

"The  Lord  is  my  strength 
and  my  shield;  my  heart 
trusted  in  him,  and  I  am 
helped:  therefore  my  heart 
greatly  rejoiceth;  and  with 
my  song  will  I  praise  him" 
(Psalm  28:7). 
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In  an  effort  to  profile  what 
Sunday  school  is  like  in  the 
Church  of  God  today,  the  Lighted 
Pathway  has  chosen  to  feature 
three  different  churches:  Beulah, 
North  Dakota;  Pulaski,  Virginia; 
and  Bloomington,  Minnesota. 

Not  only  do  these  Sunday 
schools  represent  different 
geographical  and  sociological  in- 
fluences, but  they  are  each 
characterized  by  a  uniqueness  in  ' 
philosophy  that  seems  worthy  of 
mention.  Somewhere,  in  one  or 
the  other  of  these  three,  most 
of  you  will  find  mirrored  your 
own  Sunday  school. 

We  have  arbitrarily  labeled 
these  Sunday  schools  as  typical,  ■ 
traditional,  and  futuristic.  Those 
words  indicate  the  perspective 
from  which  we  approach  them. 
They  are  not  meant  to  be  judg- 
mental words  or  words  of  either 
condemnation  or  praise. 

Our  objective  is  plain  and 
simple:  a  candid  look  into  the 
mirror  (James  1:22-24). 
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Sunday  school  is  a  hallowed 
institution. 

This  malleable  progeny  of 
Englishman  Robert  Raikes  is 
coming  upon  her  200th  birthday 
and  it's  rather  difficult  to  think 
any  respectable  and  knowledge- 
able person  would  question  her 
honor  or  sully  her  skirt. 

As  a  church  we  have  lived 
with  Sunday  school  for  almost 
a  century — loved  her,  pampered 
her,  praised  her,  seated  her  up 
front  with  honor.  We  have  fash- 
ionably clothed  her  and  reor- 
ganized her  into  all  types  of 
specialized  classes  and  depart- 
ments but,  in  good  times  and 
bad  we  have  never  forsaken  her, 
nor  have  we  hinted  at  the  ugly 
word  divorce. 

Nor  shall  we. 

My  fear  isn't  that  we  will  be 


enticed  away  by  outsiders; 
rather,  that  we  who  love  her  will 
prove  unfaithful.  Some  of  us 
love  her  so  much  we  want  her 
to  remain  precisely  as  she  is, 
as  she  was  in  Mom's  day,  or 
Dad's.  This  attitude  can  turn 
Sunday  school  into  a  sainted  relic 
while  depriving  her  of  nourish- 
ment and  exercise  needed  for 
vibrant  health.  Others  of  us  love 
Sunday  school  so  much  we 
want  to  change  her  completely. 
We  want  her  to  strip  off  the 
past,  to  discard  the  wrappings  of 
time,  and  to  step  forth  new 
and  young.  Basically,  this  is 
impossible;  but,  even  if  it  were 
possible,  this  attitude  would  also 
destroy  her,  for  it  would  erase 
her  identity  and  in  so  doing  lose 
those  supporters  who  have 
been  with  her  all  these  years. 
Thus  the  line  is  drawn  be- 


Larry  Benz  Photo 

tween  those  who  praise  Sunday 
school  as  she  is  and  who  will 
hear  no  constructive  criticism  and 
those  who  condemn  her  solely 
because  she's  old  and  still  clothed 
in  gingham.  Both  love  her.  Both 
claim  to  be  her  friends.  If  we 
are  not  careful,  both  groups, 
perniciously  united,  could 
destroy  her. 

There  has  to  be  an  alterna- 
tive. 

History  hints  strongly  that  the 
alternative  can  be  found. 

Sunday  school  has  proven 
herself  to  be  remarkably  adaptive. 
She  began  as  one  man's  dream, 
rescuing  children  on  Sunday 
afternoons.  She  was  already  full 
grown,  strong,  and  well  en- 
sconced within  the  bastions  of 
Protestantism  when  the  Church  of 
God  was  formed  in  1886;  but 
CONTINUED  ON  PAGE  22 
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In  our  search  for  the  typical 
Sunday  school,  there's  prob- 
ably no  better  choice  than 
Beulah.  North  Dakota. 

The  building  is  brick:  four  box 
walls,  basement  with  Sunday  school 
rooms,  and  a  kitchen  where  the 
Willing  Workers  occasionally 
serve  meals.  Over  the  front  door, 
written  in  black  letters  back  when 
being  holiness  and  Pentecostal 
weren't  popular,  are  the  words, 
CHURCH  OF  GOD. 

I'm  not  sure  who  painted  and 
hung  that  sign,  but  its  bold  and 
forthright  statement  calls  up  the 
images  of  Paul  H.  Walker,  D.  C. 
Boatwright,  and  Frank  Lemons,  a 
trio  of  that  long  line  of  stalwarts 
who  at  one  time  or  another  passed 
through  Beulah. 

On  Sunday  morning  especially, 
Beulah  is  a  quiet  town.  No  blowing 
horns,  traffic  jams,  or  shopping 
centers  open  for  business  as  usual. 
Just  a  gentle  breeze  from  off  the 
surrounding  plains  and  the 
methodical  stirrings  of  a  people 
who  take  life  as  the  seasons,  each 
day  and  each  task  in  its  own  good 
time.  There's  a  Main  Street  sign 
that  says  welcome,  some  heavy 
farm  equipment  down  near  the 
grain  storage  silos,  and  a  closed 
service  station  with  a  note,  "Open 
at  3  p.m." 

Beulah's  native  population  is  ap- 
proximately two  thousand.  Neigh- 
boring towns  are  Hazen,  Zap, 
Dodge,  and  Otter  Creek.  At  the 
moment,  Beulah  is  suffering  grow- 
ing pains  because  of  a  large  coal- 
gasification  project  just  west  of 
town.  The  boom  has  brought  lots 
of  strangers  into  Beulah,  filling  up 
the  two  motels  from  Monday  to 
Friday  and  creating  an  additional 
mobile  home  camp  the  mayor 
doesn't  especially  like  but  can't 
do  anything  about. 

Pastor  Dennis  Batt  is  excited 
about  the  boom.  He's  a  trans- 


Typical: 
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iin  Street.  An  open  coal  pit.  Machinery  and  storage  silos.  Open  plain: 


planted  southerner,  having  arrived 
in  the  Dakotas  in  August  of  '78 
via  Colorado  and  Texas,  and  he 
visualizes  the  need  for  new 
property,  or  remodeling  and  more 
parking  space. 


Maybe  so. 

Maybe,  too,  some  of  the  Beulah 
church  members  are  beginning  to 
catch  a  little  of  Dennis'  enthu- 
siasm, but  their  overall  attitude 
can  be  described  better  as,  "Let's 
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just  wait  and  see."  Farmers  and 
ranchers  who  spend  their  entire 
lives  waiting  on  the  rain,  waiting 
on  sunshine,  waiting  on  the  bliz- 
zard to  blow  over  .  .  .  well  .  .  . 
they  just  aren't  going  to  act 
impulsively. 

It's  early  fall  on  the  occasion  of 
this  visit.  The  sky  mottled  gray. 
It's  not  exactly  a  threat  of  rain, 
but  it's  hint  enough  to  cause  local 
farmers  like  Ted  Reich  to  mention 
that  the  wheat  harvest  is  only 
half  in. 

People  arrive  at  the  church 
early,  in  cars  new  and  old.  Pickup 
trucks.  Vans.  They  exchange 
greetings  on  the  sidewalk  and  then 
congregate  more  noticeably  in  the 
church  foyer  where  superintendent 
and  pastor  shake  hands,  catch  up 
on  the  latest  news  and  prayer  re- 
quests, and  direct  children  and 
newcomers  to  various  classes. 

Dress  is  Sunday  special.  A  few 
boots  are  in  evidence  and  one  guy 
comes  in  for  good-natured  ribbing 
because  of  his  giant  Stetson  hat, 
but  most  of  the  congregation  would 
blend  in  with  folks  in  Atlanta  or 
Chicago. 

Attendance  is  134.  That's  above 
average  since,  for  years  now, 
attendance  has  ranged  somewhere 
between  sixty  and  eighty.  (Last 
three  years'  averages:   1977 — 81; 
1978—85;  1979—96.) 

Next  door  in  the  parsonage,  Pas- 
tor Batt  meets  with  a  group  of 
young  men  and  women.  His  col- 
lege and  career  class. 

The  young  people  talk  of  their 
futures.  Some  are  college  bound. 
Some  there  already.  Some  looking 
for  local  jobs  or  planning  on  mov- 
ing to  Minot  or  east  to  Bismarck. 
Some  obviously  have  romance  on 
their  minds,  though  unsure  of  the 
future.  They  are,  for  the  most 
part,  confident  and  sharp  young 
men  and  women.  The  world  may 
not  know  lots  about  Beulah,  North 


Dakota,  but  those  young  men  and 
women  sure  know  a  lot  about 
what's  going  on  in  the  world. 

Morning  worship  service.  The 
congregation  sings  from  the 
hymnal  and  it's  obvious  that  some 
of  the  older  folks  have  staked 
claims  to  certain  pews.  As  the 
sermon  begins,  Joseph  Walker, 
brother  to  Paul  H.,  who  still  lives 
in  Beulah,  methodically  removes 
and  examines  his  gold  watch.  It's 
pure  art.  There  aren't  many  amens 
but  everyone  listens  and  service 
concludes  with  the  warm,  spiritual 
impact  of  God's  presence. 

Beulah,  North  Dakota. 

The  church  started  in   1919  in 
the  home  of  Elmer  Walker.  In 
1925  the  congregation  moved  to 
a  church  north  of  Beulah,  becom- 
ing known  as  the  Ree  Church  of 
God;  and,  in   1930,  the  Beulah 
Church  was  officially  formed  with 
Paul  H.  Walker  as  first  pastor. 

One  of  Beulah's  teachers,  Ethel 
Pfenning,  has  been  teaching  since 
1930.  Three  other  teachers,  Leo 
Sayler,  Lorraine  Pfenning  and 
Bertha  Baeckel,  have  been  teach- 
ing for  twenty-five  years  or  longer. 

At  the  moment  there's  a  fresh 
breath  of  life  stirring  within  the 
church  at  Beulah.  Sunday  school  is 
overflowing  into  parsonage  rooms 
and  the  future  is  promising. 

So  be  it. 

Actually,  though,  the  purpose  of 
this  article  is  to  comment  on 
Beulah's  past. 

Some  would  see  the  past  fifty 
years  as  rather  bland.  Ordinary. 
Typical  Church  of  God.  And  in  the 
way  they  speak  that  word  typical, 
one  catches  a  tendency  to  put  it 
down  or  to  somehow  write  off 
those  years  as  pages  of  a  book 
which  could  have  been  better 
written. 

How  unfortunate. 

I  think  of  the  faithfulness  .  .  . 


the  steady  march  of  time  .   .  . 
the  week-by-week  steadfastness  of 
a  group  of  people  who  would  not 
quit.  I  think  of  Sunday  school 
that  would  not  die,  of  babies  and 
toddlers,  and  children.  Of  teen- 
agers and  young  adults.  Of  parents 
and  grandparents.  All  interested 
in,  and  committed  to,  God's  Holy 
Word  the  Bible. 

I  think  of  Beulah  in  that  light 
...  of  generations  come  and  gone 
...  of  the  fact  that  we  don't 
judge  public  schools  by  whether  or 
not  they  increase  enrollment  but 
by  whether  they  teach  .   .  .  and, 
within  the  glow  of  that  concept, 
I  praise  God  for  Beulah  and  for 
every  Sunday  school  like  her. 

Somewhere  back  there  in  the 
past  I  feel  that  a  Paul  (Walker) 
of  our  day  must  have  implanted 
in  those  folks  of  Beulah  the  words 
of  his  more  famous  namesake: 
"The  things  that  thou  hast  heard 
of  me  among  many  witnesses,  the 
same  commit  thou  to  faithful  men, 
who  shall  be  able  to  teach  others 
also"  (2  Timothy  2:2).  □ 

By  HOYT  E.  STONE 
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Sunday  School  Superinten- 
dent Eugene  Turpin  steps 
to  the  microphone  and  all 
is  hushed, 
a  clear,  crisp  voice —  a  post- 
master's voice,  I  suppose,  since 
that's  how  he  makes  a  living — 
Gene  notes  a  long  list  of  classes 
and  teachers  who  have  reached 
their  goals  this  particular 
Sunday. 

Total  attendance,  494. 
He  then  announces  this  is  hon- 
ors day  for  those  with  perfect  at- 
tendance records  and  asks  all  who 


haven't  missed  a 
Sunday  in  1979 
to  come  forward. 
From  one  year, 
he  calls  forth 
people  who 
haven't  missed  in 
five  years  .  .  . 
ten  years  ...  on  up  to  seven- 
teen years. 

They  line  up  across  the 
front  of  the  church. 

With  the  group  are  two  brothers, 
Terry  and  Reggie  Kemp.  In  all 
their  lives  they  have  never  missed 


Slone  Photos 

Sunday  school. 
Terry  for  sixteen 
years,  Reggie  for 
thirteen.  Dis- 
played on  the 
lapel  of  each 
boy's  suit  are 
their  Sunday 
school  pins,  one  for  each  year. 

Gene  has  been  superintendent 
at  the  Church  of  God  in  Pulaski, 
Virginia,  Bob  White  Boulevard, 
for  seven  years.  He  knows  better 
than  to  take  credit  for  himself — 
Pulaski  is  a  Sunday  school  church 
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(Left)  New  sanctuary.  Pastor  James  Wynes 
cenes.  Lineup  of  those  with  perfect  Sunday 
and  has  been  for  years,  with  a 
history  that  goes  back  to  1919 — 
but  he  marshals  his  staff  of  assis- 
tants, teachers,  secretaries,  and 
other  volunteer  workers  with  mili- 
tary precision  and,  at  the  same 
time,  he  somehow  manages  to  in- 
spire loyalty  and  an  enthusiasm 
that  is  beautiful  to  behold. 

"Last  year,"  Gene  said  later, 
"thirteen  of  my  staff  members  and 
teachers  never  missed  a  Sunday. 
None  misses  without  good  excuse 
and  most  all  will  notify  me  in 
advance." 

That  staff  he  refers  to  encom- 
passes eight  fully  developed  de- 
partments, with  thirty  classes  and 
their  auxiliary  personnel.  All  work 
voluntarily.  The  church  has  an 
outreach  ministry  at  a  nearby 
nursing  home  (not  counted  in  the 
weekly  attendance  mentioned) 
and,  beginning  shortly,  they  plan 
a  new  visitation  program  tenta- 
tively titled  "Sunshine  Visitation." 

"It's  my  opinion  we  have  just 
completed  our  best  Sunday  school 
year  ever,"  Gene  said.  "We  didn't 
break  our  single  Sunday  arten- 


Choir.  Terry  and  Reggie  Kemp  with  their 
school  attendance  records, 
dance  record  of  over  eight 
hundred,  set  back  when  Paul 
Barker  was  here  and  the  first  year 
we  moved  into  our  new  sanctuary, 
but  we  have  had  our  best  average. 
Just  under  five  hundred. 

"I  thought  sure  we'd  break  that 
five  hundred  average  mark  .  .  . 
we  were  running  over  five 
hundred  in  September,  October, 
and  November  .  .  .  then  we 
dropped  a  little  in  December. 
Weather,  Christmas,  and  all.  Still, 
it's  been  our  best  year.  Everyone's 
excited.  Next  year  will  be  even 
better." 

Although  Pulaski,  too,  is  a  small- 
town church,  its  influence  goes 
county-wide  and  beyond.  Each 
Sunday  the  morning  worship  ser- 
vice is  broadcast  live  over  the 
local  radio  station,  and  you'll  be 
hard  put  to  find  anyone  for  miles 
around  who  hasn't  heard  of  the 
church  on  Bob  White  Boulevard. 

It  wasn't  always  so.  Some  of 
the  older  members  remember 
when  they  struggled  to  build  a 
new  church  on  East  Main  Street 
and  how  Pastor  Bill  Morefield 


Sunday  school  pins.  (Above)  Class- 
helped  hand-make  the  blocks. 
They  can  tell  you  of  great  revivals 
during  the  pastorates  of  Roy 
Douglas  and  V.  W.  Thomas.  Also 
of  the  big  Sunday  school  campaign 
that  ended  in  tragedy. 

J.  L.  Summers  was  the  pastor 
that  fall  of  1953.  Enthusiasm  was 
high.  Former  pastor  V.  W.  Thomas 
had  returned  for  a  revival  cam- 
paign and  a  large  poster  pro- 
claimed that  the  Church  of  God 
had  set  a  goal  of  1,000  for 
Sunday  school. 

Then  the  terrible  accident.  Both 
pastor  and  evangelist  were  killed 
in  an  automobile  collision  on 
Route  11  between  Pulaski  and 
Dublin.  A  Sunday  of  great  grief 
for  church  and  town. 

Pastor  Albert  Batts  picked  up 
the  pieces,  comforting  the  congre- 
gation through  his  teaching  of  the 
Word. 

Others,  like  Sister  Almeta 
Frazier,  can  tell  of  how  the 
church  has  ministered  to  her 
family  since  1946.  And  Sister 
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Photos.  Pastor  Alan  Walker.  Worship  service  with  pastor  at  the  piano.  Wife  Diane  teaching  Sanctuary  Bible  Class.  Books  and 


literature  display  in  school  corridor.  Classroom  scenes. 

Sunday  morning,  December 
9,   1979. 
During  the  night  a  thin 
blanket  of  snow  covered 
Minnesota's  twin  cities  of  Min- 


neapolis and  St.  Paul,  but  that 
didn't  keep  Pastor  Alan  Walker 
from  beginning  his  day  early. 

Alan  arrived  at  the  sprawling 
Penn  Junior  High  School,  Eighty- 
fourth  and  Penn  Avenue  South, 
Bloomington,  promptly  at  7  a.m. 
His  footsteps  echoed  down  the 
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long  corridor,  where  kids  had 
shuffled  until  the  school  had  been 
forced  to  close  because  of  declining 
enrollment,  past  the  fan-shaped 
six  hundred  seat  auditorium,  and 
on  to  the  next  hall  wing  and  the 
suite  of  offices  now  leased  by 
Alan  and  his  congregation. 

Alan's  office  is  spacious,  car- 
peted, and  it  overlooks  a  lake 
which,  for  Alan,  is  a  portent  of 
the  future.  Four  years  earlier, 
when  he  was  struggling  to  get  his 


church  going,  he  dreamed  of 
facilities  near  a  lake. 

He  hangs  his  coat  and  then 
begins  his  hour  of  prayer  and 
meditation.  This  morning  there's 
some  concern  for  himself.  He's 
been  battling  a  cold  all  week.  On 
his  desk,  a  handy  box  of  tissues. 

Shortly  after  8  a.m.,  other  staff 
members  join  Alan.  They  hold 
hands  in  a  circle,  asking  that  God 
bless  them  this  day  with  great  ser- 
vices of  celebration.  Alan  talks 
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with  his  staff  members  briefly 
(counting  those  who  look  after  the 
Maranatha  Christian  Academy, 
the  church  employs  thirty-eight 
men  and  women),  answering  ques- 
tions and  making  sure  each  under- 
stands the  day's  schedule,  and 
then  he  heads  for  the  auditorium 
where  the  first  morning  worship  is 
to  get  underway  at  8:30. 

The  corridors  are  now  filled  with 
people.  Down  one  side  is  a  long 
series  of  tables  on  which  are 
books,  magazines,  bulletins,  and 
tracts  of  all  descriptions.  On  an 
opposite  wall,  a  map  of  the  Twin 
Cities  area  with  red  flags  marking 
the  thirty-three  homes  where 
Neighborhood  Bible  Fellowships 
are  now  being  sponsored.  The 
church's  goal,  for  the  present,  is 
for  fifty  such  fellowships  to  meet 
each  week. 

Morning  worship  begins  with 
choruses.  The  people  stand,  and 
sing,  and  praise  the  Lord.  Alan 
leads  them  while  seated  at  the 
piano,  the  words  of  his  song  being 
flashed  on  a  screen  behind  the 
pulpit.  It's  a  lively  service,  in 
keeping  with  the  celebration 
theme,  and  one  can't  help  but  feel 
enthusiasm  for  this  "Sunday  Place 
to  Be." 

Singles  Pastor  Joe  Robinson  re- 
ports on  last  night's  visit  by  the 
young  people  up  to  Little  Falls 
where  they  witnessed  on  the 
streets  and  in  bars  and  won  nine- 
teen people  to  the  Lord.  Everyone 
claps  and  praises  God. 

There  is  prayer  for  the  sick. 

An  offering. 

The  pastor's  sermon,  third  in  a 
series  on  Marks  of  a  Mature 
Church,  is  titled,  "How  Do  We 
Learn  to  Love?"  Alan's  voice  is 
pleasant,  low  key.  He  holds  his 
Bible  in  his  left  hand,  teaching, 
punctuating  twelve  vital  exercises 
by  which  the  Christian  can  put 
love  in  action.  While  not  dynamic 


in  the  usual  sense  of  that  word, 
Alan  speaks  with  authority.  Voice 
firm.  Thoughts  logical  and  in 
ordered  sequence.  He's  easy  to 
hear  and  he  portrays  a  sincerity 
which  must  account  for  the  total 
attentiveness  of  his  audience. 

Even  as  the  service  closes  with 
an  altar  invitation,  activity  is  pick- 
ing up  in  corridors  outside  the 
auditorium.  Parents  and  children 
are  arriving  for  Sunday  school. 
Coats  and  boots  being  removed. 
Sunday  School  Superintendent 
Anita  Matula  (her  official  title  is 
Christian  education  coordinator) 
has  her  teachers  and  staff  mem- 
bers all  in  place;  and,  shortly,  from 
behind  doors  leading  into  spacious 
classrooms  all  up  and  down  the 
halls  there  come  the  sounds  of 
teaching  in  progress. 

Education  is  a  vital  force  in  the 
multiple  ministries  of  the  Church 
of  God,  Bloomington.  Sunday 
school  is  part  of  this  ministry — 
it  may  well  be  at  the  heart  of  it — 
but  one  can't  fully  understand  or 
appreciate  the  Sunday  school's 
role  without  seeing  its  relationship 
to  all  other  phases  of  Christian 
education. 

Bloomington  is  a  metro  church. 
It  was  organized  January  26,  1975, 
with  sixteen  people.  Situated  right 
in  the  middle  of  what  Alan  Walker 
refers  to  as  a  million  Catholics 
and  a  million  Lutherans,  in  an 
area  of  phenomenal  Pentecostal 
revival,  the  church  has  now  grown 
to  a  membership  of  over  three 
hundred  and  a  Sunday  attendance 
above  five  hundred. 

Outreach  ministries  such  as 
bus  routes,  nursing  homes,  prisons, 
Neighborhood  Bible  Study  Fellow- 
ships, a  Bible  Institute  program, 
and  the  operation  of  a  day  school 
that  enrolls  almost  two  hundred 
children  in  its  second  year,  plus 
the  daily  home  visitation  work  of 
Evangelism  Director  Darrel 


Rommel — these  have  necessitated 
new  approaches  to  education  and 
they  have,  at  the  same  time,  struc- 
tured Anita's  Sunday  school 
organization. 

The  Sunday  school  has  four 
departments:  preschool,  primary, 
junior,  and  adult.  There  are  also 
a  number  of  special  classes:  a  new 
convert  class,  a  singles  class,  a 
Stepping  Up  Class  (senior  adults), 
a  Candlemaker's  Class  (divorced), 
and  an  adult  class  with  a  strictly 
Bible  curriculum. 

It's  easy  to  understand  that  chil- 
dren and  young  people  who  attend 
the  Christian  day  school  five  days 
a  week  may  need  a  different 
approach  to  teaching  on  Sunday 
morning,  as  opposed  to  bussed-in 
newcomers.  Equally  apparent  is 
the  fact  that  new  converts,  espe- 
cially those  from  entirely  different 
church  backgrounds,  must  be 
given  special  attention. 

Bloomington  seeks  to  do  just 
that.  Its  entire  educational  and 
Sunday  school  program  is  struc- 
tured to  meet  the  needs  of  people 
in  the  Twin  Cities.  Alan  Walker 
and  the  members  of  his  church 
staff — most  of  whom  are  his  con- 
verts and  all  his  trainees — apply 
to  every  program  one  simple 
criterion:  Will  it  work  for  us? 

Following  Sunday  school,  which 
concludes  at  11:10,  the  second 
morning  worship  service  begins. 
This  service  is  more  informal,  less 
pressed  for  time,  and  Pastor 
Walker  talks  of  his  church's  radio 
ministry — two  programs  a  day  for 
five  years  now — and  of  the  new 
families  won  for  God  this  past 
week. 

There  is  praise  time,  fellowship 
time,  prayer  requests,  and  victory 
reports  from  the  evangelism 
director  and  a  sister  who  works 
one  of  the  nursing  homes.  Much 
of  the  time,  everyone  stands. 
CONTINUED  ON  PAGE  12 
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esus  said,  "If  ye  love  me, 
keep  my  commandments" 
(John  14:15). 

As  young  people  through- 
out the  Church  of  God,  you 
showed  your  love  for  Christ  in 
the  Youth  World  Evangelism 
Appeal  (YWEA)  Korea  Bible 
School  Project  by  responding  to 
His  command  to  witness  and 
share.  Your  love  generated  faith. 
Your  faith  produced  fruit.  And 
the  fruit  is  rich  and  mellow. 

The  new  Korea  Bible  School 
complex  was  dedicated  in  Seoul 
on  October  11,   1979.  The  dedi- 
cation of  these  beautiful  and 
functional  facilities  was  the  fruit 
of  your  love  and  faith. 

The  Bible  school  campus  is  an 
impressive  sight.   Sitting  high 
atop  a  hill  overlooking  a  city  ripe 


for  harvest,   it  stands  as  a 
symbol  of  committed  concern, 
vision,  and  love  for  people. 

The  new  campus  consists  of 
a  theological  school  with  three 
floors  of  classroom  space,  a 
dormitory,  a  spacious  sanctuary, 
and  a  twenty-two  room  middle 
school   which   is  still   under 
construction.   It  is  one  of  the 
nicest  and  most  functional 
training  facilities  in  Korea. 

The  property  and  buildings 
are  valued  at  well  over  $1  mil- 
lion.  In  fact,  before  the 
buildings  were  even  completed 
an  offer  of  $1  million  was  made 
for  the  facilities.  Just  think,  you 
had  a  part  in  this  God-honoring 
accomplishment.  As  a  Christian 
young  person,  you  joined  with 
young  people  throughout  the 


Church  of  God  in  raising  over 
$680,000  to  erect  these  facilities. 
It  was  hard  work,  and  it  re- 
quired sacrificing  to  raise  money 
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and  to  be  involved,  but  the 
fruit  of  your  love  and  faith  is 
worth  it.   It  is  rewarding  now 
and  it  will  be  even  more  rewarding 
in  eternity. 

The  middle  school  will  offer 
training  for  teenagers.  They  will 
be  taught  God's  Word  and  they 
will  be  taught  basic  skills  that 
will  prepare  them  to  live  full  and 
successful  lives.  The  theological 
school  will  train  pastors,  teachers, 
and  youth  workers  for  harvest 
service. 

A  great  revival  is  in  progress 
throughout  South  Korea  and  the 
Church  of  God  is  leading  the 
way!  Our  churches  are  experiencing 
phenomenal  growth  and,  among 
church   members,   there   is  a 
heart-throbbing  desire  to  share  the 
gospel  of  Jesus  Christ. 

Church  of  God  young  people, 
I  feel  God  is  working  in  a 
special  way  to  direct  your  skills 
and  talents  in  Kingdom  service. 
YWEA  has  provided  an  avenue 
for  involvement  and  action  and 
you  have  eagerly  responded  to 
the  opportunity  and  God  has 
blessed  your  efforts. 

As  your  general  director  of 
youth  and  Christian  education,  I 
want  to  commend  you  for  your 


love  of  life  and  your  love  for 
Jesus  Christ.  I  rejoice  in  the 
way  you  are  responding  to  God's 
work  and  the  manner  in  which 
you  are  yielding  to  Him  and 
allowing  Him  to  work  through 
you.  I  encourage  you  to  remain 
sensitive  to  God's  Spirit  and  to 
His  invitation  to  serve. 

Several  of  our  church  leaders 
also  wanted  to  commend  you  for 
your  love  and  involvement  in 
world  missions.  Their  comments 
reveal  a  deep  love  and  a  holy 
respect  for  you: 

Yung-Chul  Han,  Overseer  of 
Korea.  "My  eyes  fill  with  tears 
as  I  look  at  the  new  Bible 
school  and  think  of  the  young 
people  of  America.  My  heart 
is  filled  with  joy  because  I  know 
that  the  school  will  provide 
training  for  my  people.   As   I 
travel  over  the  country,  my 
heart  aches  within  me  as  I  see 
the  people  lost  and  in  need  of 
direction.  Now,  our  Bible  school 
will  train  our  people  to  take 
the   gospel   of  Jesus   Christ 
throughout  Korea.  I  send  thanks- 
giving and  love  from  all  of  our 
people  to  the  young  people  of 
the  United  States." 

Lovell  Cary,  Superintendent 
of  the  Far  East.  "In  all  of  the 
countries  under  my  supervision, 
I   believe  that   Korea   is  the 
greatest  harvest  field  that  we 
have.  God  is  pouring  out  His 
Spirit  and  people  are  responding 
by  the  thousands.  I  feel  that 
God  ordained  the  Seoul,  Korea 
YWEA  Bible  School  Project.  It 
came  at  a  time  when  we  needed 
assistance  and  the  young  people 
of  the  Church  of  God  responded. 
I  want  to  express  appreciation 
to  all  of  the  young  people,  youth 
leaders,  pastors,  and  members 
of  the  Church  of  God  for  their 
support  of  the  YWEA  project. 
I  want  you  to  know  that  it  has 


met  one  of  the  greatest  needs 
in  the  world  and  that  thousands 
of  people  will  be  influenced  by 
your  labor  and  love.  God  bless 
you!" 

Dr.  Ray  H.  Hughes,  General 
Overseer.  "In  the  world  today 
Satan  is  attacking  the  minds  of 
young  people.  In  many  cases 
he  is  using  professors  and  teachers 
to  contaminate  the  minds  of 
young  people,  to  confuse  their 
thinking,  and  to  direct  them  on 
the  road  of  liberalism,  intellec- 
tualism,  and  worldliness.  God  has 
raised  up  a  banner  against  the 
forces  of  evil  through  the  missions 
efforts  of  Church  of  God  young 
people — YWEA.  Only  the  truth 
will  set  men  free.   The  new 
Bible  school  complex  in  Korea 
will  train  young  people,  pastors, 
and  teachers  in  the  truths  of 
God's  Word.  I  rejoice  in  the 
way  that  God  is  using  our  young 
people.  I  rejoice  because  they 
are  responding.  They  are  respond- 
ing boldly  with  faith  and  with 
courage.  I  commend  them  highly!" 

Robert   White,   Executive 
Secretary  of  World  Missions. 
"Church  of  God  young  people 
are  a  vital  part  of  God's  world 
missions  plan  today.  In  fact, 
without  youth  involvement  in 
world  missions,  His  plan  would 
be  incomplete.  I  want  to  express 
personal  appreciation  to  the 
young  people  of  the  Church  of 
God  for  what  they  are  doing 
through  the  ministry  of  YWEA. 
I  commend  them  for  their  fresh 
approach  to  missions  support  and 
for  their  far-reaching  vision  of 
meeting  the  needs  of  people 
around  the  world.   This  Bible 
school  is  a  standing  monument 
to  the  love  and  commitment  of 
young  people."  □ 

By  FLOYD  D.  CAREY 
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PULASKI, 
VIRGINIA 


(Continued  from  page  7> 

Margaret  Ritter,  the  pianist  for 
twenty-four  years,  will  tell  you 
that  the  secret  to  Pulaski  as  a 
church  lies  in  the  love  and  respect 
members  have  each  for  the  other. 
Pulaski  is  a  church  still  growing. 
Pastor  James  Wynes  noted  these 
statistics  in  his  bulletin,  January 
13,   1980:  for  1979,   149  saved; 
64  sanctified;  75  filled  with  the 
Holy  Ghost;  50  baptized  in  water; 
and  90  new  members  added  to  the 
church. 

The  Church  of  God  in  Pulaski 
has  been  a  leader  in  Sunday 
school  for  at  least  four  decades. 
We  have  chosen  to  label  this 
church  traditional  only  in  the 
sense  that,  when  it  comes  to  Sun- 
day school  programs  and  ideas  that 
help  promote  the  teaching  of  God's 
Word,  Pulaski  has  always  demon- 
strated ready  willingness  to  follow 
suggestions  from  state  and  general 
church  leaders. 

Departmentalization,  teacher 
training,  visitation,  spring  enlarge- 
ment campaigns,  daily  Vacation 
Bible  School,  Kids  Krusades, 
monthly  staff  meetings,  youth 
activities,  social  functions,  summer 
camp  promotions — you  name  the 
program  and  you  will  find  that 
Pulaski  has  both  tried  it  and  made 
it  work. 

Rather  than  resisting  innovative 
changes  or  hiding  behind  the  old 
rationale  of,  "We  never  did  it 
that  way  before,"  the  people  have 
been  willing  to  try.  Fact  is,  their 
willingness  most  of  the  time  has 
been  reflected  in  an  attitude  of, 
"If  the  state  and  general  Chris- 
tian education  departments  say  do 
it,  then  we  do  it." 

Some  might  think  that  attitude 
oppressive. 

Not  Pulaski. 

They  view  it  as  cooperation,  a 


following  of  guidelines  in  perfect 
agreement  with  church  structure; 
and  they  never  give  themselves  to 
programs  grudgingly  or  half- 
heartedly. 

That's  why  it  works.  For 
them.  □ 

By  HOYT  E.  STONE 


BLOOMINGTON, 
MINNESOTA 

(Continued  Irom  page  9) 

Visitors  arrive,  many  from  other 
churches.  No  one  seems  in  a 
hurry. 

Alan  then  repeats  his  8:30  ser- 
mon, less  concerned  this  time 
about  his  sore  throat.  When  the 
invitation  is  given,  a  number  move 
forward  and  each  respondent  is 
met  by  an  altar  worker  before 
they  kneel  and  pray. 

Service  ends  at  1:30  p.m. 

Next  service  at  6  p.m. 

One  can't  really  talk  of  the 
Bloomington  Church  without  talk- 
ing of  Alan  Walker.  Alan  is  the 
son  of  a  Church  of  God  preacher. 
A  graduate  of  Lee  College  and 
Duke  Seminary.  His  wife  Diane 
is  from  Chattanooga  and  they  were 
pastoring  a  church  in  Waynesboro, 
Tennessee,  when,  at  the  1974 
General  Assembly,  God  called  him 
to  metro-evangelism  and  he 
teamed  up  with  Ray  Sanders, 
newly  appointed  state  overseer  for 
Minnesota.  Alan  worked  for  a  year 
as  director  of  youth,  Christian 
education  and  evangelism.  Then 
Bloomington  was  organized  right 
in  the  state  offices. 

Alan  believes  metro  areas  need 
strong  church  centers.  He  feels 
Bloomington  has  only  begun  to 
grow,  and  he  speaks  of  a  future 
"Total  Life  Center"  where  be- 
lievers may  come  for  dental  and 
medical  services,  as  well  as  for 
professional  counseling  and  the 


Greatest  Bible  News 
In  Years! 

Announcing  a  new  52-week 

Bible  study  that  brings  you 

more  knowledge  of  God's  Word 

than  you  ever  imagined. 

"Through  The  Bible  In  One  Year"  is 
one  of  the  most  extraordinary  Bible 
studies  ever  developed.  It  teaches  you 
things  about  Cod's  Word  that  most 
long-time  Bible  students  don't  even 
know,  one  of  the  many  reasons  for  its 
rocketing  popularity  among  thousands 
of  ministers  and  laymen  across 
America.  It  will  multiply  your 
knowledge  of  God's  Word,  deepen 
your  understanding,  thrill  and  bless 
you,  while  becoming  a  lifetime  of 
inspiration  and  a  highlight  of  your 
Christian  life.  No  other  Bible  study  like 
it  anywhere.  Share  it  with  a  loved  one. 
Write  today  for  descriptive  literature. 

"Through  The  Bible  In  One  Year" 

6116  E.  32nd  St. 

Dept.  12 
Tulsa,  OK  74135 


meeting  of  spiritual  needs.  His 
multiple-ministry  concepts  involve 
the  total  man,  from  birth  to  death, 
and  his  people  seem  equally 
enamored  both  of  his  vision  and  of 
God's  will.  Q 


By  HOYT  E. 
STONE 
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A  workbook  for  Teens 

Who  Want  to  Grow  Spiritually! 
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Articles 


SUNDAY  SGHO 


.45  A  TEENAGER 
I'VE  BEEN  TO  SOME 
SUNDAY  SCHOOLS 
WHERE  THINGS 
WERE  DIS- 
ORGANIZED AND  I 
WONDERED  IF  ANY- 
ONE KNEW  WHAT 
WAS  GOING  ON. 
WHAT'S  THE  REAL 
PURPOSE  OF  SUN- 
DAY SCHOOL 
ANYWAY? 


THEN  WHY  IS  IT, 
BROTHER  VEST, 
THAT  SO  MUCH  IS 
SAID  ABOUT 
ATTENDANCE  AND 
GROWTH  AND  SO 
LITTLE  ABOUT  ED- 
UCATION ITSELF? 
FOR  EXAMPLE,  MY 
PASTOR  TALKS  ALL 
THE  TIME  ABOUT 
HOW  MANY  WE 
HAVE  IN  SUNDAY 
SCHOOL  TODAY  OR 
ABOUT  HOW  WE'RE 
ABOVE  OR  BELOW 
LAST  YEAR,  BUT 
I  DON'T  HONESTLY 
THINK  I'VE  EVER 
HEARD  HIM  TALK 
ABOUT  TEACHING 
ITSELF. 


To  teach  God's  Word. 
Now  that  may  sound  trite 
or  old  hat,  but  it's  still 
basic.  I'll  even  admit  that 
it's  easy  for  our  objective 
to  sometimes  get  lost  in 
the  routine  of  week-to- 
week:  Sunday  school 
activities.  But  not  every- 
one forgets. 

We  have  a  strong  core 
of  dedicated  teachers 
who  remind  us,  and  it  is 
they  who  keep  Sunday 
school  on  track.  They 
teach  not  merely  Bible 
facts  but  the  great  truths 
as  applied  to  life  now. 
Such  teaching  has  been 
and  yet  remains  the 
heart  of  Sunday  school. 

Maybe  you  have  a 
point.  But  it's  not  quite 
so  one-sided  as  you  make 
it  appear.  And,  things  are 
changing. 

Obviously  you  can't 
teach  the  Bible  to 
empty  pews.  We  must 
first  get  people  to 
attend. 

On  the  other  hand,  it 
seems  only  fair  to  admit 
that  a  few  pastors  have 
tended  to  act  more  like 
cowboys  out  rounding  up 
and  branding  cattle  than 
shepherds  over  the  flock. 
I  feel  those  are  excep- 
tions, those  are  the  ex- 
ternals and  they  may 
even  mask  a  pastor's 
true  commitment  rather 
than  reflect  his  lack  of 
understanding  of  his 
primary  responsibilities. 

You  understand  what 


ISN'T  IT  TRUE, 
BROTHER  VEST, 
THAT  MOST  OF 
OUR  TEACHERS 
ARE  CHOSEN  ON 
THE  BASIS  OF  "HE 
LIKES  KIDS,"  OR 
"SHE  NEEDS  SOME- 
THING TO  DO,"  OR 
JUST  PLAIN  OLD 
"WHOSOEVER 
WILL"  RATHER 
THAN  ON 
QUALIFICATIONS? 


we're  really  trying  to  do 
with  Sunday  school  only 
if  you  properly  define 
growth.  Growth,  is  two- 
dimensional.  It  involves 
personal  and  spiritual 
growth,  maturity,  as  well 
as  attendance  increase. 

We've  been  hammer- 
ing away  at  this  theme 
for  years,  and  it's  a 
concept  we  feel  most 
Church  of  God  pastors, 
superintendents,  and 
teachers  agree  with. 

I  personally  feel  we 
are  dealing  with  a  scrip- 
tural principle.  Too  much 
emphasis  on  statistics  and 
too  much  comparing  of 
ourselves  with  ourselves, 
rather  than  to  the  chal- 
lenge, just  isn't  good. 
It's  immature  and  it's 
something  we're  growing 
out  of. 

No. 

I'm  quite  optimistic 
that  that's  really  not 
true.  Sometimes,  maybe. 
Or,  on  occasions  it  may 
have  happened.  But 
there's  no  way  I  can 
accept  that  most  teachers 
are  chosen  that  way 
alone. 

Sunday  school  is  too 
much  a  part  of  church 
for  any  pastor  to 
tolerate  that  attitude  for 
long.  While  our  system 
may  have  its  rough 
edges,  pastors  do  not  as  a 
rule  neglect  Sunday 
school.  Therefore,  they 
will  not  tolerate  in- 
competent teachers. 


14 


Lighted  Pathway,  March,  1980 


W  TRIM 


COME  ON, 

BROTHER  VEST . . . 
WHY,  I  KNOW 
CHURCHES  RIGHT 
NOW  WITH 
TEACHERS  WHO 
HAVE  BEEN  IN 
CLASSES  FOR 
YEARS  AND  WHO 
KNOW  ABSOLUTELY 
NOTHING  ABOUT 
THE  ART  OF 
TEACHING,  THE 
CRAFT  ITSELF. 


OKAY.  ONE  THING 
MORE.  A  LOT  OF 
SUNDAY  SCHOOLS 
HAVE  BEEN  HON- 
ORED AND  PRAISED 
FOR  ATTENDANCE 
AND  OUTREACH. 
THAT  HAPPENS  ALL 
THE  TIME.  WHAT 
CHURCH  OF  GOD 
SUNDAY  SCHOOL 
HAS  MADE  A 
NAME  FOR  ITSELF 
IN  THE  FIELD  OF 
EDUCATION?  NAME 
ME  ONE. 


Sure  you  do. 

I  know  some  of  them 
myself.  I've  attended 
class  under  some  who 
knew  virtually  nothing 
about  principles  of  learn- 
ing or  curriculum 
planning. 

Fact  is,  some  couldn't 
really  define  for  you  or 
for  me  what  a  real  Sun- 
day school  lesson  is,  but 
they  had  an  experience 
with  God.  They  loved 
people.  They  failed  at 
teaching  lessons  but  they 
succeeded  at  teaching 
people. 

No  one  is  saying  it's 
the  best  way  to  do  it, 
but  it's  better  than  a  dry 
lecture  without  heart. 

Now  .  .  .  we  can  do 
better.  We  musf  do  bet- 
ter. We  are  in  the  pro- 
cess of  trying  to  do 
better.  But  I  don't  know 
of  many  Church  of  God 
Sunday  schools  for  which 
I  feel  any  real  apology 
needs  to  be  made. 

I  can  name  you  a  list. 
Start  with  McDuffie 
Street,  Anderson,  South 
Carolina.  Here's  a  church 
which  has  built  its  entire 
ministry  around  teaching 
God's  Word.  Walter 
Atkinson,  pastor. 

Or  there's  the  Univer- 
sity Church  of  God, 
Tampa.  Bob  Lyons,  pas- 
tor. A  church  with  a  very 
strong,  disciplined  pro- 
gram of  teacher  training. 
Teachers  at  the  Univer- 
sity Church  must  con- 


YOU 
ARE 


JURY. 


form  to  a  strict  standard. 

There  are  many 
others. 

Two  trends  are  even 
more  indicative  of  the 
changes  taking  place. 
Dozens  of  our  churches 
now  have  full  day  school 
programs,  with  educa- 
tional concepts  that  flow 
over  into  Sunday  school. 
And  literally  hundreds  of 
our  churches  have  now 
abandoned  the  one-man 
pastor  concept  and 
turned  to  hiring  full- 
time  or  part-time 
Christian  education 
directors. 

Continued  on  page  23 
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Stories 


V  p 


ou  want  rne  to  go  to  Sun- 
school!" 
Those  were  the  words,  my 
precise  reaction  when  Jerry 
Lang  made  me  his  unusual  prop- 
osition in  the  gym  of  our  health 
club. 

Jerry  just  stood  there  grinning,  a 
strange  light  in  his  eyes,  and  I 
suppose  the  manner  in  which 
everyone  suddenly  stopped  exer- 
cising should  have  warned  me 
something  was  up. 

I  wasn't  listening. 

Jerry  was  a  little  guy,  5  feet 
6  inches  perhaps,  and  weighing 
no  more  than  150  pounds  soaking 
wet.  We  had  exchanged  greetings 
a  few  times  since  I  had  joined  the 
health  club  three  months  back, 
and  it  was  obvious  that  Jerry  was 
something  of  a  local  hero,  but  it 
had  been  the  way  he  wiped  me 
out  in  racketball  that  caused  me 
to  say  he  ought  to  try  a  man's 
sport. 

I  said  it  rather  offhandedly. 
Jerry  laughed  and  walked  away 
to  the  showers. 

Somehow  that  had  bugged  me. 

I  had  been  irritated  even  more 
to  discover  that  the  little  guy 
really  was  respected  by  other  club 
members,  but  I  didn't  find  out  the 
real  truth  until  we  sat  together  one 
day  in  the  steam  room.  I  talked 
of  the  war  years,  of  the  Viet- 
namese people,  and  of  how  most 
folks  just  didn't  give  a  hoot. 
Quite  unconsciously,  I  punctuated 
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my  remarks  with  some  choice 
army  words. 

"Why  the  bitterness?"  Jerry 
asked. 

"I'm  not  bitter." 

"Sure  you  are.  And  hurt.  I  see 
it  in  your  attitude,  your  talk,  your 
obsession  with  foul  words.  There's 
something  wrong  with  you,  Eddie, 
and  I  think  I  know  what." 

He  was  but  a  blur  within  the 
steam. 

"You  married?" 

"Was.  Until  I  came  home  to  find 
my  wife  had  developed  other 
interests." 

"God  can  help  you.  I'll  be  pray- 
ing." 

He  blurred  out  the  steam  room 
door  and  I  was  alone.  So  many 
people  are  like  that,  thinking  some 
trite  cliche  will  answer  all  the 
problems.  God  can  help  you.  Boy, 
is  that  a  nice  one.  For  kids  and 
little  old  ladies  maybe,  but  I 
lived  in  a  real  world  where  men 
killed  and  businesses  cheated 
and  governments  lied.  I  knew  a 
man  had  to  look  out  for  himself 
and  I  wondered  how  long  a  Jerry 
Lang  could  make  it  in  the  jungle. 

Later,  asking  around,  I  found 
out  that  Jerry  was  a  Sunday 
school  teacher  in  his  local  church, 
and  that  sure  enough  rounded  out 
the  image.  There  never  had  been 
much  room  in  my  life  for  church, 
and  those  few  people  I'd  known 
who  took  refuge  there  didn't  seem 
any  better  off  in  the  least. 


Now,  here  I  stood  in  the  mid- 
dle of  the  gym  being  challenged 
by  this  little  shrimp  of  a  man. 
I  outweighed  him  by  sixty  pounds, 
and  I  hadn't  spent  those  two  years 
in  Nam  without  learning  something 
about  the  art  of  self-defense.  Ob- 
viously the  whole  thing  was  ridi- 
culous. I  could  stuff  Jerry  Lang 
into  my  footlocker  with  one  hand. 

"You've  got  to  be  kidding,"  I 
said.  Then  I  grinned  and  looked 
around  at  the  other  guys. 

Total  silence. 

"Jerry's  not  kidding,  Eddie," 
Ray  Fortner  said  from  over  at  the 
bicycle  machine.  "But  you  ought 
to  know  he's  a  black  belt." 

So  that  was  it.  I  looked  at  Jerry 
with  new  respect.  He  was  so  small. 
So  quiet.  And  a  Sunday  school 
teacher  at  that. 

"The  whole  thing  is  ridiculous," 
I  said. 

"Sixt>  seconds,"  Jerry  said, 
pointing  to  the  clock  on  the  wall. 
"You  think  I  need  some  manly 
sport.  I  think  you  need  to  be  in 
church.  If  I  take  you  in  one 
minute,  then  you  go  to  church 
with  me  this  Sunday.  You  last 
longer  than  that  and  I'll  not  men- 
tion church  or  what  you  call 
religion  again.  Agreed?" 

The  guy  was  serious.  I  glanced 
at  the  clock.  At  Jerry.  At  all  the 
other  grinning  faces. 

"You're  on,  little  man." 

We  faced  off  in  the  middle  of 
the  gym  and  then.  .  .  . 
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Well  .  .  .  you  see  ...  I  knew 
enough  about  karate  to  watch  out 
for  Jerry's  feet.  I  was  cautious. 
Tense.  All  prepared  for  him  to 
make  his  move.  It  was  a  feint 
with  the  left  leg  that  took  my 
eyes  away  for  just  a  second. 
Seemingly  from  nowhere  a  hand 
slapped  my  face.  That  made  me 
reach  for  him  and  I  found  myself 
flat  on  the  floor. 

"Thirty-five  seconds,"  Ray  said. 

So  I  went  to  Sunday  school.  It 
was  a  modest  little  church  on  the 
edge  of  town.  Jerry  met  me  in  the 
parking  lot  and  we  walked  to- 
gether to  his  classroom  downstairs. 
It  was  called  the  Fellowship  Class 
and  there  were  about  thirty 
present.  Some  couples.  Mostly 
singles. 

I  was  amused.  Everyone  seemed 
to  talk  at  once.  Jerry  introduced 
me  to  the  group,  noting  that  I  was 
a  friend  recently  moved  to  town. 
The  collection  plate  came  around. 
I  dropped  in  a  dollar. 

Jerry  started  the  lesson  and 
someone  passed  me  a  leaflet  with 
a  Scripture  passage.  Mostly  I 
thought  of  Jerry,  trying  to 
equate  the  man  with  what  I  had 
always  imagined  a  Sunday  school 
teacher  to  be. 

The  lesson  subject  was  peace. 
Jerry  read  the  text  and  immedi- 
ately launched  a  discussion  of  the 
many  definitions  of  peace.  Mem- 
bers of  the  class  asked  questions. 
Some  told  of  how  they  experi- 
enced the  peace  of  God  in  most 
unusual  circumstances,  and  at  the 
close  of  the  lesson  Jerry  asked 
that  we  all  read  the  golden  text 
together. 

Words  of  Jesus:  "Come  unto  me, 
all  ye  that  labour  and  are  heavy 
laden,  and  I  will  give  you  rest" 
(Matthew  11:28). 

When  class  ended,  everyone 
there  seemed  to  shake  my  hand. 
They  said  "Pleased  to  meet  you" 


or  "Happy  to  have  you  with  us 
today"  or  such  silly  things  as 
"Any  friend  of  Jerry's  is  a  friend 
of  ours";  but  what  got  to  me  was 
the  sincerity.  They  acted  like  they 
really  were  glad  I  came. 

I  grinned  and  nodded  and  said 
some  silly  things  of  my  own,  all 
the  while  wondering  what  they 
would  think  if  they  knew  the 
circumstances  of  my  being  there. 

Well,  so  much  for  that.  I  told 
Jerry  I'd  see  him  around  and 
headed  for  my  car.  A  rather  odd 
feeling  came  over  me.  Like  I'd 
just  stepped  from  a  warm  building 
into  a  cold  winter's  day.  But  it 
wasn't  all  that  cold  and  the  sun 
was  up. 

I  heard  singing  from  the  church 
sanctuary.  Saw  a  family  of  late- 
comers going  up  the  steps  and 
into  the  front  door.  I  didn't  want 
to  leave.  I  suddenly  knew  that 
I  would  be  driving  away  from  far 
more  than  Jerry  and  his  church. 

There  was  a  tightness  in  my 
chest,  a  tension  I  couldn't  explain. 
My  hands  felt  clammy  on  the 
steering  wheel  of  my  car. 

Suddenly  there  was  Jerry  again, 
coming  out  the  side  door  and 
walking  toward  me.  He  didn't  say 
a  word,  merely  opened  the  door  to 
where  I  could  step  out. 

"The  singing's  pretty,"  I  said. 

"Yeah." 

I  walked  into  the  church,  want- 
ing very  much  to  explain  to  Jerry 
that  something  had  happened  to 
me,  that  I  had  this  strange  feel- 
ing of  destiny,  of  decision;  but  I 
couldn't.  I  couldn't  say  a  word. 

We  stood  together.  He  opened 
a  hymnal  and  held  it  for  me  to 
read.  To  sing.  I  couldn't  sing,  not 
right  then,  but  deep  down  I  knew 
I'd  sing  before  the  day  ended. 

Looking  at  Jerry,  I  knew,  too, 
that  he  understood  perfectly  well 
how  I  felt.  □ 
By  EDDIE  VERNON 


L^hurch   ^srurniti 


lurcn   ^jTurnilure 

Pews,  Baptistries,  Steeples,  Pew  Cushions, 
Carpet,  Stained  Glass  Windows,   Lighting. 

JAMES  R.  PERRYMAN 
Church  Furniture  and  Building  Suppliers 

P.O.  Box  5586  Anderson,  SC  29623 

Phone:  (803)  224-7320 


Church  Pews,  Inc. 

2250  Hwy  43  N 
Grove  Hill,  Ala.  36451 
2052758564 
Complete  Line     •     Solid  Wood       i 


CUSTOM-IMPRINTED 
ITEMS  FOR: 


•    MEETINGS 


ddpro 


PROMOTIONS 
VISITORS 


GIFTS    •    FUND-RAISINGS 


2120   Keith   SI 

Cleveland,  TN   37311 

(Near  Church  of  God  General  Offices) 

Phones:   (615)  472-1112   &   3 


How  to  become 
the  kind  of  person 
you  want  to  be 

The  author  of  The  Christian  Family 
explains  precisely  HOW  to  utilize 
the  principles  of  the  Christian  life. 
HOW  to  break  bad  habits,  coop- 
erate with  God,  develop  patience, 
practice  forgiveness,  handle  your 
feelings— and  close  the  gap  be- 
tween what  you  believe  and  how 
you  live. 

$3.50 

AT  YOUR  BOOKSTORE  OF* 


Minneapolis,  MN  55438- 


A  Church  of  God  Youth  Publication 


17 


Stories 


MIRHO 


i 


I  walk  slowly  into  the  green 
room  with  small  brown  tables 
and  chairs.  I  smile  because  I 
have  accidentally  discovered  this 
tiny  room  with  its  munchkinlike 
furniture.  It  smells  of  Sunday 
school  paper,  paste,  and  Play- 
dough.  I  remember  all  the  Sunday 
school  classes  I've  been  a  part  of 
and  a  warm  feeling  covers  me  to 
where  I'm  taken  back  in  time. 

Sunday  school.  Sunday  school. 
I  remember  sitting  in  the  little 
chairs  and  swinging  my  feet  back 
and  forth.  Low  tables  scarred  with 
crayon  marks  and  lumps  of  glue. 

Every  Sunday.  Every  Sunday  of 
my  life  I  went  to  Sunday  school. 
You  go  to  Sunday  school  just  like 
you  go  to  work  or  breathe  or  eat 
three  meals  a  day.  Rain.  Sleet. 
Snow.  Hot  summer  mornings  filled 
with  sultry  complaints.  Weather 


never  mattered.  Sunday  school 
was  part  of  the  week's  schedule, 
like  Sunday  dinner  or  an  after- 
church  snack. 

My  two  sisters  and  I  were  for- 
ever having  to  allow  adult  arms 
and  fingers  to  dress  us  in  ribbons 
and  bows  and  patent  leather  shoes. 
With  frills  on  our  petticoats  and 
lace  on  our  brand  new  Sunday 
socks,  we  made  quite  a  picture. 
As  I  recall,  we  kept  every  button 
buttoned  and  every  bow  in  place 
for  a  grand  total  of  thirty 
seconds.  Then  we  began  the 
process  of  real  living. 

I  assumed  parents  went  to  Sun- 
day school  because  they  delighted 
in  dragging  us  out  of  bed.  They 
had  fun  getting  up  at  7  a.m.  and 
making  sure  we  got  to  church  on 
time.  I  concluded  also  that 
grown-ups  loved  Sunday  mornings 
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in  order  to  make  kids  be  quiet 
for  a  whole  hour  during  church. 

I  look  back  and  laugh  at  my 
childish  assumptions  and  cringe 
when  I  think  of  my  naiveness. 
Now  that  I'm  grown,  I  know  it 
takes  special  effort  to  attend 
Sunday  school  rather  than  just  the 
morning  worship  service.  I  know 
how  easy  it  is  to  sleep  that  extra 
hour.  I  realize  now  that  every 
Sunday  morning  I  sat  at  one  of 
those  crayon-colored  tables,  some- 
one sacrificed  their  sleep  to  get 
me  there.  Evidently,  my  parents 
thought  it  was  important.  They 
thought  it  was  important  enough 
to  merit  getting  up  early  and 
struggling  with  impatient  children 
who  fidgeted  with  buttons  and 
bows  and  hated  frilly  lace  socks. 

Now  that  I  look  back,  I  ask, 
Was  it  worth  it?  All  the  trouble 
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and  trauma  and  all  the  grumbling 
done  by  three  little  girls? 

I  think  so.  I  know  so.  Some  of 
my  most  important  teaching  came 
from  the  Sunday  school  classroom. 
I  learned  the  doctrine  of  the 
church  with  verses  to  back  it  up 
in  a  Sunday  school  contest. 

I  became  familiar  with  Moses 
and  the  children  of  Israel. 
Elijah  and  Elisha.  Peter  and 
Paul.  Dorcas  and  the  disciples.  I 
got  to  know  them  on  a  first  name 
basis.  I  heard  the  stories  repeated 
so  many  times  I  would  go  home 
complaining,  "If  I've  heard  that 
story  once,  I've  heard  it  a  million 
times."  I  didn't  know  that  many 
people  never  hear  the  gospel  once. 
Didn't  realize  that  I  should  be 
grateful  instead  of  too  cocky  for 
my  own  good. 

All  the  stories  I  heard  then  .  .  . 
I  still  know  them.  Know  all  about 
God's  protecting  and  keeping 
power.  The  miracles  of  Jesus  and 
the  faith  of  the  saints.  I  don't 
remember  all  of  my  teachers' 
names  and  faces,  but  I  remember 
the  Bible  stories. 

Now,  I  stand  quietly  in  the 
green  room  and  touch  scribbled 
pictures  and  half-finished  projects 
almost  with  awe. 

How  many  little  cotton-covered 
sheep  did  I  make?  How  many 
Bible  verse  contests  did  I  join? 
How  many  times  did  I  open  mina- 
ture  jail  doors  so  Paul  and  Silas 
could  escape? 

I  wonder  idly  how  many  Sunday 
school  songs  I  know.  To  this  day 
I  can  hum  and  sing  almost  every 
song  I  learned  in  Sunday  school. 
I  find  myself  humming  the  tunes 
rather  absently.  Around  the 
house.  In  the  car. 

"This  Little  Light  of  Mine." 

"Peter,  James  and  John  in  a 
Sailboat." 

"Jesus  Loves  the  Little 
Children." 


And  the  immortal,  "Yes,  Jesus 
Loves  Me." 

Whenever  I  catch  myself  hum- 
ming the  songs,  I  look  around 
sheepishly  and  hope  no  one 
heard  me.  Yet,  somehow  it's  easy 
to  find  consolation  and  comfort  in 
those  simple  songs.  Sometimes  I 
think  they  have  more  gospel  in 
them  than  the  longest  sermons 
preached  from  the  grandest 
pulpits. 

No  doubt  about  it,  Sunday 
school  enriched  my  life.  Enriched 
me  as  a  person.  Because  somebody 
cared  enough  to  teach  me.  Some- 
one cared  enough  to  stay  up 
nights  and  to  work  on  crafts  and 
prizes  for  know-it-all  eight- 
year-olds. 

I  look  at  the  puppet  stage  in 
front  of  me  and  the  bedraggled 
puppets  strewn  carelessly  beside 
it.  I  realize  now  that  I've  changed 
roles.  I  have  changed  from  student 
to  teacher.  Now  it's  my  turn  to 
watch  little  girls  come  straggling 
in  with  their  pocketbooks,  new 
shoes,  and  frilly  dresses.  My  turn 
to  see  boys  come  racing  through 
the  door  with  more  energy  than 
a  freight  train.  With  suit 
collars  slightly  crooked  and 
aggravating  curls  that  refuse  to  lay 
down.  It's  my  turn  to  hear  them 
repeat  Bible  verses  I  learned  and 
sing  songs  I  sang.  And  I  wonder 
that  the  cycle  is  never  broken  .  .  . 
teachers  teach  students  who  grow 
up  to  be  teachers  who  teach  stud- 
ents and  on  and  on. 

I  remember  teaching  a  group 
of  five-year-olds  one  Sunday.  I 
had  taken  a  new  box  to  the  in- 
terest center  table.  Inside  was  a 
baby  chicken,  newly  hatched, 
squeaking  and  pecking  and  cheep- 
ing. I  saw  the  children  touch  him 
softly,  their  eyes  filled  with 
wonder.  I  heard  them  comment  on 
his  tiny  feet.  Looking  at  the 
world  through  their  eyes  made  all 
things  seem  new  and  beautiful; 
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and,  as  usual,  I  learned  more  from 
them  than  they  learned  from  me. 

I  like  my  new  role.  I  like 
watching  children  play  and  fuss 
and  learn  and  pray  and  sing  and 
smile.  I  like  hearing  them  giggle 
and  watching  them  poke  each 
other  and  peek  out  from  their 
fingers  when  we  have  our  quiet 
time.  For  I  know  even  then  they 
are  learning,  gaining  something 
CONTINUED  ON  PAGE  21 
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General  Department 
of  Youth  and  Christian 
Education 

Compiled  by  Sonjia  Lee  Hunt 


DEAR  BROTHER, 

We  would  like  very  much  for  you  to 
put  this  address  of  one  of  our  church 
boys  in  the  Lighted  Pathway  for 
other  young  people  to  write  to  him, 
also  pray  for  him. 

Yours  for  Christ, 

Delmus  Bruce 

P.S.  This  is  the  address: 
PFC  James  W.  Owens 
SOMS 

Aircraft  Maintenance 
Marine  Corps  Air  Station 
Kanoehe  Bay,  Hawaii  96863 

TEENAGERS 

MINISTER  TO 

HANDICAPPED 

Three  teenagers  from  the  T  Street 
Church  of  God  In  Pensacola,  Florida, 
spend  their  Sunday  school  hour  min- 
istering to  handicapped  children  at 
the  nearby  Home  for  Crippled  Children. 

The  children  vary  in  ages  from  two 
to  twenty-one  and  have  various  impair- 
ments, such  as  muscular  dystrophy, 
cerebral  palsy,  respiratory  illness, 
and  blindness. 

The  theme  each  Sunday  is  "Jesus 
Loves  You."  For  the  first  fifteen 
minutes  the  teenagers  sing  songs  with 
the  children,  using  a  piano  or  a  record 
and  puppets.  As  they  sing,  they  clap 
their  hands  and  mingle  with  the  chil- 
dren, helping  them  clap  their  hands 


together.  Recently  purchased  rhythm 
instruments  are  popular  and  have 
helped  develop  hand  coordination. 

A  teacher  and  an  assistant  also  min- 
ister to  the  children  through  Bible 
stories.  They  use  puppets,  flannel- 
graph,  shadow  plays,  and  group 
involvement.  They  sometimes  line  up 
the  wheelchairs  and  let  the  children 
act  out  Bible  stories,  such  as  the 
disciples  being  tossed  by  winds  on  the 
sea. 

This  ministry  has  also  touched  the 
lives  of  the  workers  of  the  Home. 
Several  have  requested  prayer.  One 
nurse  remarked,  "I  feel  something 
different  when  you  tell  the  Bible 
story.  I  want  to  go  to  a  church  where 
I  can  feel  something."  □ 

— Carolyn  Hammond 
T  Street  Church  of  God 


MISSISSIPPI  YOUTH 

TOOK  A  CREATIVE 

APPROACH  TO 

YOUTH  DAY 

AT  CAMP  MEETING 

The  young  people  of  Mississippi 
presented  a  special  program  at 
camp  meeting  last  year  entitled 
"Praising  the  Creator  Around  the 
World."  They  placed  a  large  globe  on 
the  platform,  surrounded  by  objects  and 
decorations  typical  of  specific  coun- 
tries. They  dressed  in  native 
costumes,  gave  reports  of  several 
countries,  and  sang  songs. 

Youth  Day  at  camp  meeting  is  for 
youth  involvement.  The  young  people 
of  Mississippi  took  a  creative 
approach  and  produced  a  quality 
program.  □ 

—Reporter 

IN  MY  OPINION  .  .  . 

THE  BUSINESS 

WORLD  AND 

CHRISTIAN  YOUTHS 

In  my  opinion,  Christian  youths 
should  seek  employment  in  almost 
every  field.  There  are  many  and 
varied  businesses  and  we  need  a 
Christian  influence  wherever  possible, 
whether  you  are  interested  in  being  a 
beautician,  a  teacher,  a  carpenter,  a 
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doctor,  a  lawyer,  a  secretary,  or  a 
salesman. 

You  see  many  different  personalities 
and  the  enticements  of  the  world  during 
high  school;  therefore,  you  have  an 
idea  of  what  the  world  is  about.  But 
the  business  world  can  be  a  new  ex- 
perience. 

The  leaders  of  tomorrow's  great  in- 
stitutions have  yet  to  emerge  from  the 
throngs  of  young  men  and  women  who 
find  their  way  each  year  from  the 
graduate  school  classroom  into  their 
first  full-time  job  as  functional 
specialists  or  management  trainees. 
But,  from  what  I  have  seen  of  our 
young  people,  I  am  convinced  that  the 
managers  of  tomorrow  will  equal  or 
surpass  the  performance  of  their  most 
distinguished  predecessors. 

Before  you  apply  for  a  job — pray. 
Keep  in  mind  that  you  are  a  special 
and  unique  person. 

With  honesty,  integrity,  self- 
confidence,  and  the  assurance  that  God 
will  go  with  you,  you  can  find  the 
right  profession  and  have  the  right 
opportunity  to  influence  your  part 
of  the  world  for  Christ.  D 

— Dr.  James  D.  Jenkins 
Director  of  Marketing 
NOTE:  James  Jenkins  is  a  former 
pastor  and  now  is  director  of 
marketing  for  the  Church  of  God. 
His  master's  degree  is  in  education 
and  counseling,  and  his  doctoral 
degree  is  in  curriculum  and  admin- 
istration development. 


THE  SUNDAY 
SCHOOL  MIRROR 

(Continued  from  page  19) 

that  can't  be  taken  away. 

When  I  was  a  shy,  struggling 
teenager,  my  Sunday  school 
teacher  saw  something  special  in 
me.  Something  beautiful  and  good 
that  had  not  yet  emerged.  She 
made  me  feel  important. 

I  remember  the  way  it  was  for 
me  then  .  .  .  when  Sunday  school 
was  my  favorite  time  of  the  week 
.  .  .  and  I  suppose  I  ought  to 
tell  someone,  "Thank  you." 

Like  my  parents  who  got  up  on 
winter  mornings  when  it  would 
have  been  easier  to  sleep. 

Or  my  teachers  who  baked 
brownies,  told  me  stories,  and 
helped  my  clumsy  fingers  to  make 
crafts. 

Or  my  pastor  who  emphasized 
its  importance. 

To  all  of  these  people,  and 
many  more,  I  owe  special  thanks. 

I  walk  quietly  from  that  Sunday 
school  room  reading  the  Bible 
verse  printed  on  the  bulletin 
board.  It's  Proverbs  22:6:  "Train 
up  a  child  in  the  way  he  should 
go:  and  when  he  is  old,  he  will 
not  depart  from  it." 

In  the  foyer  I  turn  out  the  hall 
light  and  let  my  footsteps  take  me 
home.  □ 

By  WANDA  CATO  BRETT 
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Hey  Amigos! 


maybe  seis  years 


to  learn,  to  hablar,  a    little 


You've  got  cinco  . 
Espanol. 

You're  going  to  wake  up  one  morning  in  the  mid-1980s  and  find  out  that  a 
large  percentage  of  your  basic  Anglo  culture  talks  with  an  accent.  A  Spanish 
accent.  Comprende? 

Who  says  so?  The  United  States  Census  Bureau,  that's  who.  And  they've  got 
the  statistics  to  prove  it.  They  say  that  in  less  than  a  half  dozen  years,  if 
today's  trend  continues,  Hispanic  people  will  become  the  largest  ethnic  minority 
in  the  United  States.  This  has  prompted  Time  magazine  to  predict  that  "the 
1980s  will  be  the  decade  of  the  Hispanics." 

Before  anyone  starts  feeling  threatened  that  some  other  culture  Is  going  to 
consume  the  "good  old  American  way  of  life,"  we  ought  to  consider  what  that 
way  of  life  is  all  about.  This  country  is  a  nation  of  immigrants.  We  all  (unless 
you're  an  American  Indian)  originated  someplace  else.  Three  or  four  generations 
of  living  in  this  country  is  usually  all  it  takes  to  wipe  out  most  traces  of  where 
our  forefathers  came  from.  Even  the  language  they  spoke  has,  for  the  most  part, 
been  cleared  from  our  consciousness.  Well,  of  course,  there  is  the  English 
language  which  the  Pilgrims  brought  over  on  the  Mayflower.  But  even  it  has 
been  so  transformed  that  it  is  now  as  American  as  it  is  English. 

The  Hispanics,  many  of  them  at  least,  have  been  here  long  enough  to  forget 
.  .  .  but  they  aren't  going  to.  They  are  proud  of  their  heritage,  their  culture, 
and  their  language.  And  they  should  be. 

The  Church  of  God  is  an  international  church.  We  have  a  large  Spanish- 
speaking  membership,  both  outside  and  within  the  United  States.  We  praise  God 
for  this.  Every  general  meeting  sponsored  by  the  Church  of  God  is  well  attended 
by  our  Spanish  brothers  and  sisters.  Large  groups  of  Hispanic  young  people  are 
always  in  evidence  in  these  meetings  .  .  .  and  we  hope  that  more  of  them 
will   be  involved   in  the  future.  We  are  going  to  work  hard  to  see  that   this 

happens. 

,      One  of  the  greatest  benefits  of  Christianity  is 

/      its  power  j  to  break  down  barriers  that  keep  us 

from  loving  and  |  relating  to  one  another.  All 

people  are  one  in  Jesus  Christ.  His  name  is  our 

bond  of  brotherhood,  love,  and  peace.  And  that        - 

name,  senores  y  senoritas,  is  pronounced  "Hay-su  \ 

Kris-to." 


Keep  the  Son  shining! 


SUNDAY  SCHOOL 
IN  PROFILE 

(Continued  from  page  3) 

she  proved  herself  to  be  an  apt 
and  willing  partner  just  the 
same. 

Sunday  school  stayed  with 
us,  and  we  with  her,  as  we 
moved  north  and  west;  as  we 
became  more  urbanized  and 
less  rural;  and  as  we  climbed  up 
socially  from  one-room,  multiple- 
class  facilities  to  educational 
plants  our  foreparents  never 
dreamed  of. 

We've  been  accused  of  follow- 
ing trends,  such  as  our  emphasis 
a  few  years  back  on  small 
classrooms  to  seat  eight  people, 
picked  up  from  the  Southern 
Baptists,  and  our  present  em- 
phasis on  large  rooms  and  team 
teaching,  picked  up  from  the 
public  school  systems;  and  we're 
probably  guilty.  Maybe  it's 
equally  true  that  we've  set  a  few 
trends  with  branch  Sunday 
schools,  children's  evangelism, 
and  involvement  teaching. 

Point  is,  Sunday  school  is  a 
remarkable  lady.  She  has  but 
one  true  passion,  the  teaching  of 
God's  Word.  She  doesn't  resist 
change  of  her  own  nature,  nor 
is  she  truly  disturbed  by  any 
auxiliary  arm  or  program  so  long 
as  her  higher  objective  of 
spreading  the  gospel  moves 
forward. 

Sunday  school  is  such  a 
grand  lady  that  she  is  impervious 
to  such  minuscule  concerns  as: 
what  time,  who  leads,  which  les- 
son, how  many,  and  so  forth. 
She  wants  the  Bible  taught;  and, 
through  this  teaching,  she  knows 
lives  will  be  changed.  □ 
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SUNDAY  SCHOOL 
ON  TRIAL 

(Continued  Irom  page  15) 

Believe  me,  things  are  changing. 
The  decade  of  the  eighties  looks 
even  more  promising. 
FROM  YOUR  ATTITUDE, 
BROTHER  VEST,  I  GATHER 
THAT  YOU'RE  NOT  ONE 
WHO  THINKS  THE  SUNDAY 
SCHOOL  IS  SICK,  OUT- 
DATED, AND  IN  NEED  OF 
REPLACEMENT.  YOU 
REALLY  THINK  IT  HAS  A 
FUTURE,  DON'T  YOU? 

I  believe  Sunday  school  has  a 
bright  future  in  the  Church  of 
God. 

Over  the  years  it  seems  to  me 
that  we  as  a  church  have  tended 
to  swing  back  and  forth  in  our 
Great  Commission  emphasis. 
There  have  been  periods  of  time 
when  our  total  emphasis  seemed 
to  be  evangelism;  other  times 
when  we  could  be  characterized 
as  being  Christian  education 
minded. 

Truth  is,  the  Great  Commission 
demands  outreach  and  discipleship 
training.  Today,  more  than  ever 
before,  we  seem  to  have  the  two 
equally  in  focus. 

Our  department  emphasizes  five 
imperatives:  reach  them,  teach 
them,  win  them,  train  them,  and 
send  them. 

That's  the  Church's  mission.  Not 
the  Christian  Education  Depart- 
ment's mission,  or  the  Evangelism 
Department's  mission,  but  the 
Church's  mission.  We're  all  in  this 
business  together. 

Does  Sunday  school  have  a 
future? 

The  greatest.  And  you  know 
why? 

Because  the  Church  of  God  isn't 
in  love  with  Sunday  school  as  an 
institution.  We're  in  love  with 
what  Sunday  school  seeks  to  do: 
teach  the  Bible. 

Right  now,  Sunday  school  is  the 


most  consistent,  systematic  means 
for  teaching  God's  Word  to  the 
greatest  number  of  people. 

We  may  change  its  structure, 
its  format,  but  we  aren't  going 
to  change  its  purpose. 

Teaching  God's  Word  is  the 
heart  of  our  commission.  D 
By  LAMAR  VEST 

llllil'l— — i— — I'l  I  ll  Hull  lllllll'l  I'llHI'lllilllM 

SUNDAY  SCHOOL 
PREPARES  YOU  .  .  . 

(Continued  from  page  27) 

You  can  keep  growing  all  of 
your  life  through  regular  Sunday 
school  attendance.  You  can  study 
under  the  light  of  the  truth 
torch,  and  you  can  help  pass  it  on. 
The  Pledge  to  the  Sunday  School 
will  motivate  you  to  be 
faithful.  Read  it  .  .  .  embrace 
it  .  .  .  live  by  it: 

Pledge  to  the 
Sunday  School 

I  pledge  allegiance  to 
the  Sunday  school  and  to 
the  principles  for  which  it 
stands — the  study  of  God's 

Word,  the  fellowship  of 

believers,  and  service  to  all 

mankind.  I  will  support  its 

cause,  share  its  benefits, 

preserve  its  truths,  and 

always  be  faithful  to  the 

Christ  it  proclaims.  G 

By  FLOYD  D.  CAREY 
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/t  has  been  said  "There  are 
three  kinds  of  people  in  the 
world:  those  who  wish  things 
would  happen,  those  who  watch 
things  happen,  and  those  who 
make   things   happen."   Most 
teenagers  I  know  are  not  content 
to  simply  wish  and  watch. 
They  want  to  be  involved — they 
want  to  make  things  happen. 

Sunday  school  is  an  important 
part  of  your  church,  your  life. 
You  can  help  it  grow  and  you  can 
make  it  better  by  cultivating 
proper  attitudes  toward  Sunday 
school. 

Sunday  school  exists  for  you. 


There  is  no  more  important 
reason  for  its  existence  than  helping 
you  discover  yourself  and 
your  need  for  a  vital  relationship 
with  God.  Its  primary  purpose 
is  to  communicate  the  Word  of 
God  in  such  a  way  as  to 
guide  you  into  life-changing 
experiences. 

The  goal  of  Sunday  school  is 
to  promote  spiritual  growth, 
develop  individual  talents,  provide 
opportunities  for  self-expression, 
offer  practical  training  for  Christian 
service,  cultivate  proper  atti- 
tudes toward  the  home  and 
family,  and  develop  a  sense  of 


H    Armstrong  Roberts  Photo 

belonging.   Through  fresh 
encounter  with  the  Word  of  God 
each  Sunday,  Bible  truths 
come  alive. 

As  you  come  to  understand 
the  goals  and  values  of  the  Sunday 
school,  there  will  emerge  an 
ever-deepening  appreciation  for  the 
contribution  it  makes  to  your 
life.  The  grace  of  "appreciation" 
not  only  reflects  a  healthy 
attitude  toward  the  ministries  of 
your  church,  but  it  also  gen- 
erates other  notable  qualities  such 
as  loyalty  and  love. 

When  Sunday  arrives,  the  devil 
will  see  to  it  that  an  un- 
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precedented  number  of  distrac- 
tions occur  to  hinder  your 
attendance.  Many  projects  will 
clamor  for  your  attention  and 
time.  You  must  decide  whether 
Sunday  school  is  a  priority 
in  your  life  or  whether  it  is 
relegated  to  a  position  of  second- 
ary importance. 

If  your  Sunday  school  is  to 
succeed  and  be  effective,  it 
deserves  your  loyal  support  and 
faithful  attendance.  The  words 
of  the  psalmist  might  well  serve 
as  a  guiding  principle  in  your 
life,  "I  was  glad  when  they  said 
unto  me,  Let  us  go  into  the 
house  of  the  Lord"  (Psalm  122:1). 

Hopefully,  you  are  not  one 
of  those  who  consider  church  to 
be  a  drag  or  bore;  but,  if 
so,  it  might  be  well  to  take  an 
honest  look  at  yourself  before 
blaming  the  leadership,   your 
teacher,  or  the  study  material. 

The  problem  is  frequently  a 
"heart  problem"  rather  than 
a  "church  problem."  The  worship, 
training,  and  fellowship  of  the 
Sunday  school  are  designed  for 
total  life  enrichment,  but  you 
can  only  receive  the  maximum 
benefits  when  your  heart  is 
open  in  response. 

Seek  to  cultivate  a  daily 
relationship  with  Christ,  one  that 
prepares  you  mentally  and 
spiritually  to  receive  all  that  Sun- 
day school  offers.  This  may 
involve  studying  the  Sunday  school 
lesson  through  the  week; 
prayer  for  your  teacher,  classmates, 
and  unsaved  friends;  and  the 
displaying  of  a  consistent  Christian 
example. 

You  can  contribute  meaningfully 
to  your  Sunday  school  by 
making  yourself  available — available 
to  serve  on  class  committees, 
to  participate  in  various  programs, 
and  to  involve  yourself  in 
class  activities. 


Your  Sunday  school  teacher 
will  be  pleased  to  know  you  are 
excited  about  doing  something 
for  Christ  and  you  may  very  well 
be  the  sparkplug  to  get 
others  involved  as  well. 

Dependability  is  one  of  the 
most  noble  of  traits.  When  given 
a  class  assignment,  be  sure 
to  follow  through  promptly  and 
efficiently.   Teacher  and   class- 
mates will  be  counting  on 
you.  Don't  let  them  down  by  post- 
poning or  disregarding  respon- 
sibility. The  Bible  says  it  this 
way:  "Whatsoever  thy  hand  findeth 
to  do,  do  it  with  thy  might" 
(Ecclesiastes  9:10). 

As  you  observe  and  evaluate 
your  Sunday  school  class,  you 
will  become  aware  of  weak  areas 
that  need  strengthening. 
Instead  of  magnifying  the 
faults  of  the  Sunday  school  or 
offering  bitter  criticism,  seek 
for  creative  and  constructive 
solutions  to  your  group  needs.  After 
recognition  and  evaluation, 
take  positive  action.  You  may  lead 
your  Sunday  school  class  to 
new  horizons  of  success. 

If  your  Sunday  school  is 
to  go  and  grow,  you  must  do  your 
part  by  inviting  your  friends 
to  attend  with  you.  The  Sunday 
school  can  and  should  be  an 
open  door  to  Christ  and  the 
church.  Do  not  hesitate  to  invite 
others  to  be  a  part  of  this 
exciting  experience.  Sunday  school 
offers  an  excellent  opportunity 
to  share  Christ.  Seize  those  oppor- 
tunities and  use  them  fully. 

You  need  your  Sunday  school 
and  your  Sunday  school 
needs  you. 

All  of  you. 

Give  it  your  best!   D 
By  RALPH  BREWER 
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uzz  .   .   .  buzz  .  .  .  buzz  .  .   .  buzzzz  .... 
The  alarm  clock  buzzes  every  morning 
at  a  set  time  .   .  .  every  morning! 
It's  difficult  to  reach  over  and  turn  off  the 
buzzing  ...  to  turn  back  the  covers  .  .  .  and 
to  get  out  of  bed.  But  you  do! 

There  is  a  sense  of  urgency  about  getting  up, 
getting  dressed,  eating,  and  getting  to  school  on 
time.  Can't  be  late!  School  helps  prepare  you 
for  life.  You  are  aware  of  this;  therefore,  you 
view  school  attendance,  assignments,  and  activities 
as  an  investment.  An  investment  that  pays 
unmatchable  dividends — both  today,  and  in  the 
future. 

Discovery  experiences  .  .  .  occupational  skills 
.   .   .  character-shaping  relationships  .  .  . 
self-development  projects  .  .  .  expression 
opportunities  .  .  .  life  goals.  These  are  but  a  few 
of  the  rewarding  dividends  of  attending  school. 

So  you  get  out  of  bed  when  you  hear  the 
buzzing.  You  discipline  yourself  for  school  action — 
attendance,  rain  or  shine  .  .  .  attention  in 
classroom  .  .  .  respect  for  instructors  .  .  . 
communication  with  classmates  .  .  .  learning 
alertness.  You  understand  the  value  of  school,  and 
you  are  willing  to  pay  the  price  to  attend. 
Congratulations! 

This  issue  of  the  Lighted  Pathway  has  been 
dedicated  to  the  bicentennial  of  the  Sunday  school 
— two  hundred  years  of  service  to  young  people 
and  the  church.  This  article  was  begun  with  an 
emphasis  on  the  value  of  public  school  and  the 
personal  discipline  required  for  regular  attendance. 
I  deliberately  took  this  approach  because  I  felt  like 
you  could  identify  with  it  and  that  you  could 
relate  the  principles  of  public  school  to  the 
principles  of  Sunday  school. 

The  Sunday  school  was  begun  by  Robert  Raikes 
in  Gloucester,  England,  in  1780.  During  the 
Industrial  Revolution  children  and  teenagers 
worked  in  factories  from  ten  to  sixteen  hours  a 
day,  six  days  a  week.  Only  the  children  of  wealthy 
parents  were  able  to  attend  school.  As  a  publisher, 
Robert  Raikes  tried  to  bring  about  reform  through 
the  printed  page.  But  one  Sunday  morning  as  he 
walked  through  the  streets  and  observed  the  needs 
of  the  young  people,  he  said  the  Lord  spoke  to 
him:  "What  these  people  need  is  not  to  be 
reformed,  but  to  be  transformed."  This  prompted 
him  to  begin  a  program  that  would  transform 
young  lives. 

He  rented  an  old  apartment  building  and 


Sunday 
YtW. 

arranged  for  classes  to  be 
taught  in  readin',  'ritin', 
'rithmetic,  and  religion  on 
Sunday.  He  provided  the 
opportunity  for  young 
people  to  prepare  for  a 
better  life — to  acquire 
knowledge  and  trade  skills 
...  to  develop  self- 
esteem  and  confidence  .  .  . 
and  to  learn  about  God's  love  and  power.  He 
provided  the  opportunity  for  a  new  lifestyle — 
immediately,  and  in  the  future. 

But  it  was  not  easy,  nor  convenient,  for  the 
young  people  to  respond  to  the  opportunity 
provided  by  Sunday  school.  Keep  in  mind  that 
they  had  to  work  .  .  .  and  work  extremely  hard 
.  .  .  for  six  days.  They  were  tired  on  Sunday. 
It  was  the  only  day  with  the  option  to  stay  in 
bed  ...  to  visit  friends  ...  to  play.  It 
required  bold  courage  to  make  a  choice  to  study 
rather  than  sleep  ...  to  train  rather  than  talk 
to  friends  ...  to  practice  rather  than  play. 

Thousands  of  young  people  did  respond  to  the 
opportunity.  They  disciplined  themselves  .  .  .  paid 
the  price  .  .  .  and  their  lives  were  transformed. 
A  better  life  on  earth — joyful  and  abundant — was 
experienced,  and  a  life  in  heaven — glorious  and 
eternal — was  gained  through  knowledge  of  God's 
love  and  salvation  in  Jesus  Christ. 

In  the  formative  years  of  our  country  the 
Sunday  school  provided  the  opportunity  to  help 
shape  the  new  nation  and  to  undergird  the 
principles  of  democracy  and  freedom.  In  many 
regions  generations  of  children  received  their  only 
education  by  learning  to  read  the  Bible  on  Sunday 
morning.  The  Sunday  school  influenced  the 
development  of  public  education  and  helped  to 
shape  the  spirit  and  moral  values  of  a  young 
nation. 

In  America,  as  in  England,  it  was  not  easy,  nor 
convenient,  to  respond  to  the  opportunity.  There 
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tic...  to  Study...  to  Act 


was  so  much  work  to  be 

done  .  .  .  the  great 

distance  to  meeting  places 

that  had  to  be  traveled  in 

a  horse-drawn  wagon  .  .  .  ! 

scarcity  of  teachers  and 

materials  .  .  .  adverse 

weather  conditions.  It  took 

courage  .  .  .  sacrificial 

courage  ...  to  see  beyond  ISM^HHk.     y 

the  immediate,  what  was,  to  the  future,  what  could 

be;  and  to  choose  to  read,  to  discuss,  and  to  worship 

rather  than  to  relax,  to  dream,  and  to  wish.  Yes, 

it  took  courage  to  respond  to  the  opportunity. 

Many  of  the  things  we  enjoy  today  in  America 
are  the  result  of  the  courage  to  attend  Sunday 
school  demonstrated  by  young  people  in  the  infancy 
of  our  country.  They  were  willing  to  pay  the 
price  ...  a  very  demanding  price  ...  to  be 
achievers.  Their  action  and  determination  prepared 
them  to  live  a  meaningful  life  ...  in  faith 
and  in  freedom  .  .  .  and  it  offered  a  framework 
for  future  generations  to  have  access  to 
the  same  privileges. 

The  Sunday  school  was  also  a  guiding  force  in 
the  formative  years  of  the  Church  of  God.  It 
provided  the  opportunity  to  reach  the  unreached, 
to  offer  a  systematic  program  of  Bible  study  for 
persons  of  all  ages,  and  to  equip  believers  for 
Christian  service.  It  was  not  easy,  nor  convenient, 
even  within  the  church  to  respond  to  the 
opportunity.  But  young  people  did  respond.  They 
were  willing  to  pay  the  price.  And  the  young 
church  grew  .  .  .  and  grew  .  .  .  and  grew  .  .  . 
and  grew  .  .  .  and  it  is  still  growing  today.  The 
youths  who  responded  became  leaders.  The  Sunday 
school  concept  expanded — training  for  workers  was 
provided  .  .  .  classrooms  were  built  .  .  .  and 
resource  materials  were  printed.  The  truth  torch 
was  passed  on.  And  now,  in  1980,  Sunday  school 
in  the  Church  of  God  is  growing  .  .  .  and  growing 
.  .  .  and  growing. 


Sunday  school  provides 
opportunity  for  young 
people  to  prepare  to  live 
a  total  life — to  build  a 
foundation  of  faith  ...  to 
understand  God's  Word 
and  how  to  relate  it  to 
the  issues  of  life  .  .  . 
to  discover  God's  will  and 
to  perform  it  with  author- 
ity and  personal  peace.  Sunday  school  still 
transforms  young  lives. 

Even  today  in  our  modern  society,  it  is  not  easy, 
nor  convenient,  to  respond  to  the  opportunity  of 
Sunday  school.  There  are  many  distracting  forces:  the 
option  to  stay  in  bed,  television,  places  to  go, 
work  assignments  to  complete,  special  functions  to 
prepare  for.  It  calls  for  a  special  sense  of  personal 
worth  and  destiny  to  choose  to  listen,  to  interact, 
and  to  set  goals  rather  than  to  lie  in  bed,  to 
accept  an  invitation  to  go  somewhere,  or  to  sit 
around  and  talk,  daydream,  or  watch  television. 

Throughout  the  United  States,  however,  young 
people  are  responding  to  the  opportunity  provided 
by  Sunday  school.  They  are  willing  to  pay  the 
price.  They  reach  over  on  Sunday  morning  and 
turn  off  the  buzzing  alarm  clock.  They  get  up  and 
get  dressed.  They  prepare  their  minds  and  hearts 
to  receive  God's  Word.  They  attend  Sunday 
school.  And  their  lives  are  enriched,  equipped, 
and  energized  with  spiritual  power. 

The  words  to  think,  to  study,  and  to  act  are 
included  in  the  title  of  this  article.  You  will 
observe  that  everything  I  have  said  to  you  orbits 
around  the  process  of  thinking,  studying,  and 
acting.  Regular  Sunday  school  attendance  leads  you 
on  a  lifetime  path  of  thinking — God's  will,  holy 
promises,  heaven;  studying — God's  Word,  life's 
problems,  answers;  acting — God's  work,  Christian 
service,  witnessing.  Regular  Sunday  school 
attendance  will  keep  you  growing. 

CONTINUED  ON  PAGE  23 
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"Jhese  things  I  haw  spoken  unto  you.  that  My t 
joy  may  be  in  you,  and  that  your  joy  may  be 
made  lull "  {John  15,11.  NASBi. 

Joy  is  more  than  o  naive  acceptance  of  a  messed  up  world  that  no  one  seems  to  be  able 

to  change  anyway.  Joy  is  confidence...  security...  faith...  trust.  Joy  is  having  something  to 

believe  that  won't  ever  let  you  down. 

Good  News! 

The  Word  of  the  Lord  is  the  foundation  of  all  true  joy.  His  Word  is  eternal. 

It  will  never  let  you  down. 

Sunday  school  is  helping  you  learn  Gods  Word...  and  how  to 

apply  it  to  everyday  situations.  Attend  regularly...  that  your  joy  may  be  full. 
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Just  a  word  of  appreciation  for  the  editorials  and 
for  the  National  Church  Music  Week  issue,  especially 
the  testimonial  to  Bennie  Triplett  and  the 
pointed  article  by  David  Horton. 

Douglas  Pyle 

Northeast,  PA 

David  Horton  is  a  great  singer  but  he  is  greatly 
confused  about  men  in  his  article,  lifting  up  a 
man  like  Jesse  Jackson  and  degrading  a  man  like 
Bob  Dylan  who  recently  became  born  again.  David 
is  too  conservative  when  it  comes  to  music.  I 
cried  when  I  heard  Dylan's  "Gotta  Serve 
Somebody''  and  it  wasn't  the  spirit  of  the  devil 
that  made  me  cry  either. 

Rodney  Turner 

Del  City,  OK 

i 

Dear  Brother  Stone: 

I  was  dismayed  when  I  read  the  paragraph  in 
which  you  called  Sam  Brown  a  "smart-aleck" 
(January,  1980).  Even  though  you  are  editor, 
someone  should  have  edited  your  article. 
Statements  like  that  could  cause  someone  to  turn 
against  the  Church  of  God  and  backslide.  In  my 
opinion,  Sam  wasn't  the  only  smart-aleck. 

Mrs.  James  A.  Green 

Greenwood,  SC 

Dear  Sir; 

My  subscription  is  enclosed.  I  enjoy  every  article     • 
in  this  wonderful  magazine. 

Doris  Hobenthaner 

Detroit,  Ml 

Brother  Stone: 

I  feel  the  Lighted  Pathway  is  at  its  best  in 
regards  to  variety,  relevancy,  and  spiritual 
guidance  for  young  people. 

Gail  Nichols 

Marked  Tree,  AR 

Dear  Editor: 

I  was  depressed  recently,  circumstances  driving 
me  to  fasting  and  prayer.  Your  editorial    "Peace 
Within  Us "  was  just  what  I  needed. 

Anita  Good 

Stafford.  VA 


Dear  Hoyt, 

The  Lighted  Pathway  has  exploded  into 
something  great  and  exciting!  Neal  would  be  proud 
ot  you. 

Doug  Morgan 

Anderson,  SC 
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Glenn  Miller: 


Death  to  Life 


It  was  February,  1975. 
Glenn  Miller  saw  no  beauty.  He 
paced  the  floor.  Only  one  word 
described  his  life.  Empty. 
Glenn  felt  absolutely  and 
totally  alone. 

Earlier  in  the  day  Glenn  had 
phoned  his  wife  Natalie  in  Little 
Rock,  Arkansas,  begging  her  to 
come  back  home.  Natalie  had 
been  firm.   No  need  trying 
again.  They  couldn't  make  it. 

Glenn  had  gotten  angry. 
Threatened  her.  Made  plans  to 
get  into  his  plane  and  fly  to  Lit- 
tle Rock  tomorrow.  He'd  make 
her  come  home. 

That  had  been  during  the 
day.   Now,   the  darkness  that 
blanketed  his  hometown  of 
Harrisonburg,  Virginia,  seemed  to 
have  penetrated  Glenn's  heart 
with  more  sinister  impact  than  in 
all  his  past  frustrations.  He  felt 
the  cold  steel  of  the  revolver  in 
his  hand  and  he  knew  that  one 
single  flex  of  the  finger  muscle 
would  end  it  all. 

Just  one  little  pull  .... 

Glenn  Miller's  life  had  been 
a  long,  bitter  struggle.  Especially 
the  last  ten  years. 

Glenn  had  learned  early  to  de- 
spise his  role  as  a  preacher's 
kid.  His  dad  and  his  mother  al- 
ways seemed  to  work  hard  and 
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Glenn  Miller 

Continued 


the  small  churches  they  pastored 
always  seemed  not  to  appreci- 
ate it.  Glenn  and  his  brother  John 
created  their  own  world  and 
their  own  ways  for  getting  even. 
Church   was   a   part   of  that 
world  .   .   .   and  God  .   .   .  what- 
ever or  whoever  He  was  .  .   . 
but  Glenn  didn't  see  much  other 
than  people  who  would  step  on 
you  if  they  could.  Glenn's  answer 
was  to  step  first. 

Still,  Glenn  knew  his  dad  cared. 
He  had  sent  Glenn  to  Lee 
Academy,  Cleveland,  Tennessee, 
in  1964-65.  Glenn  had  met  a 
nice  girl,  Natalie  Woody,  and  his 
dad  was  helping  him  repair  the 
body  of  a  sports  car  when  he 
suddenly  grabbed  his  head  and 
sat  down. 

Everyone  at  church  prayed  for 
Glenn's  dad.  A  local  doctor 
found  nothing  wrong.   Another 
thought  he  was  faking.  A  few 
weeks  later,  after  being  taken  to 
Maryland's  Fort  Howard 
hospital,  Harrison  Miller  died 
of  a  brain  tumor. 

Glenn  didn't  understand  that 
kind  of  God. 

In  the  back  of  his  mind, 
though,  Glenn  thought  he  would 
continue  his  dad's  construction 
business.  His  mother  wanted  to 
sell  and  had  a  buyer.  Debts 
made  the  sale  advisable  as  well. 
Glenn  argued  with  his  mother, 
packed  his  things  and  left  home. 

For  a  brief  spell  he  camped 
in  a  tent,  then  moved  in  with  a 
friend  in  a  neighboring  town 
and  finally  got  a  job  at  West- 
inghouse  in  Staunton,  Virginia. 
The  job  ended  abruptly  when 
Glenn  was  caught  stealing  copper 
plating.  The  judge  put  Glenn 
on  probation  for  two  years. 


Glenn  patched  things  up  with 
his  mother.   Returned  home. 
Married  Natalie  in  July  of  1966. 
Always  remained  close  with 
John. 

Vulcan  Materials  Company, 
in  New  Market,  Virginia,  hired 
Glenn  as  a  lab  technician  and 
then  transferred  him  to  Mount 
Crawford  and  proceeded  to 
train  him  as  a  foreman.  In  his 
spare  time,  ever  wild  and  run- 
ning, Glenn  started  drag  racing. 
He  rebuilt  a  '51  Chevrolet, 
named  it  the  Green  Briar  and  set 
a  record  that  stood  for  six 
years,  D-modified  class. 

Glenn  often  worked  eighteen 
hours  a  day.  He  made  money  but 
didn't  do  well  at  all  with  his 
marriage.  Too  much  drinking,  rac- 
ing, and  partying. 

In    1967,   the  company  trans- 
ferred him  to  Rocky  Mount, 
North  Carolina.  He  and  Natalie 
lived  in  a  house  trailer  and  he 
bought  his  first  new  car,  a  plum- 
mist  Grand  Prix.  Glenn  oper- 
ated  heavy  equipment,   shot 
dynamite,  ran  drills,  and  did  lab 
work. 

It  was  at  this  quarry  that 
Glenn  accidentally  pushed  the 
wrong  button  and  sent  a  man 
through  the  rock  crusher.  For  the 
first  time   in   years,   Glenn 
prayed.  He  promised  to  serve 
God.  Somehow  the  man  lived  but 
Glenn  forgot  his  promise. 

The   experience  was  very 
unsettling  to  Glenn.  He  never 
quite  felt  the  same  about  his 
job  after  that.  Marital  relationship 
deteriorated  even  more.  Glenn 
drank  regularly  and  often  rode  his 
motorcycle  at  speeds  in  excess 
of  100  MPH. 

One  bright  spot:  John  and 


his  wedding  which  took  place  July 
31,  1968.  It  was  such  a  happy 
occasion.  John,  too,  was  now  work- 
ing for  Vulcan  Materials  in 
Staunton  and  the  two  brothers 
never  felt  closer. 

Glenn  saw  John  off  on  his 
honeymoon  and  then  returned 
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to  Rocky  Mount. 

One  week  later,  Glenn  was 
back  for  his  brother's  funeral. 
John  had  gone  with  three  other 
men  into  a  cave  mouth  where 
they  had  blasted  that  day.  John 
and  one  other  died  from  poison- 
ous gas. 
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Glenn's  bitterness  grew. 

He  felt  himself  rejected. 
Everywhere  and  by  everybody. 
Even  God.   He  drank  more. 
Drove  faster.  Flew  his  plane  more 
recklessly. 

The  company  transferred  Glenn 
to  Staunton,  where  John  had 
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Photos.  Glenn  and  Natalie  Miller,  with  daughter 
Stacey,  herself  a  miracle.  Scenes  of  summer 
revival  crusades. 
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died.  It  wasn't  long  after  this  that 
Glenn  saw  a  man  lose  an  arm 
on  the  job.  Glenn  was  alone  in 
the  lab,  looking  out  the  win- 
dow, when  the  man  screamed,  his 
arm  caught  in  the  gears  of  a 
big  machine. 

Two  weeks  later,  Glenn  quit. 

Started  his  own  body  shop, 
painting  cars  for  dealers.  His 
business  grew  for  a  time,  then 
tapered  off  as  Glenn  grew  lax 
and  once  more  turned  to  partying 
and  drinking. 

At  a  local  livestock  market 
Glenn  bought  a  beef  and  told 
the  boys  to  load  it  on  a  borrowed 
truck  while  he  watched  the  rest 
of  the  auction.  Upon  returning  to 
the  truck,  Glenn  discovered 
that  someone  had  loaded  thirteen 
cattle  instead  of  one.  Not  a 
young  man  to  look  a  gift  horse 
(or  cow)  in  the  mouth,  Glenn 
drove  off.  He  took  the  cattle  to 
another  market,  sold  them,  and 
found  himself  shortly  on  the  lam 
with  the  sheriff  after  him. 

For  a  month  and  a  half,  Glenn 
hid  from  the  law.  Natalie,  left 
alone  and  unable  to  pay  the  bills, 
lost  the  trailer  and  moved  into 
an  apartment.  One  night,  drunk, 
Glenn  wrecked  his  car  at  the 
Roanoke  Towers  shopping  center. 
He  remembers  waking  up  in 
the  hospital,  hearing  a  strange 
woman  screaming,  "He's  dead," 
and  wondering  if  he  were  in  hell 
...  or  heaven  ...  or  some 
place  out  in  the  universe. 

Natalie  found  him  there. 
Glenn  returned  home,   was 
arrested  and  sentenced  to  five 
and  a  half  years  in  prison  for 
cattle  rustling.  He  served  two  and 
a  half. 

Glenn  began  his  prison  sentence 
at  the   South   Hampton  Correc- 
tional Institute  and  immediately 
got  off  to  a  wrong  start.   Espe- 
cially with  fellow  inmates. 


Someone  stole  some  of  his 
belongings.  Glenn  snitched.  From 
then  on   he  was  constantly 
harassed.  Once  he  fought  back, 
breaking  a  guy's  jaw.  The  gang 
caught  him  in  a  corner  and 
stabbed  him.  Later  they  beat  him 
almost  to  death. 

Glenn  made  God  all  kinds  of 
promises.  Read  his  Bible.  Was 
finally  transferred  to  the  stick 
camp  at  Woodbridge.  Here, 
Glenn  volunteered  to  do  me- 
chanical work  on  the  guards'  cars. 
Even  painted  them.  Soon  be- 
came a  trustee.  As  a  trustee  he 
drove  a  truck,  traveling  around 
the  state  of  Virginia  with  the  cap- 
tain, and  sometimes  being 
permitted  to  stop  off  in 
Harrisonburg  to  see  Natalie. 

Finally  Glenn  made  the  work 
release  program.  Moved  to 
White  Post,  Camp  8,   near 
Winchester.   On  work  release 
Glenn  was  employed  in  a  local 
body  shop  and  earned  quite  a 
bit  of  money.  He  bought  a  new 
car.  Boat.  Pretended  to  be 
religious. 

Glenn  also  took  a  job  re- 
conditioning cars.  He  worked 
late  at  night  and  on  Sundays. 
One  weekend,  three  days  be- 
fore he  was  to  be  paroled, 
Glenn  said  he  was  going  to 
church  but  went  boating  instead. 
Someone  told  on  him.  He  was 
busted  and  sent  into  the  fields  to 
pick  up  rocks  in  the  hot  sun. 

Finally  paroled,  Glenn  returned 
to  Harrisonburg  and  became 
foreman  of  the  body  shop  at  Dale 
Wagner  Chevrolet  Company. 
The  shop  did  well,  but  Glenn 
started  doing  other  auto  paint 
jobs  on  the  side,  contrary  to 
Dale's  rules,  and  got  himself 
fired. 

Glenn  and  Natalie  had  gone 
to  church  a  few  times,  but  it  re- 
ally meant  nothing.  Their  rela- 


tionship was  deteriorating  and 
neither  knew  how  to  stop  it. 

Again,  Glenn  went  into  business 
for  himself.  Restoring  Corvettes. 
He  attended  car  shows,  displaying 
his  trick  paint  jobs,  and  soon 
began  getting  calls  from  across  the 
country.   In  one  year  he  re- 
stored and  sold  sixty  Corvettes. 
He  charged  anywhere  from  $800 
to  $3,000  for  his  trick  paint 
jobs. 

Glenn  Miller's  toboggan 
downhill  was  picking  up  speed. 
He  found  it  easy  to  rip  off  the 
insurance  companies  for  body 
jobs.  He  discovered  yet  another 
source  of  income  with  drugs. 

Natalie  didn't  know  about  the 
drugs,  only  that  things  were 
worse  for  them.  She  packed  her 
clothes  and  left. 

That's  how  things  stood  this 
night  in  February  1975.  Glenn 
Miller  had  come  to  rope's  end. 
Life  was  nothing  but  hassle.  He 
had  no  reason  to  go  on.  The  re- 
volver offered  an  out. 

Alone,  in  the  darkness,  Glenn 
put  the  gun  to  his  head  .... 
A  voice  spoke  .... 
Clearly  .... 

"Glenn,  I  love  you.  I  have  al- 
ways loved  you." 

Glenn  Miller  dropped  the  gun 
and  fell  to  his  knees.  Never  in 
his  life  had  he  felt  such  a  pres- 
ence. Yet  he  saw  no  one. 
Glenn  cried  and  prayed  until 
early  morning.   He  visited  a 
preacher,  seeking  help,  and  it 
became  obvious  that  the 
preacher  didn't  share  his  con- 
cern when  he  prayed  with  a  yawn. 

Something  had  happened  but 
Glenn  didn't  know  what.  He  was 
scared.  He  didn't  know  where 
to  go  so  he  returned  to  his  room 
and  stayed  there  all  day.  Late 
in  the  afternoon,  Glenn  Miller 
again  felt  the  presence  of  Jesus 
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Christ  and  he  asked  Him  to  be- 
come  Lord   of  his   life.   He  ex- 
perienced an  overwhelming  joy. 
The  Holy  Spirit  overshadowed 
him  and  he  spoke  in  a  strange 
but  beautiful  language. 

Glenn  phoned  Natalie.  He 
didn't  tell  her  she  had  to  come 
home  but  that  she  needed  to 
be  saved. 

Hearing  of  a  revival  at  the 
Mount  Clinton  Church  of  God, 
Glenn  attended  that  night  and 
told  what  God  had  done  for  him. 
Jim  Walker  was  the  evangelist. 
Glenn  attended  every  night.  When 
Jim  closed  that  revival  and 
started   one   in   Winchester, 
Virginia,  Glenn  attended  there 
every  night  as  well. 

He  told  everybody,  everywhere, 
that  God  had  saved  him. 
Within  a  few  weeks  he  knew 
also  that  God  had  called  him  to 
preach. 

Although  she  was  puzzled  at 
some  of  his  talk,   Natalie 
thought  it  a  ruse  to  get  her 
home  again.  She  wouldn't  come 
back  but  she  finally  agreed  to 
meet  Glenn  at  the  airport  in  Lit- 
tle Rock. 

Glenn  stayed  in  Little  Rock  for 
three  days,   seeing  Natalie 
secretly  so  her  brother  wouldn't 
find  out.  They  went  to  church 
and  it  was  there  in  church,  at 
an  Assembly  of  God  congregation, 
that  Natalie  realized  not  only 
that  Glenn  was  born  again  but 
that  it  could  also  happen  to  her. 

Glenn  and  Natalie  found  them- 
selves a  place  in  the  Church 
of  God,   Harrisonburg.   Pastor 
Young  became  Glenn's  second 
father.  By  summer  Glenn  was 
preaching.  Studying  the  Bible. 
Telling  of  how  a  gracious  God 
had  loved  him  through  a  life- 
time of  bitterness  and  rebellion. 

Glenn  and  Natalie  have  since 
entered  the  ministry  full  time.  He 


first  became  an  assistant  pastor 
at  the  Harrisonburg  Church;  and 
then,   upon   Pastor  Young's  re- 
tirement, the  pastor. 

The  church  has  grown  phenom- 
enally,  from  an   average  at- 
tendance of  25  to  250.  They 
operate  a  day-care  center.  Next 
year  they   begin   a   school. 
There  is  a  bus  ministry  and 
Glenn  now  produces  and  directs 
his  own   weekly  television 
ministry  that  is  carried  on  26 
stations.   He   is   in   process  of 
starting  new  churches  in  Edinburg 
and  Stanley. 

Church  membership  has  spiraled 
upward  from  68  to  191,  and 
in  the  fall  he  and  his  people  will 
begin  construction  on  a  new 
church  sanctuary  to  seat  800. 
Glenn  conducts  revival  crusades 
during  warm  months.  In  Augusta 
Springs,  Virginia,  last  summer, 
Glenn's  tent  was  burned  and  he 
was  shot  when  he  apparently 
surprised  the  attackers;  but  he's 
looking  toward  larger  and  better 
revivals  this  spring. 

"I've  made  some  mistakes," 
Glenn  says,  "especially  in  terms 
of  getting  along  with  the  other 
preachers.  All  I  want  to  do  is 
preach  the  gospel.  Anywhere 
and  everywhere.  It  never  dawned 
on  me  that  some  folks  wouldn't 
like  me  coming  into  their  so-called 
territory.  But  I'm  learning.  Too, 
the  preachers  are  becoming  less 
suspicious  of  me.  More  cooper- 
ative. I  expect  this  to  be  a  great 
summer. 

"God  loves  us.  He  loves  us  in 
spite  of  ourselves.   And   He 
keeps  on  loving." 

Glenn  Miller  ought  to  know.  □ 
By  HOYT  E.  STONE 


Photos.  (Top  to  bottom)  Glenn  with  parents  at  Lee  College, 
1964.  Van  used  for  crusades  and  TV  ministry.  Preaching. 
Staff  workers.  Congregation  at  Harrisonburg,  Virginia. 
Baptismal  service  in  the  Shenandoah  River. 
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They  asked  me  to  remember  .  .  . 
To  tell  you  what  He  was  like, 
And  how  it  was  to  know  Him. 
Every  time  I  write  my  words  down  on  paper, 

They  sound  awkward  and  stilted. 
My  mind  spins  in  circles, 
Because  I  remember  so  many  things. 

I  remember  the  way  He  looked  at  the  people 
When  He  sat  on  the  mountainside  and  said, 
"Count  yourselves  lucky  when  My  enemies  hate  you." 
He  looked  through  them; 
Knew  their  names,  and  said; 
"They  have  hated  Me." 

I  watched  Him  reach  out  with  His  rough,  wide  hands, 
And  tell  the  people  to  walk  again,  hear  again,  live  again! 

I  remember  the  way  the  wind  lifted  the  hair 
From  the  back  of  His  neck 

And  whipped  it  about  His  face  during  a  storm. 
I  heard  Him  calm  the  storm. 

I  remember  the  way  He  looked  at  the  children 

And  smiled,  (sort  of  sad). 
He  used  to  turn  to  us  and  say, 

"You  are  so  much  like  them. 

You  are  so  much  like  the  little  children." 
The  others  used  to  complain 

When  He  said  things  like  that. 
I  didn't. 
I  had  watched  Him  laugh  with  the  children, 

And  I  knew  how  much  He  loved  them. 
It  never  bothered  me. 

I  remember  the  long  days 
We  spent  walking  sandy  roads, 
Complaining  quite  loudly; 
But,  frequently,  He  reminded  us 
That  the  choice  to  follow  Him 
Had  been  our  own. 
Nobody  ever  left; 
It  was  too  exciting, 
Too  compelling. 

Peter  spent  long  days  away  from  his  wife; 

Matthew  left  his  money; 
Judas  left  his  law  practice; 

James  left  our  father's  fishing  business. 
And,  in  our  leaving,  we  all  gained. 

Funny,  how  it  never  crossed  our  mind 

To  wonder  what  He  left. 
I  remember  the  day  He  raised  Lazarus  from  the  dead. 

And  believe  me,  Lazarus  was  dead. 
I  saw  it  with  my  own  eyes. 
Lazarus  walked  away  from  the  brink  of  big  shadows; 

And  we  were  all  afraid. 
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What  kind  of  power  tells  dead  men  to  eat,  sleep, 

And  breathe  again? 
He  told  us  then;  we  should  have  known. 

He  looked  at  the  people  and  said, 
"I  AM  THE  RESURRECTION." 
But  we  were  still  too  much  like  children; 

We  didn't  understand. 

I  remember  the  day  I  heard  Him  pray  over  the  bread  and  fish; 

I  saw  it  multiply,  and  divide  again. 
It  was  unnerving;  it  was  beautiful; 

Almost  like  Moses  and  the  manna. 

The  people  wanted  to  make  Him  a  bread  king; 

They  wanted  a  Hosanna  complete  with  coats 
And  tree  branches  at  His  feet. 
He  refused  the  titles 

And  talked  of  a  Kingdom  not  of  this  world. 
Then  He  said,  "I  would  to  God  that  I  could  pick  you  all  up 

In  My  arms  the  same  way  a  hen  gathers  up  little  chickens; 
But,  you  won't  let  Me. 

You  won't  let  Me." 
They  couldn't  understand  .  .  .  and,  like  children 

They  ridiculed  and  destroyed 

What  they  didn't  comprehend. 

I  remember  the  night  they  killed  Him. 

He  was  a  revolutionary; 
He  shouted  from  the  synagogue  steps 

That  His  message  didn't  bring  peace; 
It  brought  full-scale  war. 

So,  they  killed  Him. 

I  remember  the  way  He  looked  hanging  on  the  rough  Cross. 

He  was  tired  and  thirsty; 
He  was  all  the  things  humanity  would  ever  be — 

Hungry  .  .  .  Sad  .  .  .  Tortured  .  .  .  Brokenhearted. 
To  me  He  was  like  one  of  the  children  He  called  us. 

I  wanted  to  cry;  I  wanted  to  die,  too. 

I  wanted  to  do  all  those  things  that  one  feels  like  doing 
When  a  person  he  loves  is  suddenly  gone. 
I  remember  the  way  my  thoughts  tumbled 

Before  the  numbness  came — 
Then,  I  heard  Him  shout, 

"IT  IS  FINISHED." 
They  laid  Him  in  Joseph's  tomb, 

Said  all  the  right  prayers,  and  went  home 
Leaving  their  dreams  of  a  Kingdom  to  come 

Beside  a  big  stone. 

But,  He  did  it  .  .  .  just  like  He  said  ...  He  did  it. 

He  walked  away  from  the  brink  of  big  shadows; 
And  He  came  back  holding  our  dreams 

Of  the  promised  Kingdom. 

Then,  I  remembered  the  words, 

The  words  of  life  .  .  . 
"  I  AM  THE  RESURRECTION." 

I  am  .  .  . 
JOHN. 

By  WANDA  CATO  BRETT 
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ff  the  television  set,  hi-fi,  refrigerator,  or  some  other  costly  product  you  bought 
turns  out  to  be  defective  and  the  seller  won't  make  it  good,  there  are  several 
ways  by  which  you  can  get  your  money  back. 

You  can  bring  pressure  on  the  store  and  the  manufacturer.  You  can  get  the 
credit  card  company  to  get  after  the  store.  Or,  you  can  go  to  court.  Although 
sociologists  bemoan  the  fact  that  many  Americans  are  suing  each  other  at 
the  sound  of  a  dented  fender,  getting  your  money  back  on  defective  products 
may  be  the  appropriate  final  action. 

The  Small  Claims  Court — set  up  in  most  states — is  designed  for  your  type 
of  case.  Justice  is  simple.  No  lawyer  is  needed  and  the  process  is  relatively 
cheap.  Your  chances  of  winning  are  excellent. 
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However,  you  shouldn't  imme- 
diately rush  into  court  if  the 
merchandise  you  bought  is  defec- 
tive. The  obvious  thing  is  to 
first  complain  to  the  store  owner 
or  manager.  Do  it  in  person 
and  confirm  it  in  writing.  Make 
extra  copies  of  your  letters. 
You  may  need  them  later. 

If  the  store  refuses  an  ex- 
change or  a  refund,  write  to  the 
manufacturer.  Give  the  product 
model  and  number,  the  date  you 
bought  it,  how  it  failed,  and  de- 
tails of  your  efforts  to  get  satis- 
faction from  the  store. 

Because  manufacturers  value 
their  good  name,  and  don't  want 
bad  publicity,  they  will  often 
make  good. 

If  the  defective  merchandise 
you  bought  costs  fifty  dollars  or 
more,  and  you  bought  it  with 
your  credit  card,  you  have  an 
extra  advantage  in  getting  re- 
dress.  Under  federal  law,  the 
credit  card  company  is  required 
to  help  you  resolve  t"ie  dispute 
with  the  merchant. 

To  enforce  your  right,  you  must 
notify  the  credit  card  company 
of  the  dispute  within  sixty  days 
of  the  time  the  company  mails 
you  the  bill  for  the  item.  The 
credit  card  company  must  ac- 
knowledge receipt  of  your  letter 
within  thirty  days  from  the 
time  it  is  received. 

The  company  must  investi- 
gate your  complaint  promptly  and 
within  ninety  days  from  your 
letter  must  either:  (1)  credit  your 
account  for  the  price  of  the  de- 
fective goods,  or  (2)  explain  why 
you  will  not  be  credited  with 
the  amount  in  dispute. 

This  procedure  puts  the  cred- 
it card  company  on  your  side 
because  in  asking  the  merchant 
for  an  explanation,  they  are  re- 
stating your  complaint.   Conse- 
quently, the  store  owner  or 


manager  will  often  make  good  to 
avoid  a  long  letter  explaining 
why  the  store  will  not  replace  a 
defective  product. 

Even  if  the  credit  card  com- 
pany does  not  make  the  mer- 
chant take  back  or  exchange  the 
goods  (and  you've  gotten  no- 
where with  the  manufacturer) 
you  can  still  take  the  seller  to  the 
Small  Claims  Court.  This  court 
was  set  up  in  part  for  your  type 
of  complaint.   It  handles  land- 
lord-tenant cases,  small  damage 
claims,  and  retail  buyer-seller 
arguments. 

This  type  of  court  is  designed 
to  provide  a  simple  means  for 
resolving  uncomplicated  issues 
without  the  use  of  lawyers  and 
legal  motions  and  other  devices 
and  procedures  that  clog  up 
our  courts.  There  is  an  upper 
limit  in  the  amount  of  money 
(or  value)  you  may  recover  or  sue 
for — often  as  high  as  $750. 

Upon  visiting  the  court,  you 
will  have  to  answer  some  ques- 
tions on  a  "Plaintiffs  Statement," 
a  "Declaration  and  Order"  or 
some  such  similar  document.  This 
notice  or  declaration  becomes 
the  summons  and  is  served  on 
the  defendant — the  store.  There 
are  several  ways  of  serving  this 
summons.  You  can  serve  it 
yourself,  which  might  be  distaste- 
ful. You  can  have  a  court  em- 
ployee (marshal)  serve  it  by 
paying  a  small  fee,  or  it  may  be 
sent  by  certified  mail.  A  pri- 
vate legal  process  server  may  also 
be  used. 

The  defendant  is  usually  given 
from  twenty-one  to  thirty  days 
in  which  to  make  his  appearance 
in  court  to  defend  himself.  The 
specific  date  is  fixed  by  the  court 
clerk  when  you  file  your  com- 
plaint. 

Now,  having  filed  your  com- 
plaint and  paid  your  fee,  you  are 


assured  of  your  day  in  court. 
You  should   immediately   start 
preparing  your  case,  since  you 
are  your  own  lawyer. 

Get  all  your  sale  documents, 
canceled  checks,  copies  of  letters 
you've  written  to  the  store, 
and,   of  course,   the  warranty, 
guarantee,  or  other  evidence. 

On  the  day  of  your  "trial" 
check  in  with  the  court  clerk 
to  let  him  know  that  you  are 
present  and  ready  to  go. 

Once  your  case  is  called,  it 
must  be  resolved  that  day. 
There  are  no  adjournments.  No 
stenographic  record  is  kept.  All 
litigants  (and  witnesses)  are  sworn 
to  tell  the  truth  as  in  regular 
court,  but  in  the  Small  Claims 
Court  there  is  a  suspension  of 
the  rules  of  evidence  or  proce- 
dure, and  even  hearsay  is  al- 
lowed. The  judge  will  let  you  tell 
your  side  of  the  story  by  pre- 
senting your  evidence.  Then 
the  person  you  are  suing  gets  a 
chance  to  cross-examine  you. 
The  process  is  then  reversed,  and 
the  defendant  gets  to  tell  his 
story  and  you  can  cross-examine 
him. 

Generally,  if  the  warranty  was 
still  in  effect  at  the  time  you 
started  your  complaint,  the  store 
will  not  have  much  of  a  de- 
fense. The  judge  will  order  the 
store  to  exchange  the  item  or 
give  you  a  refund. 

Starting  an  action  in  the 
Small  Claims  Court  provides  a  ma- 
jor advantage  over  any  other 
course  of  action  you  might  take 
to  recover  your  money  or  get 
an  exchange.  When  the  store  re- 
ceives the  summons,  the  owner 
or  manager  might  decide  to  save 
himself  the  trouble  (and  bad 
publicity)  of  a  court  case  and  set- 
tle before  the  case  is  scheduled 
for  trial.  □ 
By  HENRY  DUVAL 
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Last  week  there  was  a  dis- 
play of  cocoons  and  butter- 
flies in  our  city  library.  I  was 
fascinated  to  learn  about  the 
silky  case  which  caterpillars 
weave  about  themselves  and 


how  they  go  through  a  striking 
change  of  form  while  in  the 
cocoon — a  metamorphosis,   a 
transformation  while  wrapped  in 
their  security  blanket. 

"How  like  we  humans,"  I 


smiled  to  the  lady  who  also 
stopped  to  observe. 

I  read  the  placards  by  each 
display  and  I  learned  how  the 
transformed  caterpillar  matures 
and  works  itself  loose  from  the 
cocoon  case,  coming  out  a  re- 
markably graceful  butterfly.  Ready 
to  spread  its  colorful  wings  and 
share  its  beauty  with  the  world. 

Right  now  I'm  in  my  own  co- 
coon stage,  finding  strength  from 
God  and  understanding  from 
the  Scriptures.  I  too  have  growing 
pains.  Personal  struggles  to  be- 
come the  new  creature. 

God  is  helping  me  to  become 
transformed  by  the  renewing  of 
my  mind — my  metamorphosis — as 
it  is  written  in  Romans   12:2. 

I'm  happy  and  excited  about 
the  ways  we  become  one  with 
Christ  when  we're  not  satisfied  to 
stay  in  the  worm  stage.  I  have 
a  transformation  to  complete.  Like 
the  caterpillar,  working  myself 
free  from  the  cocoon,   I  have 
work  to  do.  It's  great  to  know 
God's  help  is  available  and  that 
I'm  developing  a  rewarding  re- 
lationship with  Him.   D 

By  CLARICE  PULLEN 
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1980 

YOUR  YEAR 

TO  VISIT 

THE  HOLY  LAND 

BE  SURE  TO  SEE  IT  ALL-  FLY  ALIA! 


i.     -.^HOi 


There  is  no  more  exciting  place  in  all  the  world  for 
Christians  to  visit  than  the  Holy  Land  of  the  Old  and 
Mew  Testaments.  And,  there  is  no  better  time  than 
1980  to  make  your  pilgrimage  to  Jerusalem,  the  Sea 
of  Galilee,  Bethlehem,  Jericho  and  many  other  unfor- 
gettable sites.  The  entire  Holy  Land  is  accessible  four 
times  weekly  from  the  United  States  on  Alia  The  Royal 
Jordanian  Airline.   Luxurious  747  aircraft  whisk  you 
and  your  companions  to  Amman,   gateway  to  the 
entire  floly  Land  every  Monday,  Wednesday,  Thurs- 
day and  Saturday  evening.  There, 
you  find  easy  access  to  both  banks 
of  the  River  Jordan,    including 
the  old-walled  city  of  Jerusa- 
lem.   From  Amman,    you 
may  also  explore  such 


history-rich  sites  as  the  Greco-Roman  city  of  Jerash, 
and  the  Mabatean  city  of  Petra,  carved  into  red  rock 
mountains  2,000  years  ago. 

All  over  north  America,  church  groups  and  organi- 
zations are  now  making  plans  for  their  1980  pilgrim- 
ages to  the  Holy  Land.  Fares  and  arrangements  have 
never  been  priced  lower,  and  travel  has  never  been 
made  so  easy,  thanks  to  Alias  direct  USA/Jordan  747 
flights.  Send  today  for  information —  Alias  regional 
offices  in  the  U.S.A.  and  Canada  are  working  very 
_  closely  with  leading  tour  operators 

and  travel  agents  to  package  a 
tour  which  fits  your  budget  and 
travel   needs.   Alia— All  You 
need  to  Remember  About 
Holy  Land  Travel! 


THE  ROYAL  JORDANIAN  AIRLINE 


Yes  our  church  is  interested  in  making  a  1980  Pilgrimage  to  The  Holy  Land.  Please  send  information 
at  no  obligation.  jl-iso 


NAME. 


TITLE: 


CHURCH  NAME  OR  ORGANIZATION:. 
STREET: 


CITY,  STATE:. 
TELEPHONE: 


ZIP: 


Area  Code 


Mail  to:  Holy  Land  Travel  Information  Service  c/o  Alia  The  Royal  Jordanian  Airline 
Post  Office  Drawer  "A"  Carle  Place,  New  York  11514 
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Stories 


The  commander  wants  to 
see  you."  Claudius  Rufus 
jerked  a  thumb  over  his  shoulder 
to  emphasize  the  point. 

"Did  he  say  why?"  Marcelinus 
tried  to  sound  calm  as  he 
asked  it,  but  he  could  guess.  He 
had  felt  uneasy  about  that 
affair  ever  since  the  Temple  priests 
had  bribed  his  men. 

"No,  but  he  sounded  furious. 
|  You'd  better  get  in,  double 
time." 

Marcelinus  went  through 
the  door  to  face  grim  old  Sergius 
Lucius,  the  commander  whose 
face  showed  sunburned  wrinkles 
and  slow  frustration  from 
twenty  years  of  watching  over  the 
troublesome  land  of  Judea. 
Now,  however,  he  looked  almost 
relaxed. 

Marcelinus  saluted.  The  com- 
mander didn't  rise,   even 
though  he  returned  the  salute. 

"At  ease,  Centurion,"  the 
commander  snapped,  but  didn't 
seem  to  relax  any  more  him- 
self. "I  want  to  know  about  that 
business  at  the  tomb." 

Marcelinus  sighed  inwardly.  He'd 
been  afraid  of  that  all  along. 

"First  off,"  the  commander  said, 
"I'd  like  to  know  why  you 
wouldn't  take  the  money  the  priests 
offered  you." 

"There  are  reasons." 

"But  all  your  men  took  the 
money.  They  all  said  what  these 
accursed  Jews  told  them  to 
say.  Why  not  you?" 

Marcelinus  shrugged.  "Sir, 
I  cannot  take  the  money." 

"We'll  make  sure  none  of 
M  this  reaches  the  ears  of  Pilate,  if 
;    that's  what  troubles  you." 

"It's  not  that.  ..." 

"What  then?" 

"I  just  can't  take  the  money." 

"I  never  knew  you  loved 
that  Galilean  so  well!" 
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"I  don't.  But  I  love 
truth.  .  .  ." 

"Ah,  but  what  is  truth?" 

Marcelinus  blinked  but  said 
nothing.  It  seemed  someone 
else  had  used  the  same  words  not 
too  long  ago. 

"You  said  He  was  innocent,"  the 
commander  said  flatly. 

Marcelinus  still  said  nothing. 

"And  then  you  said  He 
was  the  Son  of  God.  Just  what 
did  you  mean  by  that?" 

Marcelinus  shrugged  again. 

"Surely  you  must  have 
meant  something." 

"I  hardly  knew  what  I 
meant  at  the  time.  But  I  know 
this  much,  Commander,  He 
was  no  ordinary  man." 

The  commander  sighed. 
"Don't  I  know  that?  We've  had 
nothing  but  trouble  since  this 
whole  thing  started.  Then  that 
strange  affair  at  the  tomb." 

He  doesn't  know  how  strange, 
Marcelinus  thought. 

"I  don't  think  the  men 
slept  on  duty,"  Lucius  went  on  as 
though  speaking  to  himself, 
"but  then  as  to  what  really  hap- 
pened ...  I  ...  I  just  don't 
know.  .  .  ." 

"And  what  are  we  to  do  about 
it,  Commander?" 

"We?  Nothing.  Take  the  money 
and  say  whatever  they  tell 
you!" 

"Sir,  I  cannot  swear  to 
what  I  know  to  be  false." 

"Then  dismiss  it  from  your 
mind!  That's  an  order!" 

Sensing  the  interview  was 
over,  Marcelinus  saluted,  spun  on 
his  heel  and  marched  out. 

Rufus  was  still  waiting  at  the 
door. 

"Was  it  about  .  .  .  what  I  think 
it  was?"  he  asked.  ".  .  .  That 
affair  at  the  tomb?" 


"It  was."  Marcelinus  didn't 
want  to  talk  about  it. 

"You  still  won't  take  the 
money?" 
"I  won't." 
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"The  more  fool  you." 

"I  won't  betray  those  who  did, 
if  that's  your  concern.  I  just 
can't  swear  to  a  lie." 

Rufus  gave  the  other  a 
puzzled  frown,  but  said  no  more. 

Marcelinus  still  didn't  know 
what  to  do  when,  forty  days  later, 
word   reached   him  of  an 
event  at  the  Mount  of  Olives. 

When  Sergius  Lucius  called 
him  in,  Marcelinus  felt  sure  it 
would  be  something  about 
that  event  at  the  tomb.  The 
commander  scowled  fiercely. 

"Centurion,  we  have  reports  of 
a  large  gathering — maybe  a 
revolt — at  the  Mount  of  Olives. 
I  want  you  to  investigate." 

"Shall  I  take  my  legion  .  .  .?" 

"That  won't  be  necessary. 
You  and  Rufus  go." 

Marcelinus  saluted,  turned  and 
walked  away.  He'd  been 
avoiding  Rufus  lately.  It  seemed 
they  disagreed  on  too  many 
things. 

But  now  all  Claudius  Rufus 
said  was,  "Let's  be  going." 

Marcelinus  nodded  and  they 
marched  out  of  the  city  together. 

It  was  uncannily  still  as 
they  came  to  the  mountain. 
Marcelinus    expected  at  least  a  low 
murmur  of  voices  with  so 
many  people,  but  all  of  them 
seemed  to  be  listening  to  the 
Man  facing  them. 

Then  the  centurion  stopped 
and  looked  at  Him  more  closely. 
No,  it  couldn't  be. 

And  yet,  somehow,   despite 
everything  the  centurion's 
reason  told  him,  he  knew  it  was. 

The  Man  was  speaking. 
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"For  John  truly  baptized  with 
water,"  he  said,  "but  you  shall 
be  baptized  with  the  Holy  Ghost 
not  many  days  hence." 

"Lord,"  someone  in  the  crowd 
called  out,  "will  You  at  this 

CONTINUED  ON  PAGE  21 
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THE  DAY  I  STOPPED  BEING  A 


Christian 


The  other  day  I  got  mad.  I 
mean  really  mad.  My  anger 
was  more  or  less  directed  at  God. 
Kind  of  hard  to  explain. 

It  all  started  when  I  came  home 
with  two  D's  on  my  report 
card. 

I  shifted  my  weight  from 
one  foot  to  the  other  while  my 


mother  stared  in  disbelief.  Fi- 
nally she  said,  "I  really  expect 
more  of  you,  Jeff,  because 
you're  a  Christian." 

That  really  got  to  me.  It 
was  just  like  I  was  supposed  to 
be  perfect.  No  mistakes  al- 
lowed. 

Next  morning  on  the  way 


to  school  it  hit  me  again.  This  kid 
down  the  block  who  is  always 
acting  so  smart  made  a  nasty 
comment.  I  guess  the  fire 
flashed  in  my  eyes  because  Jack, 
my  best  friend,  grabbed  my 
arm.  "Hey,  cool  it.  OK?  You're 
a  Christian,  remember?" 

Remember?  Like  I  wanted  to 
forget  it.  Right  then.  And 
right  now.  I  was  tired  of  hearing 
you  can't  say  this,  you  can't 
say  that,  or  you  shouldn't  think 
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this.    Rules!    Obligations!   Ex- 
pectations! I  was  sick  of  the 
whole  scene. 

"I  think  I'll  just  stop  being 
a  Christian,"  I  said  out  loud.  That 
decision  was  made  at  ten 
o'clock  at  night,  following  a  lengthy 
discussion  with  my  parents 
during  which  I  learned   I  was 
grounded  for  two  weeks. 

As  I  got  ready  for  bed,   I 
reached   for  my   Bible.   Then 
stopped.  No  sense  reading  that. 
Now  that  I  wasn't  a  Christian. 

When  I  went  downstairs  to  tell 
my  folks  good  night,   I 
cringed  when  Mom  said, 
"God  bless  you,  Son." 

She  always  said  that,  every 
night  since  I  could  remember.  I 
wanted  to  tell  her  God  wasn't 
going  to  bless  me  anymore,  but 
I  didn't  say  a  word.  I  merely 
trudged  back  upstairs,  my  step  not 
as  light  as  it  had  been  a  few 
minutes  before. 

I  lay  in  the  darkness  of 
my  room,  my  thoughts  forming  into 
a  prayer.  It  just  sort  of  came 
out  that  way.  Stop,  I  admonished 
myself.  No  point  in  praying. 
God's  not  going  to  listen  anyway. 
Not  now.  Well,  that  would 
certainly  save  a  few  winks,  but 
sleep  was  a  long  time  coming. 

Next  morning  I  woke  to  find 
the  sun  peeking  through  a 
crack  in  my  window  shade. 

"Hey,  what  a  beautiful 
morning,"  I  said  aloud,  springing 
out  of  bed. 

I  started  whistling  as  I  pulled 
on  my  Levis.  Then  I  realized 
I  was  whistling  "Let's  Just  Praise 
the  Lord." 

"Oh  no."  I  doubled  up  my  fists. 
"I  can't  whistle  that." 

But  there  was  a  funny  kind  of 
feeling  in  the  pit  of  my 
stomach.  Sort  of  the  feeling  you 
get  when  you're  homesick. 


I  raced  down  the  steps,  grabbed 
a  bowl  and  the  box  of  cere- 
al. Sat  down  and  bowed  my  head. 

"Thank  You  for  this  food. 
..."  I  stopped  midsentence.  I 
couldn't  thank  God  for  my 
food.  Couldn't  be  a  hypocrite,  now, 
could  I? 

I  gulped  down  my  cereal  and 
bolted  out  the  door. 

Met  Jack  on  the  way  to  school. 

"Hey,"  Jack  said,  shifting 
his  books  to  the  other  arm.  "I  have 
that  tough  math  test  first 
period.  How  'bout  praying  for  me?" 

"Sure  thing,"  I  answered, 
before  remembering.  But  I  didn't 
say  anything  to  Jack.  How 
could  I  tell  him  I  wasn't  going  to 
be  a  Christian  anymore  when 
it  was  I  who  had  led  him  to  Christ 
just  last  year?  I'd  have  to 
wait  and  tell  him  later. 

"You  know,"  he  said  as  we 
neared  school  and  saw  two  fresh- 
man  boys  out  on  a  side 
street.   "We  should   be  wit- 
nessing to  those  boys  over 
there,  telling  them  how  they  need 
Jesus." 

I  gulped.  "Yeah,  you're  right, 
Jack.  We'll  have  to  do  that 
sometime."        I  let  the  subject 
drop.  What  else  could  I  do? 

We  started  across  the  street.  Jack 
stopped  just  as  a  car  came 
speeding  around  the  corner. 

"Who  on  earth  is  driving 
like  that  around  a  school?  Man, 
if  God  hadn't  been  watching 
out  for  us,  we  could  have  been 
hit!" 

I  looked  at  Jack  and  saw  the 
earnestness  in  his  face,  the 
love  of  Jesus  shining  in  his  eyes. 
Knowing  the  Lord  had  made 
a  big  difference  in  his  life.  Before, 
he  had  hated  his  home.  His 
parents  fought  all  the  time  and 
his  dad  drank  a  lot.  Now, 
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Jerry  Williams  carried  a  small 
metal  box  to  school.  He  had 
made  the  box  himself  and 
sealed  it  closed.  Nine  small, 
colored  light  bulbs  built  into  the 
top  flashed  on  and  off.  The 
box  had  no  other  features  except 
for  the  lights.  There  wasn't 
even  a  switch  to  shut  off  the 
flashing  bulbs. 

Several  of  his  classmates 
gathered  around  the  mysterious 
box.   They  watched  the  lights 
flash  and  tried  to  discover  its 
purpose. 

"It's  some  sort  of  clock,"  Davy 
ventured. 

Frank  timed  the  flashes.  "No," 
he  decided.  "The  lights  don't 
blink  regularly  enough  to  measure 
time." 

Jill  put  the  metal  box  to  her 
ear.  She  listened  for  a  moment 
and   returned   it  to  Jerry.   "It 


doesn't  make  a  noise.  What 
does  it  do?" 

"It's  a  do-nothing  box. 
There's  a  battery  sealed  inside. 
The  battery  powers  the  bulbs 
which  flash  on  and  off  at  ran- 
dom." 

"And  that's  all  it  does?" 

"That's  all  it  does.  The  bulbs 
will  flash  for  a  year — until  the 
battery  runs  down." 

A  do-nothing  box!   You've 
seen  people  like  that.  They  attract 
a  lot  of  attention  but  when  it's 
all  over  they've  not  accomplished 
much. 

Many  people  new  to  Christ 
want  to  do  great  things  in  His 
name.  When  they  fall  short  of 
what  they   think  are   great 
things,  they  despair  of  ever 
doing  anything  for  Christ.  But  this 
is  a  mistaken  idea.  Little  things 
show  commitment  to  Christ,  and 
they  are  within  our  ability. 


Alan  Chburn  Photo 

Little  things  do  make  a  differ- 
ence! An  art  student  had  com- 
pleted an  oil  painting  of  a  house, 
but  the  building  looked  cold 
and  lifeless.  He  explained  to  his 
art  teacher,  "I  wanted  to  show 
the  building  full  of  life,  but  I 
can't  seem  to  accomplish  that." 

The  teacher  took  a  brush  and 
added  a  dab  of  white  to  the 
windows  for  curtains,  dusty  blue 
smoke  drifting  from  the 
chimney,  and  a  dot  of  red  for 
a  rubber  ball  left  at  the  side  of 
the  yard. 

These  were  little  details,  but 
they  changed  the  house  from 
a  lifeless  building  into  a  home 
with  a  family  inside. 

Little  chings?  Consider  the  wasp 
which  weighs  less  than  one 
twentieth  of  an  ounce.  When  it 
stung  the  driver  of  an  automo- 
bile, the  car  careened  across  the 
street.  The  driver  tried  to  re- 
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cover  but  couldn't.  His  automobile 
slammed  into  a  parked  car. 
The  driver  wasn't  seriously  in- 
jured, but  the  crash  totaled 
both  automobiles.  The  tiny  wasp 
destroyed  two  cars,  each  weigh- 
ing more  than  three  thousand 
pounds! 

It's  the  little  things  which  show 
that  our  goal  is  serving  Christ. 
A  bumper  sticker  may  say  "God 
Is  Love,"  but  unless  the  driver 
is  courteous,   he  accomplishes 
nothing.  A  student  may  talk 
about  the  importance  of  every 
person's  soul  on  Sunday,  but  if 
he  fails  to  put  these  words  into 
action  on  Monday  by  being 
friendly  to  the  new  student,  his 
statements  mean  nothing. 

Little  things.   At  a  crowded 
cafeteria  table,  would  you  make 
room  for  another  person  to  sit  by 
you?  During  class  change,  when 
the  halls  are  packed,  a  student 
trips  and  his  books  spread 
across  the  corridor.  Would  you 
stop  to  help  him  retrieve  them? 
A  classmate  misses  a  week  of 
school  and  needs  help  making 
up  his  homework.  Would  you  be 
happy  to  help? 

The  Bible  says  that  a  small  bit 
turns  the  horse,  and  a  ship 
driven  by  fierce  winds  is  con- 
trolled by  a  small  rudder,  and  the 
smallest  spark  kindles  a  great 
fire  (see  James  3:3-5). 

You  wouldn't  expect  to  drive 
a  nail  with  a  single  blow,  nor  ex- 
pect to  win  a  soul  with  a  single 
word.  Little  things  always  count 
— especially  if  they  are  done 
often  enough!   □ 

By  JOHN  HUDSON  TINER 


THE  SOLDIER  WHO 
WOULDN'T  BE  BRIBED 

(Continued  from  page  17) 

time  restore  the  Kingdom  to  Isra- 
el?" 

Marcelinus  listened  carefully,  but 
gave  no  sign  of  what  he 
thought.  Was  it  to  be  open  rebel- 
lion after  all? 

"It  is  not  for  you  to  know  the 
times  or  seasons  which  the 
Father  has  set  by  His  own  au- 
thority," the  Man  said.  "But  you 
shall  be  My  witnesses  both 
in  Jerusalem  and  in  all  Judea  and 
in  Samaria  and  unto  the 
uttermost  parts  of  the  earth." 

As  Marcelinus  and  the 
others  watched,  He  began  to  rise 
into  the  air. 

The  centurion  wasn't  even  aware 
someone  else  had  joined  the 
throng  until  a  voice  said,  "Men 
of  Galilee,  why  do  you  stand 
gazing  up  into  heaven?  This  same 
Jesus  will  return  even  as  you 
saw  Him  go." 

Marcelinus  turned  and  saw 
two  men  in  dazzling  white  robes 
standing  nearby. 

Then  they  were  also  gone.  Rufus 
tapped  him  on  the  shoulder. 

"What  do  you  make  of  this?" 

Marcelinus  shrugged.  It 
seemed  to  have  become  a  habit 
of  his  lately. 

"But  what  are  we  to  tell  the 
commander?" 

"We'll  tell  him  the  crowd 
disbanded  peacefully."  Already  the 
group  was  beginning  to  drift 
apart  and  flow  back  into  Jerusalem. 
"He  probably  wouldn't  believe 
the  rest  anyway." 

I  can  hardly  believe  it  myself, 
he  added  silently.  Why  did  it  happen 
this  way?  Why? 

"Hadn't  we  seen  that  Man 
somewhere  else?"  Rufus  said 
gently. 


"Eh?  Yes.   We  crucified 
Him  not  much  more  than  forty 
days  past!" 

"What?  Are  you  mad?"  Rufus 
stared  at  the  other,  disbelief 
written  in  every  line  of  his  face. 

"I  don't  know  ...  I  don't 
know."  Marcelinus  was  beginning 
to  doubt  his  own  sanity,  but 
somehow  he  couldn't  let  the  mat- 
ter rest.  "He  didn't  stay  dead. 
I  know  that  much." 

"Forget  it!"  Rufus  snapped. 

"I  can't.  There's  something  here 
I  just  don't  understand.  I  feel 
He  did  it  somehow  for  me.  I  just 
don't  know." 

"Then  forget  it!"  Rufus  repeated. 

"I  can't!" 

They  turned  and  marched  back 
into  the  city  together — Rufus 
with  a  look  of  bewildered  anger 
on  his  face,  Marcelinus  feeling 
puzzled  yet  determined.  There 
was  something  which  he  didn't  un- 
derstand, and  he  didn't  like 
not  understanding  it. 

But  he  would  keep  searching. 

"One  of  these  days,"  Mar- 
celinus said  to  himself,  "I'll 
find  the  answer."   □ 

By  WALLY  KENNICUTT 
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The  Glass  House 


Ever  envy  people  who  live 
in  glass  houses? 
They  don't  throw  stones. 
Neither  do  they  completely  express 
themselves  in  word  or  action. 
They  must  be  all  things  to  all 
people. 

The  glass  house  is  certainly  not 
the  easiest  place  to  live! 

Glass  house  people  must  be 
about  the  Father's  business. 
They  must  visit  day  and  night  and 
still  be  available  for  personal 
counseling,  both  with  members  and 
with  the  general  public. 

They  must  be  "instant  in  season 
and  out  of  season,"  to  teach, 
preach,  direct  Bible  studies,  prepare 
broadcasts,  play  music,  sing 
the  latest  songs,  write  articles,  visit 
nursing  homes,  make  hospital 
calls,  marry  lovers,  bury  the  dead, 
and  attend  all  community 
functions. 

They  must  keep  a  clean 
house  and  be  well  groomed  at  all 
times.  Not  too  well  groomed 
or  they  may  be  accused  of  being 
better  than  others.  They  must 
never  be  too  tired  or  too  busy; 
but,  if  they  are  not  tired  or 
busy,  then  someone  may  suggest 
they  have  nothing  to  do. 
They  aren't  really  earning  their 
wages. 

The  glass  house  is  not  the  easiest 
place  to  live! 

The  telephone  rings  often  at  the 
glass  house.  A  few  moments 
of  chitchat  about  the  kids,  the 
weather,  or  shopping  and  the 
caller  pauses  with  a  trace  of  mar- 
tyrdom in  the  voice,  saying, 
"I  want  to  apologize  for  annoying 
you   last  night." 


You  are  blank.  You  think,  What 
is  she  talking  about? 

"Annoying  me?  I  don't  know 
what  you're  referring  to." 

"Well,  you  had  this  expression 
on  your  face.  There  were 
others  who  saw  it  too.  I  knew  you 
were  annoyed." 

You  feel  a  sinking,  sick  feeling 
in  the  pit  of  your  stomach. 
Inwardly  you  cry,  "Oh,  God,  not 
again."  Outwardly,  you  explain 
that  you  really  didn't  wear  that 
look  intentionally.  You  were 
not  aware  that  you  were  making 
such  an  expression.  You  are 
sorry  for  her  being  hurt.  On  and 
on  the  endless  reassuring. 

Words  from  the  Scripture:  "And 
let  us  not  be  weary  in  well 
doing:  for  in  due  season  we  shall 
reap,   if  we  faint  not"  (Gala- 
tians  6:9).  You  remember 
them  and  they  minister  to  you  at 
this  time. 

The  glass  house.  It's  not  the 
easiest  place  to  live. 

Glass  house  people  hear  many 
complaints.  About  frivolous 
things.   About  the  person  who 
monopolizes  Bible  study. 
Cheerfully  you   agree   it  is  a 
problem.  Guess  who  gets  the  job 
of  gently  bringing  the  discus- 
sion back  to  love,  joy,  and 
peace? 

Almost  in  despair,  you  turn 
on  the  radio  and  a  beautiful  voice, 
anointed  by  the  Holy  Spirit, 
wings  its  way  into  your  heart:  "It's 
not  the  one  who  runs  the 
swiftest,  nor  the  one  who  shines 
for  a  day  .  .  .  But  the  one 
who  endureth  to  the  end,  He 
...  he  shall  be  saved." 


You  feel  a  renewing  flutter  in 
your  spirit.  Faintly,  that  heart 
cry  of  despair  changes  to  praise 
and  with  a  "Hallelujah,"  you 
know  you  can  go  another  mile. 

Past  scenes  rush  through 
your  mind:  A  call  in  the  night. 
Child  delirious  with  fever. 
Parents  distraught  with  fear,  turning 
to  you  for  help.  With  faith 
in  the  healing  power  of  Jesus 
Christ,   you  saw  health 
miraculously  restored. 

A  troubled  youth  who  had  no 
direction  for  his  life.  Desperate. 
You  lead  him  to  Jesus,  the 
Way,  the  Truth  and  the  Life. 

Young  couple  who  came 
with  anguish  on  their  face  because 
of  problems  in  their  marriage. 
They  left  with  hands  clasped  and 
with  a  smile  of  victory. 

A  man  separated  from  family 
because  of  employment,  stopping 
by  the  glass  house  and  ob- 
serving, "It  is  so  peaceful  here." 

You  make  a  new  commit- 
ment and  say,  "Thank  You,  God, 
for  the  privilege  of  living  and 
serving  in  the  glass  house." 

Then  you  get  the  window 
cleaner  and  with  joy  and  gladness 
you  shine  the  glass  house. 
You  want  all  to  see  the  Spirit's 
fruit  growing  inside. 

It's  not  an  easy  place  to  live 
.  .  .  this  glass  house  .  .  . 
but  it's  a  good  place.   [ 

By  EVELYN  ENIX  BATT 
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Lamar  Vest,  Assistant  General  Director  of  Youth 
and  Christian  Education 

FRIENDSHIP 


George  Washington  once  said,  "True  friendship  is  a  plant  of  slow  growth, 
and  must  undergo  and  withstand  the  shocks  of  adversity,  before  it  is  entitled 
to  the  appellation." 

Friendship  is  defined  as  "the  state  of  being  friends."  That's  fine,  but  what 
is  a  friend? 

According  to  Webster,  our  word  friend  is  derived  from  two  Old  English 
words:  freon,  meaning  "to  love,"  and  freo,  meaning  "free."  Webster  goes  on 
to  define  a  friend  as  "one  attached  to  another  by  affection  or   esteem." 

In  order  to  grow  the  plant  of  friendship,  you  must  first  plant  the  seed. 
How?  "A  man  that  hath  friends  must  shew  himself  friendly"  (Proverbs  18:24). 
This  is  a  continual  process.  You  must  keep  on  being  friendly,  overcoming 
any  obstacles  that  may  lie  in  the  path. 

After  the  seed  of  friendship  has  been  planted,  it  must  then  be  cultivated. 
"A  friend  loveth  at  all  times"  (Proverbs  17:17).  Love  and  loyalty — constant, 
unshakable  love  and  loyalty— will  cause  the  plant  to  start  growing.  Slowly  at 
first,  but  steadily.  The  friendship  of  Jonathan  and  David  is  a  classic  example. 
Their  friendship  grew  strong  and  steady,  even  in  the  midst  of  adversity. 

Another  necessity  in  cultivating  the  plant  of  friendship  is  respect.  Respect 
will  help  keep  the  lines  of  communication  open  between  friends.  Respect 
goes  hand  in  hand  with  love,  loyalty,  and  honesty.  "And  the  Lord  spake 
unto  Moses  face  to  face,  as  a  man  speaketh  unto  his  friend"  (Exodus  33:11). 

Not  only  must  the  plant  be  cultivated,  but  it  must  also  be  guarded.  There 
are  weeds  that  will  come  in  and  try  to  destroy  the  plant  of  friendship. 
Distrust,  gossip,  and  backbiting  are  three  of  the  more  prominent  weeds. 
Watch  out  for  these  weeds;  they  must  be  destroyed  as  soon  as  they  rear 
their  ugly  heads.  "A  whisperer  separateth  chief  friends"  (Proverbs  16:28). 
And  "he  that  repeateth  a  matter  separateth  very  friends"  (Proverbs  17:9). 

Friendship  is  a  jewel  to  be  treasured.  Do  not  take  it  for  granted.  Plant  the 
seed  of  friendship.  Cultivate  it.  Guard  your  plant  jealously.  Let  nothing 
destroy  it.  Remember,  "greater  love  hath  no  man  than  this,  that  a  man  lay 
down  his  life  for  his  friends"  (John  15:13). 

Jesus  did  just  that.  Keep  the  Son  shining! 
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News  0  Views 


rat  Department 
of  Youth  and  Christian 
Education 

Compiled  by  Son/la  Lee  Hunt 


IN  MY  OPINION  .  .  . 
OPPORTUNITIES  IN 
THE  WORLD  OF  ART 

After  working  in  the  field  of  art 
for  thirteen  years,  I  still  find  it  to  be 
an  exciting  and  rewarding  expe- 
rience. I'm  amazed  at  the  number  of 
creative  young  artists  that  are 
emerging  today.  However,  there  are  al- 
ways demands  for  young  talent 
in  various  fields  of  art:  illustration, 
magazine  layout,  book  cover  de- 
sign, and  advertising.  Select  the  one 
you  like  best  or  the  one  that  fits 
your  special  talents,  but  you  should  also 


try  to  develop  diversified  skills. 

Many  young  artists  think  that  being 
able  to  paint  well  is  all  they  need 
to  know.  From  the  commercial  artist's 
standpoint,  this  is  only  the  be- 
ginning. Painting  on  canvas  is 
only  a  stepping-stone  in  commercial  art. 
Even  for  history's  greatest  artists 
one  lifetime  has  proven  too  short  to 
learn  all  there  is  to  know  about 
this  ever-changing  field. 

If  you  have  art  talent,  I  chal- 
lenge you  to  use  it.  It  can  be  one  of 
the  most  profitable  and  rewarding 
experiences  of  your  life.  □ 

— Ledarral  Brumley 
(NOTE:  Ledarral  Brumley  is  head  of  the 
Art  Department  for  the  Church  of 
God  Publishing  House.) 

"MY  FAVORITE  PLACE" 

My  favorite  place  for  spiritual  guidance 
and  fellowship  is  my  church. 
Church  is  where  I  get  in  touch  with  my 
spiritual  and  social  needs.  Where  I 
talk  to  the  Lord  without  outside 
disturbances. 

At  the  beginning  of  each  ser- 
vice, spiritual  songs  correspond  to  the 
message  that  is  to  be  preached. 
These  songs  tune  in  the  church 
audience  even  as  a  musician  would  tune 
his  instrument.  The  sermons  are 
on  a  down-to-earth  level.  People 
participate.  They  use  such  terms  as 


"Hallelujah,"  and  "Amen."  At  the 
end  of  the  service  there  is  always  op- 
portunity for  me  to  get  in  touch 
with  my  Lord  at  the  altar. 

Service  over,  my  friends  and 
I  go  to  a  restaurant  for  great  Christian 
fellowship.  I  have  friends  at  church 
who  are  willing  to  help  me  through 
good  and  bad  times.  These  friends 
are  never  self-centered  or 
conceited. 

Here  too  I  have  a  chance  to  date 
Christian  girls,  something  vitally 
important  in  terms  of  marriage. 

Church  helps  me  find  where  I 
stand  with  God  and  myself.  It  tends  to 
my  spiritual  and  social  needs  so 
I  can  live  a  happy  life.  Z 

— Alan  Bagley 
(Alan  Bagley  is  a  student  at  Christopher- 
Newport  College  in  Newport  News, 
Virginia.  He  has  worked  in  his  church's 
day-care  center  and  presently 
serves  as  president  of  his  Sunday 
school  class.  He  wrote  these 
words  for  a  paper.  Significant  thoughts.) 


TEXAS  TEEN  GAINS 
HONORS 

Her  name  belies  her  talents — 
Linette  Small. 

The  daughter  of  a  Church  of 
God  minister,  Linette  has  "lived  all  over 
Texas."  And  even  though  her 
lifestyle  has  been  somewhat  unsettled, 
she  seems  to  have  it  all  together. 

Linette  came  to  Graham  (Texas)  High 
School  in  March,  1979,  and  soon 
became  involved  in  journalism,  winning 
first  place  in  a  feature  writing  con- 
test. Linette,  who  sings,  plays  the  piano, 
and  does  dramatic  readings,  also 
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won  second  place  in  the  Voice  of  De- 
mocracy contest  and  was  second 
runner-up  in  the  Ail-American  pageant. 
A  member  of  the  National  Honor 
Society  and  Quill  and  Scroll,  Linette  is 
president  of  the  Graham  National 
Forensic  League  and  serves  as  reporter 
for  DECA.  She  is  a  member  of 
Thespians  and  was  named  to  Who's 
Who  in  English  and  history.  In  ad- 
dition, she  works  part  time  at  the  local 
newspaper. 

At  her  church  Linette  sings  in  the 
choir,  is  president  of  the  youth 
group  and  was  voted  best  all-around 
senior  girl.  After  graduation  she 
plans  to  attend  Lee  College  in  Cleve- 
land, Tennessee.  □ 

Report  items  of  news  and  interest 
to:  Department  of  Youth  and  Chris- 
tian Education,  "Action  News  and 
Views,"  Keith  and  25th  Streets, 
Cleveland,  TN  37311.   O 

WASHINGTON  FOR 
JESUS 

More  than  one  million  Christians  of 
all  denominations  are  making 
plans  to  march  on  our  nation's  capital. 
April  29,  1980,  will  be  a  day  of 
repentance  and  prayer  for  those  in 
leadership  and  authority.  A  giant 
youth  rally  is  scheduled  on  the 
preceding  night,  April  28,  in  RFK 
Stadium  for  a  prayer  and  praise  session 
from  6  p.m.  until  midnight.  Tens 
of  thousands  of  pastors  will  also  meet 
in  one  place,  at  one  time,  in  one 
name,  Jesus  Christ! 

Make  plans  to  attend.  You  may 
still  have  time.  Write:  "Washington  for 
Jesus,"  P.O.  Box  62524,  Virginia 
Beach,  VA  23462  or  call  toll  free 
1-800-446-8306.  □ 

THE  DAY  I  STOPPED 
BEING  A  CHRISTIAN 

(Continued  from  page  19) 

Jack  managed  to  put  up  with  a 

lot  of  uncomfortable  things 

and  love  his  parents  in  the  spirit 

of  Jesus.  He  really  needed 

the  Lord.  Me?  That  was  different. 

Just  then  Mary  Beth,  a  girl 
who  goes  to  our  church  youth 
group,  came  rushing  up.  "Oh, 
Jeff,  you've  just  got  to  pray  with 


me.  It's  my  sister.  She's  on 
drugs  again." 

Her  eyes  were  serious.  I  knew 
her  sister  was  a  real  concern. 
We  had  prayed  many  times  in  the 
past  that  her  family  would 
accept  the  Lord. 

I  couldn't  believe  it.  No 
matter  how  hard  I  tried,  every 
turn  I  made  brought  a  re- 
minder of  God.  I  had  never  real- 
ized before  just  how  many 
times  a  day  I  think  of  the  Lord, 
or  turn  to  Him  with  a  re- 
quest or  a  thought. 

Mary  Beth  was  still  waiting 
and  looking  at  me  strangely. 
"Jeff?"  she  finally  said. 
"Do  you  feel  OK?" 

"Yeah,  I'm  all  right.  Sure, 
I'll  pray  for  your  sister." 

I  turned  and  hurried  up 
the  steps  and  into  the  building. 
I  had  a  funny  feeling  inside. 
Sort  of  an  awakening,  a  sudden 
awareness.   Who  had  I  been 
trying  to  fool? 

I  needed  Jesus,  too.  He  was 
a  very  real  part  of  me,  a  vital 
part  of  my  life.  He  wasn't 
something  I  could  turn  on  and  off 
like  a  faucet.  I'd  given  up 
my  will  to  Christ  that  warm  July 
afternoon  three  years  ago  at 
summer  camp,  and  I  was  going 
to  belong  to  Him  forever. 
There  was  just  no  two  ways  about 
it. 

Maybe  it  had  all  been  a  test 
for  me.  Aren't  Christians 
supposed  to  be  stronger  because 
they  have  the  strength  of  the 
Lord  to  lift  them  up? 

Well  .  .  .  I'll  just  have  to 
put  up  with  a  few  things  from  now 
on.  I  might  have  to  turn  the 
other  cheek  occasionally,  even  get 
prayer  support  from  Jack. 

I  have  a  lot  of  growing  and 
learning  to  do.  A  whole  lot. 
But  I'm  going  to  do  it  with  the 
Lord.   □ 
By  BIRDIE  L.  ETCHISON 
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Call  of  the  Master 


I  never  thought  much  about  my  life.  No  reason 
to.  I  was  one  girl  out  of  seven  children  in 
our  family.  Just  another  kid. 

My  daily  routine  was  to  sleep  until  eight  o'clock, 
play  three  hours  of  basketball,  and  sit  outside  in  the 
backyard. 

Yet,  I  was  forever  chasing  rainbows.  I'd  sit  under 
a  tree  and  dream  of  what  I  wished  instead  of  what 
I  really  was,  my  way  of  escaping  from  the  hassles 
and  worries  of  life. 

I  hid  my  true 
feelings  behind  a 
smile  and  a  laugh. 
I  had  plenty  of 
friends  in  school, 
and  I  was  a  pretty 
good  student.  I 
liked  all  my  teach- 
ers, but  one  teacher 
in  particular.  My 
first    crush 


Forever 

Chasing 

Rainbows 


on  some- 
one, and 
it  had  to 
be  my  his- 
tory teach- 
er. Needless  to  say,  that  was  one  rainbow  that  went 
down  the  drain. 

Although  I  kept  busy  during  the  day,  I  could 
never  really  stop  running  from  that  feeling  of  empti- 
ness. It  was  always  there.  No  matter  what  I  did 
I  could  feel  it.  Even  on  the  basketball  court  it  was 
there.  I  would  miss  a  shot  and  the  same  question 
would  pop  into  my  head,  "What  is  your  purpose  in 
life?"  I'd  shrug  it  off,  get  mad  at  the  ball,  and  throw 
it  at  the  backboard.  That  only  got  me  a  busted  lip 
when  the  ball  bounced  back. 

Even  while  I  was  doing  dishes,  the  same  question 
kept  popping  up.  "What  is  your  purpose  in  life?" 
I'd  try  to  think  of  other  things,  but  it  kept  coming 
back.  I'd  get  frustrated  and  throw  dishes  into  the 
sink,  but  that  never  helped  either. 

This  feeling  of  emptiness — worthlessness  I  guess  is 
a  better  word — would  even  haunt  me  at  night.  Some- 
times I'd  wake  up  in  the  middle  of  the  night  and 
I'd  feel  so  alone.  No  one  to  turn  to. 

I  never  told  anyone  about  my  problem.  Kept  it 
all  bottled  up  inside.  Years  passed  and  my  attitude 
hadn't  changed.  I  still  felt  useless.  Empty.  Wondered 
if  my  life  would  ever  change. 

I'll  never  forget  the  night  when  Mom  and  Dad 
had  a  visitor.  I  was  in  the  kitchen  doing  homework 
and  I  wasn't  interested  until  I  heard  his  introduction. 


"Reverend  Victor  Holland.  The  Franklin  Church  of 
God." 

Just  what  we  need,  I  thought,  some  preacher  in- 
viting us  to  church.  I  sauntered  into  the  living  room 
and  Mom  introduced  us.  He  shook  my  hand  and  I 
felt  a  warm  feeling.  We  talked  for  a  while  and  it 
suddenly  occurred  to  me  that  this  man  was  really 
interested  in  me. 

When  he  left,  I  sat  on  the  couch  thinking  of  what 
he  had   said.   I  told  him  I   liked  the  church   I    was 

already    attending. 
What  I  didn't  say 
was   that   I   hadn't 
been    in    over    six 
months.  Well  .   .  . 
that    was    another 
rainbow  down  the 
drain.  Mother  told 
him  we  would  try  to 
come  next  Sunday. 
Saturday 
night  came. 
I    tried    to 
think      of 
some    ex- 
cuse     for 
not  going.  I  couldn't  find  one.  Somehow  I  concluded 
that  if  I  didn't  go  he  would  just  come  back  and  ask 
again. 

At  church  the  next  morning  I  was  greeted  by  the 
pastor,  "Praise  the  Lord.  It's  great  to  see  ya!" 

My  teacher  was  the  pastor's  wife.  To  my  surprise 
she  was  really  nice. 

It  took  me  a  whole  month  to  get  used  to  those 
people. 

Then  came  that  Sunday  night,  August  27,  1978. 
I'm  not  sure  what  the  sermon  was,  but  I  knew  I 
had  to  make  things  right  with  God.  During  the  altar 
call  I  stood  there,  my  knees  so  weak  I  thought  I'd 
collapse.  My  heart  beat  fast.  It  felt  hot  in  the 
sanctuary,  even  though  air  conditioners  were  on. 
I  finally  got  up  courage  enough  to  walk  down  the 
aisle.  As  I  knelt,  tears  rolled  down  my  face.  All 
the  hurt  and  anger  I  had  bottled  up  finally  came  out. 
I  can't  describe  the  relief  I  felt.  I  got  up  from 
the  altar  on  cloud  nine. 

That  night  I  knew  what  my  purpose  was.  I  was 
going  to  work  for  the  Lord.  Ever  since  I've  done 
just  that. 

I'm  still  chasing  rainbows,  and  I  guess  I  always  will, 
but  now  I  find  Jesus  at  the  end  of  every  rainbow.   □ 

By  SHARON  MORRIS 
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Fire,  Fish,  and  Bread 

"Jesus  was  alive. 

A  Jesus  with  whom  to  eat  fish." 


I  like  those  symbols. 

They  are  earthy.  Common. 
So  much  a  part  of  the  ordinary 
in  daily  living. 

Yet  they  are  key  ingredients  in 
John's  story  of  the  Lord's 
post-Resurrection  appearance 
somewhere  on  the  shore  of 
Galilee. 

It  is  easy  to  become  impas- 
sive, theoretical,  and  philosophi- 
cal about  the  Resurrection. 
To  think  and  to  speak  in  terms 
of  eternal  spirit,  or  living  soul, 
and  to  thus  lose  track  of  the  es- 
sence of  revelation. 

If  not  careful,  we  run  the  risk 
of  becoming  unchristian  in 
our  emphases — slanting  them 
toward  Greek  mythological  or 
Aristotelian  concepts  of  human  spirit 
rather  than  zeroing  in  on 
Easter's  central  truth — but,  what 
is  more  certain,  we  create 
for  young  people  something  of  a 
vague  and  nebulous  version 
of  the  greatest  story  ever  told. 

John's  story  is  simple. 
Direct.  One  to  which  we  easily 
relate. 

How  human  for  Peter  to  say, 
"I  go  a  fishing"  (John  21:3). 
How  like  the  disciples  to  go  with 
him.  How  normal  for  it  to 
have  been  a  night  of  useless  ef- 
fort. 

Dawn  crept  slowly  in  and  there 
on  the  rocky  shoreline,  silhou- 
etted against  a  small  fire, 


Peter  saw  the  form  of  a  man. 
One  who  yelled,  "Have  you 
caught  any  fish?" 

I've  been  to  Galilee.  Seen 
its  shoreline.  Felt  boat  sway  be- 
neath me.  Heard  the  swish 
of  water  on  bow  and  the  more 
forceful  lap  of  waves  against 
rock. 

I've  looked  at  former  sites 
of  Capernaum,  Tiberias,  and 
Gadara.  Reveled  in  the  feel 
of  wind.  Wondered  just  where 
John's  story  took  place.  Been 
overwhelmed  by  the  sense  of  his- 
torical and  spiritual  significance. 

Those  personal  visits  did  not — 
and  indeed  could  not — set  forth 
the  Resurrection  truth  with 
such  power  and  grandeur  as 
John's  fire,  fish,  and  bread. 

Fire  can  be  seen  and  felt. 

Fish,  especially  when  freshly 
caught  and  broiled  over  open 
fire,  gives  forth  a  succulent,  mouth- 
watering aroma. 

Warm  bread  is  so  good  when 
you  are  hungry. 

"Come  and  dine,"  Jesus  said. 

What  a  fantastic,  glorious 
breakfast  that  must  have  been! 

Jesus  was  alive.  A  real 
flesh-and-blood,  talking,  resurrected 
Jesus.  A  Jesus  to  be  seen, 
touched,  heard.  A  Jesus  with 
whom  to  eat  fish. 

All  the  songs,  the  poetic  de- 
scriptions of  heaven,  the  elaborate 
prose  ...  not  any  of  it  sets 


forth  the  truth  more  gloriously  than 
this. 

Fire,  fish,  and  bread. 

Somehow  it  makes  life 
beyond  death's  door  a  reality  we 
ordinary  folks  can  understand.  □ 
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This  Issue 

Inventory  time. 

What  are  our  objectives 
here  at  the  Lighted 
Pathway?  Long  range  and 
in  terms  of  immediate  issues? 

That's  a  complex  question. 
One  that  can  be  approached 
only  from  a  broad 
perspective  and  one 
complicated  even  more  by 
varying  philosophies  of  the  past 
and  even  by  our  magazine 
distribution  system.  Still,  it 
seems  appropriate  that  the 
question  be  asked  and  that  I 
offer  at  least  some  statement. 

Youth. 

This  is  our  major  concern. 
Youth  searching,  struggling, 
coping.  Youth  discovering, 
winning,  finding  a  niche.  All 
within  the  perspective  of 
those  eternal  values  set  forth 
by  Jesus  Christ. 

Youth  means  for  us  more 
than  adolescence,  more  than 
sports,  or  school,  or  church: 
rather,  it  means  the  entire 
gamut  of  human  experience.  In 
this  sense,  we  consider  few 
subjects  beyond,  or  outside,  our 
purview;  and  we  feel  that  our 
reading  audience  expects  the 
challenge  of  mature  subjects. 

Such  will  be  even  more 
obvious  in  the  months  ahead. 

Stay  with  us. 

Share  the  Lighted 
Pathway  with  others. 
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Floyd  D.  Carey 


has  been  a  driving  force 

within  the  Youth  and  Christian  Education 

Department  of  our  church 

for  two  decades. 

Come  August,  that 
will  change. 

When  the  58th 
General  Assembly... 
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Floyd  D.Carey 

Continued 


Stone  Photo 

...  in  Dallas  winds  down,  when 
1980  Teen  Talent  winners  have 
been  announced,  when  Youth  Day 
on  Saturday  is  over,  and  when 
appointments  have  been  read  out 
and  the  final  amen  said,  another 
man  will  carry  the  Youth  and 
Christian  Education  torch  and 
Floyd  Carey's  twenty-year  odyssey 
to  prove  youth  work  something 
more  than  kid's  stuff  will  be  over. 

Given  the  nature  of  our  system 
of  administrative  changes, 
limitations,  and  appointments,  it's 
likely  we  will  hear  more  of  Floyd 
Carey  in  years  to  come. 
Nonetheless,  August  will  mark 
something  of  a  turning  point  for 
Floyd  as  a  person,  for  the  Vbuth 
and  Christian  Education 
Department  of  our  church,  and  for 
hundreds  of  young  men  and 
women  who  see  Floyd  as  a  symbol 
of  youth  leadership.  It  is  for  these 
young  people — many  of  whom 


read  this  journal — that  we  profile 
Floyd  as  our  Lighted  Pathway 
feature  this  month. 

The  Carey  image  isn't  without 
blemish,  nor  is  it  correct  to  assume 
he  moved  from  obscurity  to  top 
leadership  without  difficulty  or 
setback. 

Floyd  doesn't  smile  easily.  He's 
been  accused  of  overprogramming. 
He's  something  of  a  fanatic  when 
it  comes  to  deadlines,  preplanning, 

Tenacity,  self-discipline, 
single-mindedness, 
courage — these  are 
the  characteristics 
which  have  enabled  Floyd 
to  hang  in  there. 

calendars,  and  follow-up.  He 
neither  understands  nor 
sympathizes  with  those  who  ignore 
these  basics  of  good 
administration.  His  definition,  of 
course. 

And,  across  the  four  states  of 
Louisiana,  Ohio,  South  Carolina, 
and  Alabama,  where  he  served  as 
state  director  from  1960  to  1972, 
and  hence  from  General 
Department  offices  in  Cleveland, 
Floyd  has  left  a  trail  of  pins, 
buttons,  flags,  coins,  and  other 
commemorative  and  promotional 
items  which,  if  collected,  would  fill 
a  room. 

Tenacity,  self-discipline, 
single-mindedness,  courage — these 
are  the  characteristics  which  have 
enabled  Floyd  to  hang  in  there. 
He  has  a  basic  honesty  that  forbids 
posturing  as  something  he  isn't  and 
he's  never  been  ashamed  to 
confess  publicly  or  privately  that 
he  gives  himself  to  what  many 
consider  that  lesser  ministry  of 
youth  and  Christian  education. 

Floyd  will  tell  you,  "I  love 
young  people." 

That's  not  very  original,  I  grant 
you,  but  it  means  more  coming 
from  the  lips  of  Floyd 


Carey — against  the  backdrop  of  his 
twenty-year  commitment — than 
from  some  of  his  would-be 
imitators. 

Floyd  does  love  young  people. 
He  loves  them  as  individuals,  as 
potential,  as  hope  for  tomorrow; 
but,  more  importantly,  he  loves 
them  in  the  present.  The  now. 
Youth  should  be  preached  to, 
ministered  to,  taught  .  .  .  now.  On 
their  level  and  within  the  present 
framework  of  their  lives. 

It  was  while  pastoring  a  couple 
of  churches  in  Georgia  (1958-60) 
that  Floyd  came  to  understand  this 
passion  of  his  heart.  He  started 
writing  books  and  pamphlets  for 
teens  and  children.  Teenager's 
Trail  Guide,  Teenager's  Treasure 
Chest,  Teen  Tonic,  Involved, 
Teen  Road  Runners,  to  name  but 
a  few  of  a  list  of  more  than  three 
dozen.  The  first 
exclusively-for-teens  book  ever 
published  at  Pathway  Press  was 
one  of  Floyd's.  Many  of  the  works 
he  published  himself  and  sales 
seldom  did  more  than  cover  print 
costs,  but  Floyd  kept  churning 
them  out  in  order  to  speak  to 
youth. 

As  we  enter  the  eighties,  teens 
and  young  people  are  somewhat 
popular  again.  It  wasn't  so  during 
the  tumultuous  decade  of  the 
sixties.  When  hippies  were 
vanning  across  this  nation,  when 
students  were  rioting  and 
occupying  college  administration 
buildings,  and  kids  were 
glue-sniffing,  not  every  church 
leader  spoke  positively  of  the 
promise  of  youth. 

Floyd  Carey  did.  He  kept  on 
writing.  Kept  on  planning  and 
creating  new  programs.  Kept  on 
saying,  "I  love  young  people." 
Kept  on  proving  by  his  actions 
that  youth  ministry  is  important. 

Floyd  first  sat  himself  down 
behind  a  desk  in  the  General 
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Department  of  Youth  and 
Christian  Education  eight  years 
ago,  elected  to  the  assistant 
director's  chair  by  the  Ordained 
Ministers  Council.  Seldom  has  our 
church's  election  process  placed 
any  man  where  he  seemed  more 
ideally  suited.  For  four  years  he 
worked  as  assistant  to  Cecil 
Guiles — a  partnership  that  seemed 
compatible — then  he  moved  up  to 
the  top  spot. 

Floyd's  imprint  on  the 
department  is  evident  during  the 
full  eight  years — a  fact  which 
speaks  to  Cecil  Guiles'  credit  for 
giving  him  input  opportunity — but 
his  philosophy  has  been  showing 
up  unmistakably  in  the  unveiling 
of  programs  during  recent  months: 

— Teen  Talent  has  been 
expanded  to  include  creative 
writing,  Bible  reading,  teaching, 
and  quizzing. 

— Peacemaker's  Bible  Institutes 
are  now  operating  in  a  number  of 
states. 

— A  Family  Training  Hour 
curriculum  has  been  developed,  in 
conjunction  with  the  Publishing 
House,  and  is  now  on  the  market. 

Seldom  has  our  church's 
election  process  placed 
any  man  where  he  seemed 
more  ideally  suited. 

— A  new  department  magazine, 
Leadership,  is  carving  its  own 
niche. 

— The  Summer  Training  and 
Evangelism  Partners  (STEP) 
program  is  into  its  second  year  of 
operation  as  three  teams  of  young 
people  get  missions  training  in 
Central  America,  Brazil,  and 
Europe. 

Floyd  isn't  to  be  given  gold 
medals  for  any  of  these  ideas. 
They're  not  exclusively  his,  not 
things  he  could  patent  or 
copyright — his  department 
assistants,  state  directors,  the 


General  Youth  and  Christian 
Education  Board  members,  all 
have  contributed — but  he  has  kept 
them  on  track  and  squeezed  them 
through  the  wringer  and  into  the 
marketplace. 

It's  also  true  that  Floyd  has 
greatly  influenced  department 
planning  in  terms  of  the  calendar. 
He  insists  that  things  be  done  on 
time,  that  decisions  be  based  on  as 
much  data  as  possible,  and  that 
apathy  and  intransigence  be 
anticipated  and  dealt  with.  Those 
who  work  with  him  readily  admit 
it's  a  demanding  task  .  .  .  but 
satisfying  in  terms  of 
accomplishment. 

Floyd  looks  younger  than  his 
forty-seven  years.  The 
self-discipline  which  maintains  that 
lean  and  youthful  look  is  of  the 
same  fiber  which  helped  him 
survive  a  crippling  accident  the 
summer  of  1954. 

In  December,  Floyd  and  his 
wife  Winnie  (Winnifred  Carpenter) 
will  celebrate  their  twenty-fifth 
wedding  anniversary.  Daughter 
Lesa  is  married  already  and,  if  you 
really  insist  .  .  .  just  refuse  to  give 
up  on  the  subject  .  .  .  Floyd  has  a 
number  of  photographs  in  his 
billfold  to  prove  he's  a 
grandfather.  Other  daughter 
Vanessa  is  coming  up  on  her  senior 
year  in  high  school. 

It's  been  a  good  run  for  Floyd 
Carey. 

I  was  present  in  Dallas,  Texas, 
Saturday  morning,  August  21, 
1976,  when  the  second  business 
meeting  of  the  Fifty-sixth  General 
Assembly  opened.  Other 
introductions  were  made  and  then 
the  secretary  read: 

"We  recommend  Floyd  D. 
Carey  to  serve  as  General  Youth 
and  Christian  Education  Director 

There  was  a  motion,  duly 


seconded.  A  vote.  Floyd  walked  to 
the  mike  and  said: 

"I  accept  [this]  challenge  .  .  . 
with  three  things  burning  in  my 
heart: 

"First,  there  is  love.  I  love  the 
Church  of  God.  ...  I  love  our 
young  people  and  respect  their 
potential  and  their  right  to  enjoy 
the  fullness  of  God's  grace.  .  .  . 

"Secondly,  there  is  vision.  By 
faith  and  through  planned  spiritual 
programs  I  see  Sunday  schools 

.  .  .  he  has  kept  them 
on  track  and  squeezed  them 
through  the  wringer  and 
into  the  marketplace. 


growing  .  .  .  youth  growing  .  .  . 
families  growing  .  .  .  activities 
growing  in  participation  and 
effectiveness.  ...  I  have  a  vision! 
I  have  a  vision  of  the  ministries  of 
the  Youth  and  Christian  Education 
[Department]  ...  at  work  fulfilling 
the  Great  Commission. 

"Thirdly,  there  is  commitment 
....  I  pledge  to  you  my  time — in 
prayer,  in  planning,  in  promoting, 
and  in  preaching.  I  pledge  to  you 
my  attitude — in  being  sensitive.  I 
pledge  to  you  my  vision — in 
looking  ahead  to  prepare 
adequately  for  the  Youth  and 
Christian  Education  needs  of  the 
Church  of  God"  (Minutes,   1976: 
The  Fifty-sixth  General  Assembly 
of  the  Church  of  God). 

Yes  .  .  .  even  in  view  of  those 
excerpts  from  his  acceptance 
speech  .  .  .  Floyd  has  run  well. 

We  may  not  applaud  too 
loudly — mostly  because  we  know 
Floyd's  already  off  and  into 
another  chapter  of  his  life. 

But  .  .  .  for  what  it's  worth.  .  .  . 

And  until  the  real  day  of 
rewards  gets  here.  .  .  . 

It  surely  doesn't  hurt  to  pause 
and  note: 

Floyd  Carey  kept  his  vows.     □ 
by  HOYT  E.  STONE 
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hose  words  mirror  some- 
thing  of  the   excitement 
Hope    Richey    feels   about   her   sum- 
mer and  her  opportunity  to  attend  the  European  Bible  School 
of  Missions,  May  20-June  17,   1980. 

Hope  isn't  a  typical  world  traveler.  She's  not  from 
a  wealthy  family.  There's  no  rich  uncle  footing  the  bills. 
She's  not  in  search  of  cultural  exchange  or  an  op- 
portunity to  merely  broaden  intellectual  ho- 
rizons. 

Hope  DeLeta  Richey  is  a  young  lady 
called  to  be  a  missionary. 

Not    merely   called,    but    con- 
vinced. 

Determined   to   obey   her   heart. 

Born    in    Pell    City,    Ala 
bama,    June    23,     1960, 
Hope  grew  up  in  her  home 
church    at    Wattsville. 
Her    parents    separated. 
Hope  came  through  her  adolescent 
years  with  three  sisters,  a  working 
mother  who  kept  her  faith  intact, 
and  a  church  which  cared. 

It  was  in  that  home  church   at 
Wattsville — present   pastor   Danny 


Waits — that 
Hope  found 
meaning  for  her  life.    She 
worked   with   children,   taught   a   pri- 
mary   Sunday    school    class,    and    sang 
solos.    She  liked  singing  most  of  all 
and  harbored  a  secret  and  personal  de- 
sire to  attend  Lee  College. 
Then  came  the  missionary  call. 

Hope  will  tell  you  the  precise 
date:  June  9,  1978.  It  was 
during  a  revival  at  her 
home    church.    Har- 
vey Bowlin,  the 
evangelist.   A 
Friday  night. 
There  wasn't 
anything   es- 
pecially   dra- 
matic   about 
the     call. 
No    bugles,    flashing 
lights,  or  audible  voices. 
But  there  was  a   di- 
vine   presence.    A 
sense  of  the  near- 
ness    of     God. 
And  an  unmistakable 
conviction  that  God  want- 
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ed  her  to  be  a  missionary. 

The  conviction  burned  no 
less  when  Hope  enrolled  at 
Lee  College  in  the  fall  of  '78. 
Her  major,  missionary 
education. 

Then,  last  summer — as  if 
to  confirm  the  call  and  to  give 
her  a  special  training 
bonus — God  made  it  possible 
for  Hope  to  be  a  part  of  the 
first  Summer  Training  and 
Evangelism  Partners  (STEP). 

"When  I  first  heard  of 
STEP,"  Hope  says,  "there 
seemed  no  way  I  could  go. 
Mother  certainly  had  enough 
financial  obligations  on  her 
hands — with  the  family  and 
trying  to  help  me  through 
Lee — and  I  couldn't  possibly 
earn  that  much  extra  money, 
although  I  was  willing  to 
make  almost  any  sacrifice. 

"Then  things  started 
happening.  Wonderful  and 
miraculous  things.  I  received 


a  letter  from  out  of  state  with 
one  hundred  dollars.  A 
secret  sister  in  the  church  gave 
me  another  hundred.  My 
home  church  helped.  Even 
other  churches  in  the  district. 
First  thing  you  know,  the 
money  was  there  and  I  was 
on  my  way  to  the  Caribbean. 
Actually  on  the  missions  field! 

"Now,  I'm  just  as  sure  that 
God  wants  me  to  attend  the 
European  Bible  School  of 
Missions  this  summer  in 
Stuttgart." 

Hope  is  so  interested  in 
this  project  that  she's  been  in 
contact  with  the  school's 
director,  Grant  McClung,  and 
she's  teamed  up  with 
another  Lee  student,  Harold 
Stevens,  to  promote  the 
program,  especially  on  Lee's 
campus. 

Harold,  a  native  of  Virginia, 
was  a  student  at  the  EBS 
last  summer.  He  plans  to  return 


once  more,  perhaps  with  his 
wife  going  too,  and  he  even 
thinks  as  many  as  a  dozen 
will  be  joining  him. 

Well  .  .  .  maybe  it's  not 
the  most  important  thing 
coming  down  this  summer 
.  .  .  maybe  it's  but  a  footnote 
...  an  item  to  be  noted,  filed, 
and  forgotten. 

Maybe.  .  .  . 

For  Hope  DeLeta  Richey, 
though,  it's  another  miracle. 
Another  open  door.  Another 
confirmation  that  the  God 
who  calls  is  the  God  who 
makes  a  way. 

For  this  church  and  for  this 
magazine,  such  should 
always  be  worth  noting. 

"As  they  ministered  to  the 
Lord,  and  fasted,  the  Holy 
Ghost  said,  Separate  me 
Barnabas  and  Saul  for  the 
work  whereunto  I  have  called 
them"  (Acts  13:2).     □ 
by  HOYT  E.  STONE 
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Gloria 

Gaither: 

Musician.  Author.  Mott 


Ed  Anderson  Photo 


(In  the  spring  of  this  year,  the  Bill  Gaither  Trio  appeared  in 
Cleveland,  Tennessee.  Prior  to  the  concert  Debbie 
Patterson  talked  with  Mrs.  Gaither.  Rom  that  interview 
comes  the  background  for  this  article.) 


Gloria  Gaither. 

Most  people  know  her  as  a 
singer,  a  member  of  the  Bill 
Gaither  Trio.  The  one  whose 
sharing  at  concerts  brings  tears 
and  inspiration  to  the  hearts 
of  those  who  listen. 

Others  know  her  as  a 
writer.  One  whose  words  are 
sensitive,  sincere,  and  thought 
provoking.  Whose  spiritual 
insight  is  reflected  in  three 
books  and  in  the  lyrics  of  many 
songs. 

Both  views  are  correct. 

Gloria  Gaither  is  both 
singer  and  writer.  She  is  the 
wife  of  Bill  Gaither  and  a 
member  of  the  trio.  But  she  is 
also  a  Christian  mother  who 
has  surrendered  her  life,  her 
talents,  and  her  family  to  the 
lordship  of  Jesus  Christ.  She 
feels  keenly  her  responsibility 
to  her  husband  and  her  children. 

Gloria  loves  her  three 
children — Suzanne,  fifteen;  Amy, 
ten;  and  Benjy,  nine — and, 
even  though  her  name  is  well 
known  throughout  this  nation 


among  Christians,  she  tries  to 
provide  a  normal  home  life 
for  her  children. 

By  limiting  her  travel  to 
approximately  seventy  nights 
per  year  (Friday  and 
Saturday  nights  only),  Gloria  is 
home  with  her  children 
throughout  the  week.  PTA 
meetings,  school  plays,  school 
concerts — she  is  there.  Each 
Saturday  night  after  a 
concert  she  returns  home  to  be 
in  church  with  the  children 
on  Sunday. 

Gloria  believes  her  travel 
is  beneficial  to  her  children.  On 
weekends  of  the  concert 
schedule,  either  Suzanne,  Amy, 
or  Benjy  travels  with  the 
trio.  This  expands  the  cultural 
views  and  knowledge  of  the 
children  and  it  also  brings  them 
into  contact  with  different 
members  of  the  body  of  Christ. 

More  than  anything  else 
Gloria  desires  that  her  children 
be  converted  on  their  own,  of 
their  own  will,  not  just  because 
she  and  Bill  want  them  to  be 


converted.  She  wants  each  one 
of  them  to  have  his  own 
faith  in  God — not  Gloria's  faith 
or  Bill's  faith.  She  wants 
them  to  grow  spiritually  as  well 
as  physically,  acknowledging 
the  lordship  of  Jesus  Christ  and 
leaning  completely  on  God 
and  His  Word. 

Second  to  this  desire  is  her 
wish  that  they  know  there  is  no 
status  system  within  the  body 
of  Christ.  All  are  to  be 
respected  as  persons  of 
ultimate  value  to  God — so  much 
so  that  His  Son  Jesus  died 
for  all. 

Even  with  all  the 
wickedness  and  the  different 
value  systems  in  the  world 
today,  Gloria  believes  that  her 
desires  can  come  to  pass. 
They  will  not  come  into  fruition 
on  their  own.  It  will  not 
happen  overnight,  but  gradually, 
with  spiritual  growth. 

Gloria  Gaither  is  not  an 
ostrich  who  buries  her  head 
in  the  sand  and  pretends  evil 
does  not  exist.  She  knows 
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young  people  today  are 
searching.  She  knows  evil  is 
rampant.  She  knows  her 
children  are  not  immune  to 
being  tempted.  When  asked 
about  the  possible  danger  of 
her  young  people  being 
approached  by  the  cults,  she 
responded  that  she  realized  such 
situations  were  possible.  But 
she  also  knows  she  has  a 
weapon  to  pass  on  to  her 
children — the  whole  armor  of 
God. 

She  and  Bill  are  teaching 
Suzanne,  Amy,  and  Benjy 
the  Word  of  God — grounding 
them  in  the  Word,  teaching 
them  the  character  and 
personality  of  God,  laying  a 
strong  foundation  on  which  to 
build  lives.  As  the  children 
grow  older,  they  are  taught 
more  about  cults — what  they 
teach,  the  fallacy  of  their 
doctrines  when  seen  in  the 
light  of  God's  Word. 

Gloria  Gaither  will  be  the 
first  to  admit  she  is  not  a 
perfect  parent.  To  her  adult 
peers  and  also  to  her  children. 
By  letting  them  know  her 
imperfections  she  lets  them 
know  also  that  they  are 
responsible  to  a  degree  for 
her  spiritual  development.  Just 
as  she  is  responsible  for  their 
development.  This  responsibility 
one  to  another  includes  all 
believers  in  the  body  of  Christ. 

Along  with  instilling  this 
responsibility  in  her  children, 
Gloria  provides  a  home 
atmosphere  that  lets  them  know 
they  are  loved  for 
themselves.  They  don't  have  to 
try  to  be  someone  else. 
Suzanne  has  her  own 
personality,  as  do  Amy  and 
Benjy. 

Gloria  encourages  each  to 
be  himself  in  Christ,  using 


Romans  12:2  as  a  guide: 
"Don't  let  the  world  around  you 
squeeze  you  into  its  own 
mold,  but  let  God  remold  your 
minds  from  within,  so  that 
you  may  prove  in  practice  that 
the  plan  of  God  for  you  is 
good,  meets  all  his  demands 


and  moves  toward  the  goal  of 
true  maturity"  (Phillips). 

Gloria  Gaither. 

A  singer  and  a  writer,  yes; 
but  also  a  mother.  A 
Christian  mother  at  that.     D 

by  DEBBIE  PATTERSON 


by  Gloria  Gaither 

There  it  all  lay — 

the  boards,  the  sacks  of  nails 
the  cement  mixer,  the  black  stacks  of  roofing 
shingles. 
There  were  A-braces  and  concrete  blocks, 
sand  piles  and  bags  of  dry  cement. 
Someday,  I  thought,  it  will  all  take  shape. 
It  will  be  beautiful  and  cozy  and  warm. 
Some  of  these  days  all  that  will  be 
walls  that  ring  with  laughter, 
a  kitchen  filled  with  the  sweet  smells  of  suppertime. 
There  will  be  a  fireside  with  popcorn  and  games. 
There  will  be  special  private  places  someone  will  call 
"my  room" 
where  a  boy  can  work  out  chords  on  his  guitar 
where  someone's  sister  will  listen  to  sad  records 
with  her  hair  rolled  in  orange  juice  cans. 
Some  of  that  over  there  may  someday  be  a  nursery 
where  the  sweet  smell  of  Johnson's  baby  powder 
will  give  way  on  anxious  nights 
to  the  pungent  odor  of  Vick's  vapor 
and  quiet  lullabies  will  be  traded  in  for  worried 
sighs. 
Someday,  that  will  house  a  workbench 

with  hammers,  grease  guns,  a  chain  saw. 
Or  maybe  there  will  be  turntables  and  tape  decks 
and  tuning  forks. 
Someday,   I  thought,  that  confused  collection  will  be  a  home 
Just  then  I  drove  into  our  drive  and  saw  her 
bobbing  down  across  the  yard  to  meet  me, 
an  untamed  mess  of  joy,  sorrow,  energy,  charm,  tears,  mud, 
blond  curls,  and  skinned  knees. 
"Hi,  Mom!"  she  yelled.  "Been  waitin'  for  ya!" 
Someday  ...  I  thought  .  .  . 

(Excerpted  from  Rainbows  Live  at  Easter  by  Gloria  Gaither. 
Copyright     1974  by  Gloria  Gaither.  Used  by  permission.) 
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by  STEPHEN  A.  ELY 

hen  I  was  old 
enough  to  understand, 
Mrs.  Mendez,  a 
dorm  mom  at  Valley  Cedars, 
explained  to  me  that  I  was  an 
orphan,  and  I  began  to  long 
for  a  home  of  my  own.  I 
wanted  a  place  to  belong,  a 
place  where  the  people  loved 
me,  personally.  I  wanted  a 
family  that  would  be  on  my 
side,  no  matter  what. 

Late  at  night  when  everyone 
in  the  orphanage  was  asleep, 
I  sobbed  into  my  pillow. 
"Somewhere  there  must  be  a 
family  for  me." 

For  years  I  was  inwardly 
depressed  while  outwardly 
maintaining  a  cocky 
appearance.  Whenever  possible, 
I  searched  for  any  trace  of 
my  past.  Mrs.  Mendez  tried  to 
discourage  me.  "It's  no  use 
trying.  You  need  to  straighten 
up,  get  control  of  yourself,  so 
you  can  be  adopted  by  a  good 
family." 

I  tried  to  be  a  model  orphan. 
I  tried  to  please  everyone  by 
sensing  what  they  expected  of 
me.  But,  just  when  I'd  get 
close  to  being  accepted  by  a 
visiting  family,  something 
always  happened  to  mess  it  up. 

Then  one  day,  to  my 
surprise,  I  heard  rumors  that 
there  was  a  letter  for  me  at 
the  office.  I  ran  to  Mrs. 
Mendez,  who  handed  me  a 
soiled  and  worn  envelope.  I 
checked  closer  and  was 
shocked  to  see  that  the 
postmark  was  dated  years 
earlier  and  was  from  a  foreign 
country,  one  I'd  never  heard 
of.  I  looked  questioningly  at 
Mrs.  Mendez.  She  just 
shrugged. 

Why  didn't  someone  show 
me  this  before,  I  wondered. 
Carefully  I  opened  the  letter 
and  read  aloud. 

A  Church  of  God  Youth  Publication 


"Dear  Son,  We  have  been 
searching  for  you  for  years. 
How  excited  we  were  to  hear 
you  are  staying  at  Valley 
Cedars.  .  .  ." 

Son?  I  couldn't  have  read  a 
more  powerful  word.  I  hated 
to  blubber  like  a  baby,  but  I 
couldn't  hold  back  the  tears. 
This  must  be  my  true  family, 
found  at  last. 

But  then  a  sinking  feeling  hit 
me.  Did  they  still  want  me 
after  all  this  time?  How  could  I 
reach  them?  I  talked  it  over 
with  Mrs.  Mendez,  who  was 
quite  as  excited  as  I  was  by 
this  time,  and  she  suggested  I 
call  the  number  at  the  end 
of  the  letter.  She  helped  me 
get  through  to  the  operator 
and  showed  me  what  to  do  and 
say.  She  even  offered  to  pay 

"Dear  Son,  We  have  been 
searching  Jbr  youjbr  years. 
How  excited  we  were  to  hea  r 
you  are  staying  at  Valley 
Cedars.. .r 

for  the  call  herself  if  the 
orphanage  wouldn't. 

A  strong,  deep  voice 
answered  from  the  other  end. 
I  was  definitely  talking  to 
someone  in  charge. 

"Hello,  sir.  You  see,  I  found 
your  letter  here  at  the 
orphanage  .  .  .  When?  Just 
today,  and,  well,  I  guess  it's 
been  lost  all  this  time.  .  .  ." 

My  faltering  words  were 
interrupted  by  sharp 
exclamations.  I  could  hear 
the  deep  voice  shouting  to 
others,  "We've  found  him! 
We've  found  him!" 

Then,  in  a  calm  and 
comforting  manner,  he  spoke  to 
me  of  his  love.  He  made  me 
promise  to  call  him  back  real 
soon,  and  said  to  call  collect 
CONTINUED  ON  PAGE  21 
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by  BIRDIE  L.  ETCHISON 


"Oip  little girl.  Qfbu  would  learn  about  beinea  woman  from  me 


H   Armstrong  Fa 


(I  found  this  letter  from  my 
thirteen-year-old  daughter 
on  my  desk.  I  felt  an 
immediate  sense  of  failure, 
until  I  began  remembering 
how  it  was  for  me  a  few 
years  back.  And  so  I 
attempted  to  write  an 
answer.) 


Dear  Mom: 

Today  we  had  a  terrible 
fight.  I  feel  just  awful  because  I 
said  some  things  that  weren't 
so  nice.  I  don't  know  what's 
happening  to  me.  God  seems  so 


very  far  away.  It's  like  you  don' 
care  about  me.  I  am  doing 
nothing  right  in  school,  but  it 
doesn't  matter  anymore.  My 
music  lessons  are  a  drag — my 
friends  at  school  don't  like 
me — I  just  feel  like  I'm  going 
down,  down,  down  into  a 
mud  rut  and  I  can't  climb  back 
out.  It's  so  scary.  I  don't 
know  what  to  do  or  say  to 
make  it  better.  I  love  you 
and  want  to  do  things  that 
please  you,  but  everything 
seems  so  hopeless — 

Love, 
Tami 


Dear  Daughter: 

When  you  were  placed  in  my 
arms  and  I  looked  into  your 
tiny,  puckered  face  that  very 
first  time,  my  heart  swelled 
with  pride  and  happiness.  My 
baby.  My  little  girl.  My 
daughter.  We  would  be  pals. 
We  would  cook  together, 
clean  house,  go  hiking,  and 
have  nice,  long  discussions. 
You  would  learn  about  being  a 
woman  from  me. 

And  we  have  done  a  lot  of 
things  together.  Remember 
those  first  muffins  you  baked? 
(Kind  of  hard,  but  tasty.) 
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The  musical  notes  I  helped  you 
with?  The  duets  we  played 
together?  They  are  all  beautiful, 
cherished  memories  to  me,  as 
I  hope  they  will  be  for  you  too. 

But  lately,  something  has 
happened  to  our  relationship.  A 
pulling  apart,  a  separateness, 
a  lack  of  communication.  I  feel 
I  have  failed  you.  For  I've 
been  down  that  long,  winding 
road  of  growing  up.  I 
remember  the  things  you  speak 
of  in  your  letter.  I  forgot 
temporarily,  but  after  reading 
your  words,  it  all  started 
floating  back. 

You  think  nobody 
understands.  But  I  do.  Really.  I 
want,  more  than  anything,  to 
help  you  climb  out  of  this  mud 
rut  you  refer  to.  One  day 
you  are  in  a  world  that  is  rosy 
and  beautiful  and  you  feel 
like  singing  praises  from  the 
highest  mountain.  The  next 
day  is  filled  with  gloom  and 
despair  and  you  could  lie 
down  and  die.  These  are 
natural,  normal  feelings.  Very 
few  people  are  continually 
happy.  Some  are  always 
unhappy,  but  they  are  this  way 
of  their  own  choosing.  They 
gripe  and  grumble  about  every 
little  thing  instead  of  just 
accepting  things  as  they  are. 

Remember  Philippians 
4:13,  "I  can  do  all  things 
through  Christ  which 
strengtheneth  me."  You  can  be 
what  you  want  to  be.  And 
God  is  there  to  help  you — He 
never  deserts  us.  It  is  we 
who  desert  Him. 

For  some  reason  you  have 
lost  confidence  in  yourself.  But 
you  can  and  will  get  good 
grades  in  school.  You  can  enjoy 
your  music  again.  But  you 
have  to  want  to. 

I  am  happy  you  want  to 


do  things  that  please  me.  But, 
ultimately,  it  is  yourself  that 
you  must  please.  Poor  grades  in 
school  will  not  affect  my  life, 
but  they  will  yours.  And  you 
know,  if  you  didn't  care  about 
your  actions,  your  personal 
worth,  you  wouldn't  worry 
about  pleasing  me. 

Last  of  all,  let  me  say  I  am 
proud  of  you.  Just  as  proud 
as  that  first  day  you  lay  in  my 
arms.  I  know,  too,  you  can 
do  anything  you  set  your  heart 
to  doing.  You  have  the  will, 
determination,  and  power  with 
God's  help  to  do  it.  Please, 
remember  above  all  to  come  to 
me  with  any  problems  or 
questions  you  have.  I  want  to 
help.  I  want  to  understand. 
Together  we  can  help  each 
other. 

With  love  and  hope, 
Mother 
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Check  /his  authority  on  the  subject 

V  He  started  a  church  in  Texas a  record  of  8,000  attended  Sunday 

School  three  years  later! 

/     During  the  third  year  of  this  Texas  church's  life a  $40,000.00 

offering  was  received  in  one  day! 

/     He  became  pastor  of  a  church  in  Arkansas  where  the  average 
weekly  offerings  grew  from  $2,500.00  to  $6,000.00  in  one  year! 

V  He  travels  48  times  a   year   lecturing  on  financial  stewardship 
throughout  America  and  abroad! 

/    Now  you  can  learn  "20  Ways  To  Increase  Your  Weekly  Offerings"  as 

recorded  "live"  on  this  revolutionary  cassette!! 
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Stories 


The  Troublemake 


by  DENNIS  C.  GERIG 

I   stared  at  the  principal 
in  disbelief.  He  couldn't 
be  asking  me! 

"Would  you  repeat  that, 
Mr.  Holcomb?"  I  requested. 

He  was  a  direct  man,  and 
looked  me  right  in  the 
eyes.  "Donald  Tremaine  will 
be  coming  back  to  school 
on  Monday,"  the  steady 
voice  told  me  for  the 
second  time.  "If  he's  going 
to  graduate,  he'll  need  a 
lot  of  extra  help.  I'd  like 
you  to  tutor  him,  Rich." 

I  swallowed.  The  urge  to 
ask  "Why  me?"  was 
almost  too  much,  but  I 
didn't.  "I — I'd  like  to  think 
it  over,"  I  replied  finally. 

"Fine,"  Mr.  Holcomb 
said.  "But  I'll  need  a 
decision  by  the  end  of  the 
day." 

'You'll  have  one,"  I 
promised. 

The  class  was  reading 
silently  when  I  got  back  to 
English  Lit. 

"What'd  the  office  want?" 
Joe  Feldman  hissed. 

"Don  Tremaine  will  be 
back  Monday,"  I 
whispered.  "Mr.  Holcomb 
wants  me  to  tutor  him." 

"You?"  Joe  exclaimed, 
louder  than  he  realized. 
"But  Rich—" 

"Are  you  finished  with 
the  assignment,  Joseph?" 
Mrs.  Wolke  asked. 

"No,  ma'am,"  Joe  replied. 


"Then  let's  get  back  to 
it,  please." 

I  opened  my  book,  but 
could  hardly  see  the  print 
in  front  of  me.  It  was 
kind  of  blurry.  My  whole 
world  was  blurry  at  the 
moment.  Everything  had 
been  going  so  well  with 
Tremaine  gone.  The  small 
percentage  of  troublemak- 
ers at  our  school  had  been 
remarkably  well  behaved 
with  their  leader  missing. 

But  I  had  a  different 
reason  for  feeling  so  strongly 
about  him. 

Six  months  earlier  my 
thirteen-year-old  sister 
had  been  walking  home 
from  junior  high  alone.  As 
she  stepped  into  the 
intersection  about  a  block 
from  our  house,  a  car  sped 
around  the  corner. 

Eyewitnesses  said  she  was 
in  the  crosswalk,  and  that 
she  tried  to  get  out  of  the 
way,  but  the  car  hit  her 
anyway,  and  then  drove  off. 

Everyone,  including  the 
doctors,  thought  Cathy 
would  die.  But  she  didn't. 
She  was  in  a  coma  for  a 
week,  and  partially 
paralyzed,  but  she  was  alive. 

One  of  the  eyewitnesses 
had  scribbled  down  the 
license  number  of  the  car 
before  it  roared  off.  The  car 
belonged  to  Don  Tremaine. 

It  took  a  while  to  find 
him,  but  once  he  was 
picked  up,  Don  pleaded 


guilty.  The  judge 
sentenced  him  to  a  youth 
detention  camp. 

All  the  kids  at  school 
knew  how  I  felt  about 
Don,  and  they  probably 
remembered  that  I 
threatened  to  kill  him  if  he 
ever  showed  up  around 
here  again. 

Since  then,  there  had 
been  some  changes  in  my 
life,  though.  While  Cathy 
was  in  the  hospital,  I  went 
to  visit  her  every  day.  I 
know  brothers  and  sisters 
are  supposed  to  be 
enemies,  but  we  weren't. 

The  lady  in  the  bed 
next  to  Cathy's  had  also 
been  in  an  accident. 
Compared  to  her,  Cathy  was 
only  scratched.  This  lady 
would  be  paralyzed  from  the 
neck  down  for  the  rest  of 
her  life.  There  was  no 
chance  of  recovery. 

She  knew  it,  too.  But  you 
should  have  seen  her! 
Laughing,  talking,  singing — 
doing  anything  she  could 
to  make  the  days  more 
pleasant  for  those  around 
her.  Cathy  had  been  really 
depressed  at  first,  which 
was  fairly  normal,  but  after 
a  couple  of  days  she  was 
like  a  new  person.  The 
whole  family  noticed  it. 

"She  is  a  new  person!" 
the  lady  informed  us. 

She  went  on  to  tell  us 
that  Cathy  had  accepted 
Jesus  Christ  as  her  Savior, 
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and  that  He  was  giving 
her  the  strength  to  accept 
her  condition. 

"Is  that  why  you're  so 
happy  all  the  time?"  I 
asked.  "Because  of  Jesus?" 
I  found  it  hard  to  believe. 

"In  the  Bible  the  Apostle 
Paul  says,  'For  I  have 
learned,  in  whatsoever  state 
I  am,  therewith  to  be 
content,'  "  she  replied. 
"That's  how  I  feel,  too. 
Oh,  it's  hard  sometimes,  but 
I  have  Christ  within  me." 

It  wasn't  long  before  we 
realized  that  Cathy  really 
had  trusted  Jesus  as  Savior, 
and  eventually  the  whole 
family  did,  including  me.  I 
had  considered  religion  a 
waste  of  time  before,  but  all 
that  changed.  It  wasn't 
just  a  lot  of  emotional 
hocus-pocus,  either.  It 
was  solid. 

The  bell  rang  and  I  was 
brought  back  to  the  present. 

"We'll  have  a  short  quiz 
on  this  selection  on 
Monday,"  Mrs.  Wolke 
announced.  "Class  dis- 
missed." 

By  noon  the  whole 
school  seemed  to  know 
about  Don's  release  from 
the  detention  camp.  I  didn't 
pay  too  much  attention  to 
the  remarks  I  heard,  though; 
I  was  too  busy  trying  to 
reach  a  decision. 

It  would  have  been  an 
easy  decision  before  I 
accepted  Christ.  I  just 


wouldn't  have  done  it.  Now 
it  wasn't  easy  at  all.  I 
mean,  just  because  I  was  a 
Christian  didn't  automati- 
cally mean  I  should  tutor 
Don. 

For  one  thing,  I  didn't 
have  a  lot  of  free  time.  I 
joined  a  church  after  I 
became  a  Christian  and 
the  youth  activities  kept  me 
pretty  busy.  There  was 
choir  practice  and 
committee  meetings  and 
social  events  and  Bible 
study,  and  that  was 
besides  Sunday  school  and 
church,  or  youth  group 
on  Sunday  night. 

I  was  keeping  my  grades 
up,  but  it  was  hard. 
Tutoring  someone — anyone 
— would  really  be  a  strain. 

Mr.  Holcomb  could 
certainly  understand  that, 
I  told  myself.  Besides,  I 
wasn't  the  only  guy  in 
school  who  got  good  grades. 
Any  number  of  seniors 
could  tutor  Tremaine. 

I  swallowed.  Mr. 
Holcomb  had  asked  me. 

But  what  about  my  folks? 
I  wondered.  What  would  they 
think  if  they  knew  I  was 
tutoring  the  boy  who  had  hit 
Cathy?  What  would  Cathy 
herself  think? 

It  wasn't  a  very  hard 
question  to  answer.  I  knew 
exactly  what  Cathy's  reaction 
would  be. 

"Do  it,  Richie,"  she  would 
insist.  "Don't  you  see,  it'll  show 


Don  that  you  don't  hate  him  \ 
anymore.  It'll  give  you  a  chance 
to  witness  to  him!" 

It  was  hard  to  think  of 
witnessing  to  someone  like 
Don  Tremaine,  but  Christ  died 
for  his  sins,  too;  I  had  to 
admit  that  to  myself.  It  was 
obvious  then  what  I  should 
do. 

Mr.  Holcomb  seemed 
happy  when  I  told  him  of  my 
decision,  and  I  was,  too.  It 
made  me  feel  really  good  inside. 

But  only  until  Monday 
morning.  When  I  received  the 
note  to  report  to  the 
principal's  office,  my  stomach 
was  in  knots.  I  hadn't  see 
Don  since  his  trial,  and  it  was 
going  to  be  awkward  for  both 
of  us. 

The  door  was  closed,  so  I 
knocked.  Mr.  Holcomb  opened 
it  only  slightly,  blocking  my 
view  of  his  office. 

"Donald,"  he  was  saying, 
"despite  the  fact  that  you  took 
some  classes  at  the  camp, 
you're  still  quite  far  behind  the 
other  seniors  here.  You'll 
have  to  spend  a  lot  of  time 
with  your  tutor." 

"Just  so  I  graduate,"  I  heard 
Don's  gruff  voice  reply. 

"Your  tutor's  here  now,"  Mr. 
Holcomb  added,  opening  the 
door  wide.  "Come  in,  Rich." 

Don  had  been  sitting  in 
the  chair  facing  the  principal's 
desk,  but  he  turned  when  I 
came  in,  and  suddenly  leaped 
to  his  feet. 

CONTINUED  ON  PAGE  21 
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by  MARTY  CHURCH 

ama  died  when  I  was  nine  and  Daddy 
married  Ophelia  when  I  was  ten.  I 
didn't  like  her  and  I  didn't 
dislike  her.  At  first. 

It  was  a  bewildering  time  to  try  to 
accommodate  to  this  new  mother.  How  could  I 
win  her  approval?  She  was  forty-five  years  old,  a 
spinster  schoolteacher,  a  mid-Victorian  who 


H    Armstrong  Roberts  Photo 

believed  until  she  was  thirty-five  that  babies  were 
born  through  the  navel. 

Everyone  tried  hard  to  be  pleasant  but  it  was 
phony.  How  could  I  kiss  a  cold  stepmother? 
How  could  Daddy  show  affection  to  her  in  front 
of  me?  How  could  he  show  love  to  me?  And  I 
to  him? 

One  evening  before  dinner,  while  Daddy  was 
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reading  the  paper,  I  pushed  the  paper  aside  and 
snuggled  up  in  his  lap.  I  was  as  hungry  to  be 
his  "Black-eyed  Susan"  again  as  he  was  to  be 
reassured  that  remarrying  had  been  the  right 
choice. 

It  was  a  cozy  few  minutes  and  the  last  ones 
I  remember  with  him. 

Into  this  cherished  interlude  stormed  Ophelia. 
She  didn't  say  anything — just  glared.  I  was 
stunned.  Daddy  pushed  me  to  my  feet,  but  I 
didn't  need  his  urging. 

I  don't  remember  any  true  affection  in  our 
house  after  that.  We  offered  dutiful  pecks  for 
kisses  but  none  were  given  with  love  or 
spontaneity.  I  grew  up  in  this  cold  environment. 
Completed  high  school  and  college.  Began 
teaching.  It's  an  astonishingly  brutal  fact  that  I 
taught  for  years  before  I  learned  to  offer 
"touching  love"  to  my  students. 

What  a  loss  to  me  and  them! 

But  I  did  learn.  I  attended  a  lecture  one 
evening  by  a  psychodramatist.  Mr.  Anthony 
told  us  about  an  experience  he  had  had  at  the 
state  mental  hospital  where,  on  Saturdays,  he 
worked  with  a  group  of  patients. 

His  protagonist  one  week  was  a  giant, 
ghetto-raised  black  named  Jim.  Jim  had  spent 
most  of  his  life  behind  bars  and  in  a  mental 
institution. 

As  Jim  reached  an  emotional  high  in  the 
recounting  of  his  personal  drama,  Mr.  Anthony 
put  his  arm  around  Jim's  shoulder.  Stopping  in 
midsentence,  Jim  stared  at  Mr.  Anthony  and 
suddenly  started  to  cry. 

"That's  the  first  time  in  my  life  anyone  has 
touched  me  with  love." 

Jim's  story  was  a  shocker  to  me!  I  thought  on 
it  a  long  time — even  as  I  ponder  it 
now — amazed  that  I  had  deprived  myself  of  the 
privilege  of  touching  people  with  love. 

I  touch  them  now! 

When  I  thrilled  at  the  glow  on  students'  faces 
and  felt  deep  warmth  within  me,  it  didn't  take 
long  for  the  conscious  effort  to  change  to 
unconscious  habit. 

Darling  Tommy  was  one  of  my  students  who 
profited  from  this  affectionate  touching.  He  was 
a  curly-headed  blond  with  twinkling  blue  eyes 
and  a  charmer's  smile.  In  ninth  grade,  he  was 
a  football  hero.  Then,  as  soon  as  the  season 


ended,  he  dropped  out  of  school,  serving  time 
for  truancy. 

Many  of  us  went  to  work  on  Tommy. 
Coaches.  Big  Brothers  at  Tech.  The  principal. 
Other  teachers  and  I.  My  secondary  objective 
was  to  improve  his  skill  in  reading  but  my 
primary  one  was  to  show  him  I  cared  and  to 
improve  his  self-image. 

Each  day  when  Tommy  walked  into  the 
room,  I  made  a  fist  and  hit  him  on  the  right 
bicep.  We  both  grinned  as  we  shared  this  love 
secret  together.  Once  I  missed  a  day  for  a  special 
meeting.  Tommy  greeted  me  the  next  day, 
stopping  for  his  customary  punch,  and  then 
turning  so  that  his  other  arm  was  exposed. 

"Give  me  one  for  yesterday." 

On  his  second  try  at  ninth  grade  Tommy  had 
perfect  attendance.  In  June,  I  said  to  the 
principal,  "Do  you  know  Tommy  hasn't  missed 
a  day  this  year?  A  compliment  from  you  might 
mean  a  lot." 

"Not  on  your  life.  I  remember  his  three  older 
brothers.  They  all  dropped  out  when  they  were 
sixteen.  Let's  not  rock  the  boat!" 

Tommy  kept  up  his  perfect  attendance  in 
tenth,  eleventh,  and  most  of  twelfth  grade.  I 
taught  him  at  least  one  quarter  every  year  and 
we  continued  our  bicep-hitting  routine. 

I  don't  presume  to  take  all  the  credit  for 
Tommy's  success.  Many  others  helped.  But  I  do 
remember  well  the  last  day  I  touched  him  with 
love. 

Graduation  day.  Just  before  he  walked  down 
the  aisle.  My  job  was  to  straighten  caps,  hitch 
gowns,  fasten  hooks  and  eyes.  Tommy  stood 
there.  I  inspected  him  from  tassel  to  toe.  He 
pushed  up  one  of  his  voluminous  sleeves. 

"Give  me  a  good  hit  for  luck!" 

I'm  glad  I  learned  this  important 
communication  technique.  It  takes  various  forms. 
It  can  be  a  punch  like  Tommy's,  or  an  arm 
around  Alice  as  we  stroll  to  the  front  of  the 
room,  or  taking  Bill's  arm  as  we  march  in  step 
to  the  cafeteria,  or  the  admiring  of  Jane's  new 
friendship  ring. 

This  theory  may  be  second  nature  to  many. 
There  are  others,  though,  who  grew  up  with 
little  overt  affection  and  who  need  to  be 
enlightened  to  the  joys  of  touching  love. 

The  rewards  are  beautiful.     □ 
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POTENTIAL! 

Charlie  Brown's  friend  Linus  has  said,  "There  is  no  heavier  burden  than 
a  great  potential." 

Read  that  again!  Then  chew  on  this  thought  for  a  moment:  You, 
Christian  young  person,  are  a  part  of  God's  people.  Talk  about  potential, 
that's  it — young  and  God's! 

There  is  no  doubt  that  God  places  great  confidence  in  youth.  He  always 
has.  God  expects  you  to  live  powerful,  transformed,  and  dedicated  lives  of 
Kingdom  service.  He  has  often  singled  out  young  men  and  women  to 
perform  great  tasks.  He  has  a  work  for  you  to  do. 

The  Church  of  God   Department  of  Youth  and  Christian    Education 
believes  in  the  potential  of  young  people: 
To  worship! 
To  witness! 
To  minister  to  human  needs! 
To  be  true  disciples  of  Jesus  Christ! 
To  be  fully  developed  members  of  the  body  of  Christ! 
And  that's  why  we  keep  emphasizing  the  importance  of  your   being 
involved  in  the  ministries  we  represent:  Sunday  school,  Family  Training 
Hour,  youth  camps,  Teen  Talent,  Peacemakers  and  Peace  Cadets,  Youth 
World  Evangelism  Appeal,  Summer  Training  and  Evangelism   Partners, 
and  a  lot  of  others.  We  are  convinced  that  if  God's  work  is  done  on 
this  earth,  you,  as  a  young  person,  have  to  live  up  to  your  full   po- 
tential as  an  active,  contributing  member  of  your  local  church. 

Is  potential  a  burden?  Only  if  you  don't  understand  how  God  works. 
He  doesn't  give  you  the  potential  to  do  something  and  then  abandon 
you.  He  sticks  with  a  job  until  it  is  done.  All  you  have  to  do  is  to 
trust  Him,  depend  on  Him,  and,  of  course,  cooperate  with  Him. 

Maybe  that's  where  the  biggest  problem  is  .  .  .  cooperating  with  God. 
That  takes  effort:  praying,  reading  God's  Word,  including  God  in  all  of 
your  decisions,  and  involving  yourself  in  Christian  service. 

Don't  rob  God,  your  church,  or  yourself  of  what  you  are  capable  of 
becoming.  Think.  Learn.  Grow.  Serve.  Use  your  full  potential  for  God's 
glory. 

What  potential! 
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PRAYERS  FROM  THE  HOLY  LAND 

Your  prayers  and  problems  sent 
direct  to  the  Holy  Land  Each  prayer 
read  and  a  tree  planted  in  honor  of 
your  message  to  God  Write:  Trees 
From  Galilee;  P.  O  Box  18627; 
Tucson,  AZ  85731.  Enclose  $4  00 
and  your  message 


Wr  ite  lor  tree 
Brochi 


BAPTISMAL  ' 
POOLS 

Fiberglass  C liurc 
Products 


(615)875-0679 

35)1    Hixson   Pike,  Chattunouaa,  TIM  3741; 


SALES   AND    RENTALS: 

GOSPEL   TENTS 

Special    prices   to    ministers.    For  complete 
information    write 

VALDOSTA    TENT 
MANUFACTURING   COMPANY 

P.O.    Box   248,   Valdosta,   Georgia    31601 
Phone    242-0730 


WOLFE  BROS.  &  CO. 

PINEY    FLATS,   TENN. 

Manufacturers    of    DISTINCTIVE 


Since    1888.    Write    for    free    estimate. 


BUILO 
Bll^ii 
rfUILD 


This  complete  church,  and 
others,  built  and  furnished 
on  your  lot.  average  price 
$28/sq.  ft.  Designs  tor 
seating  130  to  1600 


Includes    Masonry  and  wood  construction, 
social  area,  ottices.  classrooms,  nursery,  chon 
robe  rooms,  baptistry    steeple,  carpet,  and 
Sanctuary  with  padded  pews 


FAMILY  ACTIVITY  CENTER 

Steel  or  masonry  construction 

from  $20  00/sq   ft 

CHRISTIAN  SCHOOL  DESIGNS 

4  classrooms  and  larger 


th\ 


Write  or  call  tor 

FREE 
information  or 

brochure 
(803)  268-7297 
(803)  268-7090 


>RTHWAY 
CONTRACTORS, 

■  f,  i/-n      p.o.  Box  591 
IINvs.  Taylors.  SC  29687 

Over  100  buildings  constructed  in  Southeast 
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ORPHAN  /  Continued 

every  time.  There  was  much 
we  needed  to  talk  about. 

That  night  I  tried  to  get  used 
to  the  thought  of  belonging 
to  someone.  I  thought  of 
hundreds  of  questions  to  ask 
my  father.  What  was  my  family 
like?  How  did  we  get 
separated?  Where  did  they 
live?  What  was  I  going  to  do 
when  I  got  there?  How  did  he 
ever  find  me?  When  was  he 
going  to  pick  me  up? 

The  next  day  I  got  up 
very  early  and  ran  to  the 
phone.  He  was  right  there  to 
answer,  just  as  he  said  he 
would  be,  and  didn't  mind 
the  early  call.  I  asked  him  all 
the  questions  I'd  thought  of 
the  night  before. 

That's  the  way  it  went  at 
first.  I'd  call  my  father  and 
we'd  talk  a  long  time, 
sometimes  several  times  a  day. 
I'd  ask  some  of  the  same 
questions  over  and  over,  so  he 
finally  wrote  me  all  the 
details.  I  read  the  pages  over 
every  night.  I  could  hardly 
wait  for  each  day's  mail. 

The  most  persistent 
question  I  had  was,  why 
couldn't  he  come  get  me  and 
take  me  home  right  now?  He 
gave  me  two  main  reasons. 
First,  my  way  of  life  in  the 
orphanage  was  so  radically 
different  from  their  home 
routine  that  I  needed  to  grow 
accustomed  to  their  ways, 
standards,  manners,  and 
attitudes.  Although  it  wasn't 
impossible  for  me  to  go  home 
immediately,  I'd  enjoy  it  much 
more  if  I  adjusted  somewhat 
first. 

Second,  he  wanted  me  to 
stick  around  the  orphanage  just 
a  bit  longer  because  some  of 
my  brothers  and  sisters  were 


also  there.  He  wanted  me  to 
help  him  locate  them. 

Life  at  the  orphanage  has 
brightened  as  I  spend  my  days 
learning  all  I  can  about  my 
family.  I  want  to  make  up  for 
lost  time.  My  great  joy  is  to 
know  I  can  talk  to  my  father 
anytime,  day  or  night.  I  tell 
him  everything.  Sometimes  he 
disagrees  with  my  actions  and 
attitudes,  but  he  always 
reassures  me  of  his  love. 

I  spend  a  lot  of  my  time 
studying  his  letters.  I  know  I 
still  have  a  lot  of  changing  to 
do,  but  the  funny  thing  is, 
every  time  I  do  make  a 
change,  I  like  the  new  way 
so  much  better.  The  letter  I 
like  the  best  tells  me  what 
it's  going  to  be  like  when  all  of 
us  children  return  home.  Dad 
drew  a  floor  plan  and  color 
illustration  of  my  room,  too. 
It  makes  me  homesick  to  look 
at  it,  even  though  I've  never 
been  there,  yet.  I  sure  would 
like  to  go  home. 

Meanwhile,  I'm  checking 
around  for  my  lost  brothers 
and  sisters.  I've  found  two  of 
them  already.  That  was  one 
of  the  greatest  thrills,  to  see 
their  face  when  I  told  them 
the  good  news. 

Sometimes  I  do  get 
discouraged.  It  seems  I'm  not 
getting  in  shape  for  my  new 
life  fast  enough.  But,  my  father 
is  patient  and  gives  me  good 
advice  about  handling  each 
situation.  Anyway,  deep  down 
inside  I  know  for  a  fact  that 
I'm  not  an  orphan  anymore.     D 

THE  TROUBLEMAKER 

Continued 

"What — what's  he  doing 
here?"  he  demanded. 

"I  told  you,"  Mr.  Holcomb 
said  calmly.  "He's  your  tutor." 


"Is  this  on  the  level?" 

"Hello,  Don,"  I  said. 

He  shook  hands  cautiously, 
still  not  sure  of  what  was 
happening. 

"Well,  you  boys  had  better 
get  to  class,"  Mr.  Holcomb 
announced.  "Arrange  your 
own  tutoring  setup,  Rich,  but  I 
want  a  progress  report  at 
least  once  a  week." 

"Yes,  sir,"  I  promised. 
"Come  on,  Don." 

We  walked  down  the 
empty  hall  without  talking  for  a 
moment  or  two. 

"How's  your  sister?"  Don 
asked  finally,  swallowing. 

"Better,"  I  replied.  "She's 
getting  more  feeling  in  her 
legs  all  the  time.  The  doctors 
are  pretty  sure  she'll  recover 
completely." 

"Good,"  he  said. 

"She's  looking  forward  to 
seeing  you  again,"  I  told  him. 

He  frowned.  "Huh?" 

"I'll  be  tutoring  you  mostly 
at  my  house,"  I  explained.  "It's 
quiet  there.  Cathy  suggested 
it." 

He  didn't  answer  for  a 
while. 

"Man,  I  just  don't 
understand,"  Don  said  just 
before  we  reached  the 
science  lab.  "I'm  the  guy  who 
hit  your  sister,  and  now 
you're  going  to  tutor  me  so  I 
can  graduate,  and  I'll  be 
studying  at  your  house.  You're 
the  last  guy  in  school  I'd 
expect  help  from." 

I  smiled.  "Oh,  you  mean 
because  of  all  those  threats  I 
made.  I  was  pretty  shook  at 
the  time,  but  a  lot  has 
happened  since  then.  I'll  tell 
you  about  it  sometime." 

"Yeah,  OK,"  he  agreed.  "I 
think  I'd  like  that."     □ 
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News  and  Hitivities 


ACTION 

News  G  Views 

Genera/  Department 
of  Youth  and  Christian 
Education 

Complied  by  Sonjia  Lee  Hunt 


HOW  SUNDAY  SCHOOL 
HAS  INFLUENCED 
MY  LIFE 

Life  is  precious  and  is  to  be 
valued  greatly.  A  life  in  Christ  is 
valued  even  more.  Jesus  comes 
first  In  my  life.  He  Is  my  source  of 
strength,  and  I  praise  Him  for 
salvation. 

I  was  saved  on  a  Sunday 
evening  during  a  revival  at  my 
church.  My  decision  was 
Influenced  by  the  evangelist,  the 
pastor,  and  my  parents.  But  the 
greatest  influence  came  from  my 
Sunday  school  teacher.  She 
taught  me  to  understand  what  it  was 
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like  to  serve  the  Lord.  Indeed, 
Sunday  school  at  the  Church  of  God 
in  Cartersville,  Georgia,  has 
played  an  important  part  in  my  life 
as  a  Christian.  I  had  many 
teachers — all  with  different  teaching 
techniques — but  all  centering  on 
one  main  theme — the  Lord  Jesus 
Christ. 

Many  people,  young  and  old,  have 
been  reached  through  the  Sunday 
school.  I  was  influenced  by  my 
Sunday  school  teacher  when  I 
received  the  Lord  as  my  Savior,  and 
I  pray  that  the  ministry  of  Sunday 
school  all  over  the  world  will  reach 
and  win  others  before  Christ 
comes  to  take  His  Church  away. 

God  wants  all  of  His  children  to 
work  in  the  church.  My  goal  is  to 
teach  a  Sunday  school  class 
someday  and  to  share  my  testimony 
and  the  Word  of  God.    D 
—Barry  Garland 
Cartersville  Church  of  God 

CHAMBLEE  YOUTH 
MERIT  SEMIFINALIST 

David  C.  Tucker  is  among  the 
15,000  high  school  students  across 
the  nation  who  will  be  considered 
for  approximately  4,300  Merit 
Scholarships  to  be  awarded  this 
spring.  He's  only  seventeen  years  of 
age  and  is  a  charter  member  of 
the  Church  of  God  In  Chamblee, 


Georgia.  He  is  also  a  National 
Merit  Scholarship  semifinalist. 

Over  1.1  million  students 
enrolled  in  approximately  18,000  high 
schools  entered  the  1980  Merit 
Program  by  taking  the  1978  qualifying 
test,  the  PSAT/NMSQT. 
Semifinalists  are  the  highest  scorers 
in  each  state,  named  from  the  top 
half  of  1  percent  of  the  state's  senior 
class  in  numbers  proportional  to 
that  state's  percentage  of  the 
nation's  graduating  seniors. 

To  be  considered  for  Merit 
Scholarships,  semifinalists  must  be 
fully  endorsed  and  recommended  for 
scholarships  by  their  secondary 
school  principals,  submit  records  that 
confirm  high  academic  standing, 
and  substantiate  their  high  qualifying 
test  scores  with  equivalent  scores 
on  another  test. 

David's  personal  interests  are 
radio  and  television  journalism, 
drama,  and  French.  His  hobbies 
are  reading  and  acting.  He  is  also 
active  in  the  youth  activities  of 
his  local  church  and  plans  to  attend 
Oglethorpe  University  in 
Georgia.    □ 

—Reverend  Billy  J.  O'Neal 
North  Georgia  Youth  and 
Christian  Education  Director 

CHURCH  YOUTH 

WIN  AT 

KING  ORANGE 

Thirty-eight  Church  of  God  young 
people  from  Cleveland,  Tennessee, 
went  to  Florida  for  the  New  Year's 
parade  in  Miami.  They  didn't  go  to 
watch.  They  went  to  march. 
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The  207-member,  award-winning 
Cleveland  High  School  Marching 
Band  received  an  invitation  to 
participate  in  the  King  Orange 
competition  on  December  29, 
1979,  at  the  Orange  Bowl  stadium 
and  then  to  lead  the  queen's  float 
In  the  New  Year's  parade. 

The  band  competed  against  nine 
other  bands  and  captured  first  place 
In  the  contest  that  is  known  as 
the  "Super  Bowl"  of  band  contests. 
Among  many  congratulations  were 
those  of  President  Jimmy  Carter.    D 
— Debbie  Home 
Reporter 


SAUNDRE  ELAINE  BROWN 

Saundre  Elaine  Brown,  Hyde 
Park  Church  of  God  in  Los  Angeles, 
was  selected  to  appear  in 
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Outstanding  Young  Women  of 
America,  1979. 

Saundre  is  also  the  recipient  of  an 
awards  certificate  given  in 
recognition  of  personal  and 
professional  accomplishments. 
However,  she  feels  the  highest  honor 
she  has  received  is  the  baptism 
of  the  Holy  Ghost. 

Saundre  is  a  member  of  the 
Ladies  Auxiliary.  She  serves  as  LA 
secretary-treasurer,  gospel  choir 
secretary-treasurer,  corresponding 
secretary  of  the  church,  and  as  a 
Sunday  school  teacher. 

Saundre  received  her  Master  of 
Education  degree  in  business  at  the 
University  of  Georgia  and  a 
Bachelor  of  Science  in  business  at 
Fort  Valley  State  College,  Fort 
Valley,  Georgia.  She  has  done  further 
study  toward  a  six-year  certificate, 
and  is  presently  in  a  certification 
program  in  project  planning  and 
control  at  TRW-Defense  Space  Group, 
Redondo  Beach,  California,  where 
she  is  employed. 

Saundre  is  striving  daily  to  be 
more  dedicated  to  God  and  to  walk 
worthy  of  the  vocation  wherewith 
she  is  called. 

Saundre's  first  experience  with 
Pentecost  was  when  she  began 
attending  Hyde  Park  Church  of 
God.  She  is  excited  about  Jesus  and 
His  church  and  will  tell  you,  "It  is 
an  honor  to  be  adopted  into  the 
family  of  God.  I  was  truly  lost  but 
now  am  found." 

Saundre's  pastor  is  Horace  O. 
Marshall.    D 
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Articles 


by  JUNE  ROBERTSON 

\m    a    mother    and    I    worry.    All 
mothers  worry  some.  At  least, 
they    are    concerned    about 
teenage  sons. 
It    was    a    typical    autumn    day     in 
west    Texas.    Fall    winds    had    just 
about  stripped   all   leaves  from  the 
trees  and  I  could  tell  winter  was 
just  around  the  corner. 

My  husband  and  I  were  at  the 
Weatherford  Middle  School,  wait- 
ing for  the  bus  to  bring  the  eighth  grade  boys 
from  their  First  out-of-town  basketball  game. 
The  team  had  gone  to  Graham,  some  sixty  miles 
away,  and  we  weren't  certain  what  time  they 
would  return. 

My  thoughts  were  pleasant.  I  thought  of  our 
son  Aubrey  and  of  how  quickly  he  was  growing 
up.  Almost  as  tall  as  his  dad. 

I  was  glad  Aubrey  had  accepted  Christ  at 
an  early  age,  and  that  he  took  living  for  the 
Lord  seriously.  Only  a  few  weeks  earlier,  dur- 
ing a  Sunday  evening  service  at  our  small  Camp- 
ground Church,  Aubrey  had  requested  prayer  that 
he'd  be  able  to  win  some  of  his  school  friends  to 
the  Lord. 

My  thoughts  were  interrupted  as  the  long,  yel- 
low bus  pulled  slowly  onto  the  school  parking  area. 
Through  a  maze  of  heads  we  tried  to  catch  a  glimpse 
of  Aubrey.  The  boys  all  looked  alike  in  the  semi- 
darkness.  The  bus  stopped.  A  few  of  the  boys  scam- 
pered off,  the  streetlight  clearing  showing  their  faces. 
But  no  Aubrey. 

We  noticed  some  of  the  boys  lingering  at  the  back 
of  the  bus. 

Was  there  a  fight? 

Was  someone  hurt?  , 

Something  unusual  was  going  on.  Ordinarily,  after 
a  game  the  boys  were  totally  exhausted  and  anxious 
to  get  home. 

Where  was  Aubrey?  We  couldn't  see  him  anywhere. 


Finally   the   crowd   dispersed.    We    saw 
Aubrey,  right  in  the  middle  of  the  group. 
Yet  lingering. 
Were  they  arguing? 

Aubrey  is  usually  so  starved  he's   anxious 
to  go  home,  but  now  he  seemed  in  no  hurry. 
Off  he  came.   Big  smile  on  his  face.   Blond 
hair  tousled.  Looking  a  bit  tired,  but  happy. 
I  sighed  with  relief. 
Well,  did  you  win?"  his  dad  asked. 
"Nope.     But     something     better     happened." 
Aubrey  climbed  into  the  car. 
"Better?" 
Aubrey  explained. 

On  the  way  to  Graham,  a  couple  of  the  boys  had 
discussed  events  that  would  be  taking  place  after 
Jesus  returned  to  the  earth.  Someone  had  questioned 
a  statement  made  by  one  of  the  boys,  so  they  had  all 
decided  to  ask  Aubrey.  His  dad  was  a  preacher. 
Surely  he'd  know  about  such  things  as  the  Rapture, 
the  mark  of  the  beast,  and  the  end  of  time. 

That's  how  it  had  all  begun.  Aubrey  shared  what 
he'd  been  taught  about  the  Lord's  coming  and  the 
Tribulation.  Many  of  the  boys  said  it  was  the  first 
time  they'd  ever  heard  about  such  things.  All  the  way 
to  Graham  they  asked  questions. 

Then,  while  they  waited  for  the  first  team  to  finish 
playing,  they  continued  the  discussion,  asking  honest, 
soul-searching  questions.  Not  skeptical.  Really  want- 
ing to  know  how  to  be  saved  and  how  to  be  in  the 
Rapture  when  Jesus  comes. 

Aubrey  explained  the  steps  of  salvation  just  as  he 
had  done  in  Kids  Krusades  with  the  family. 

"As  simple  as  ABC  backward,"  he  told  them. 

"Confess.  'If  we  confess  our  sins,  he  is  faithful  and 
just  to  forgive  us  our  sins,  and  to  cleanse  us  from  all 
unrighteousness'  (1  John  1:9). 

"Believe.  'Believe  on  the  Lord  Jesus  Christ,  and 
thou  shalt  be  saved'  (Acts  16:31). 

"Accept.   'But  as  many  as  received  him,  to   them 
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gave  he  power  to  become  the  sons  of  God,  even  to 
them  that  believe  on  his  name'  (John  1:12)." 

By  the  time  the  bus  had  made  the  return  trip  to 
Weatherford  Middle  School,  four  boys  had  accepted 
Christ.  Some  of  the  boys  were  already  wanting  to 
start  a  Bible  club  at  school.  They  could  learn  more 
about  the  Lord  and  help  lead  others  to  Him. 

"Wow!  A  revival  on  the  bus  home  was  more 
exciting  than  winning  a  ball  game  anytime!" 

It  had  really  happened!  Aubrey's  prayer  request 
had  already  been  answered. 

Did  I  say  I  was  worried? 

Well  .  .  .  rejoicing  does  a  better  job  of  smothering 
anxiety  than  anything  I  know.     □ 

Tony  Freeman  Photo 
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I  will  stand  at  the  back  of  the  auditorium, 

go  in  late,  and  leave  early. 
He  will  not  see  me  come  in — my  son. 

I  will  watch  a  hundred  tall,  bright  seniors 

march  to  the  new  tune  of  freedom  .  .  . 
of  days  without  classes  and  homework. 

I  will  watch  them  smile  and  laugh  and 

turn  tassels  on  graduation  caps 
and  I  will  remember  .  .  . 

how  my  son  has  lived  through 
47,550  football  practices 

six  blind  dates 
fourteen  term  papers 

two  chemistry  classes 
nine  trips  to  the  principal 
and  twelve  years  of  7:30  to  4:30. 

He  looks  so  straight  and  tall, 

so  healthy. 
No  shadows  of  the  time  he  fell 

from  the  back  porch  and  broke  his  leg — 
or  the  time  we  thought  he'd  die  from  measles. 

I  am  so  proud  of  him. 
I  wonder  where  he  is  going  and  what 
life  will  hold  for  him. 
I  trust  him  to  make  the  right  decisions 
and  wish  I  could  promise  him  it  would 
always  be  easy. 

Now  it  is  almost  time  .  .  . 
almost  time  for  him  to  walk  across 

the  stage  and  shake  hands, 
turn  and  smile. 

He  will  walk  out  the  door  slowly  and 
Everyone  will  cry 

because  it's  the  end — 
(and  the  beginning) 
and  everyone  always  cries  when 

the  end  and  the  beginning  meet. 
It  hurts  ...  it  really  hurts. 

I  am  afraid  for  my  big,  strong  son. 
I  am  afraid  that  the  world  will  not 

be  kind  to  him. 
I  am  afraid  that  he  will  not  let  himself 

be  vulnerable— be  genuine. 
I  pray  that  he  does  not  cover  his  soul 

with  two  coats  of  "cool." 

I  wish  that  I  could  hold  him  again 
like  1  did  when  he  was  small 
and  say, 
"Morning  and  evening. 

Good  times  and  bad  times. 
We  will  always  love  you." 


My  son — 

How  can  I  tell  you  all  I  hope  for  you, 
all  I  want  for  you? 

They're  asking  us  to  listen  to  the 

speaker. 
(I'm  sure  he's  very  distinguished) 

He  looks  blurred  through  my  eyes. 

Everything  swings  back  for  me 

and  suddenly  I  am  young  again, 
Sitting  in  white  like  a  hundred 

other  smiling  faces — 
stamped  out  like  so  many  lights 

by  the  passing  of  time. 

I  hear  the  speaker  say, 

"The  rich  young  ruler  had  it  all. 

He  was  rich  .  .  . 

He  was  young  .  .  . 
He  possessed  a  kingdom  .  .  . 
and  you  are  like  him  too. 

Rich  in  the  wealth  of  your  potential, 
Young — and  no  one  can  take  that  from  you, 

And  you  possess  a  kingdom — 
your  whole  life. 

What  will  YOU  do  with  your  kingdom?" 

He  walks  from  the  stage. 

The  audience  drowns  him  in  applause, 
catcalls,  and  whistles. 

I  look  for  my  son  amid  the  confusion. 
I  want  to  say, 
"Remember,  remember  his  words." 

Instead  I  stand  with  the  audience 

and  file  out  of  the  gym. 
Wondering  if  the  perfect  couple  will 

stay  married  longer  than  a  year. 
I  find  myself  hoping  Mr.  Success  will  be  one 

and  Miss  Popularity  will  not  turn 
sour  on  the  world. 

I  want  to  reach  out  to  them  all — 

and  shield  them — 
from  disappointment 

from  sickness 
from  all  the  things 

Adam  and  Eve  bequeathed  to 

future  generations. 

I  cannot  protect  anyone. 

I  can  only  watch  and  wait 
for  life  to  unfold  .  .  . 

and  pray  that  thosr  who 
march  out  the  door — 
will  not  make  the  choice  of  the 
rich  young  ruler. 

by  WANDA  CATO  BRETT 
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Playing  It  Safe 

It's  an  illusion.  Life  is  such  that  there's  no  way  you 
can  absolutely  play  it  safe/' 


Spring. 

You  face  graduation,  career 
choices,  decisions  relative  to 
college — maybe  wedding  plans  or 
other  serious  dilemmas — and 
about  the  only  thing  you  know  for 
sure  is  that  you'd  like  to  play  it 
safe. 

Everyone  is  saying,  "Be 
careful.  Take  your  time.  Evaluate. 
Look  at  all  the  pros  and  cons. 
Don't  blow  it." 

Frankly,  I'm  not  an  advocate 
of  the  play-it-safe  concept. 

It's  an  illusion.  Life  is  such 
that  there's  no  way  you  can 
absolutely  play  it  safe. 

An  uncle  of  mine  was  afraid  to 
go  into  the  coal  mines  on  Friday 
the  thirteenth.  He  checked  his 
calendar  in  advance  and  always 
told  the  boss  he  wouldn't  be  in 
on  those  particular  days. 

On  one  such  Friday  I  visited 
him.  Laughed  with  him  and  at  him 
over  his  superstition. 

"Just  playing  it  safe,"  my  uncle 
said. 

I  helped  him  get  out  his  garden 
tractor.  Watched  as  he  plowed 
around  the  hillside.  The  tractor 
overturned.  My  uncle,  all  tangled 
up  in  the  gears  and  straps,  ended 
up  with  a  trip  to  the  hospital 
and  a  broken  thumb. 

"Playing  it  safe,"  I  scoffed. 
"You  should  have  worked." 

My  uncle  held  up  his  hand. 
Said  quite  seriously,  "If  I'd  gone 
into  that  mine,  I'd  have  been 
killed." 

Point  of  view. 

Of  course,  what  we  all  long  for 
is  the  sure  and  certain  thing. 
Our  chances  of  finding  such — if 
that's  how  we  view 


circumstances,  mere  chances — are 
no  better  than  making  a  fortune 
at  the  gaming  tables  of  Vegas  or 
Reno.  They  are  probably  less. 

Uncertainty  is  basic  to  living. 
God  made  things  that  way.  He 
wove  it  into  the  fabric  of  life.  You 
can't  escape  it.  Can't  avoid  it. 

So  you're  afraid  of  that  new  job 
.  .  .  you're  wondering  if  this 
college  is  right  .  .  .  you're  in  love 
but  still  not  sure  it  will  last.  .  .  . 

Uncertainty.  Anxiety.  Fear. 

It  plagues  you.  Haunts  you. 
May  even  make  you  resort  to 
foolish  and  simplistic  solutions. 
Perhaps  you  wouldn't  consult  a 
horoscope,  or  go  to  a 
fortune-teller;  but  you  may  be 
tempted  to  use  Scripture 
superstitiously  or  to  put  out 
so-called  "fleeces"  until  you  get 
the  answer  you  want. 

That's  wrong.  Those  who 
approach  life  in  such  manner  usually 
make  shipwreck  and  wind  up 
blaming  God  anyway. 

Personally,  I  think  it's  wrong 
even  to  ask  or  to  expect  God's 
Holy  Spirit  to  make  your 
decisions.  To  do  so  is  to  ask 
God's  Spirit  to  circumvent  God's 
purpose  in  terms  of  the  whole 
human  experiment.  That  isn't 
possible. 

There's  only  one  way  to  cope 
with  uncertainty.  Faith. 

God's  Word  will  build  faith. 
The  Holy  Spirit  will  shore  up, 
strengthen,  and  enhance  faith. 

On  the  basis  of  faith,  you  make 
decisions. 

In  faith  you  live  with  those 
decisions,  capitalizing  on  them, 
sometimes  turning  bad  into  good, 


but  always  trusting  God.  No 
matter. 

Risky? 

Of  course  it  is.  In  human  terms. 

It's  also  tremendously  exciting. 
Challenging.  A  plan  worthy  of 
God's  signature. 

You'll  never  figure  it  all  out. 
Never  know  all  the  answers. 
After  all,  you're  a  player  in  the 
game:  not  the  Referee. 

One  certainty.  God  loves  you. 
Hang  on  to  that  truth.  Step 
forth.  Watch  the  darkness  light  up 
before  you.  Step  by  step. 
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Join  the  Celebration! 


JOIN  the  Sunday 

School  Bicentennial 
Celebration! 

Sunday  school  is  for  young  people.  The  study  of  God's  Word 

adds  zest  and  sparkle  to  life.  It  equips  you  to  face  life 

with  a  smile  ...  a  big  smile  ...  a  happy 

smile  ...  a  contagious  smile! 

Nineteen  hundred  and  eighty  is  the  bicentennial  of  the  Sunday  school. 

The  entire  year  has  been  designated  "The  Year  of  the  Sunday 

School."  You  can  join  the  celebration  by  pledging  allegiance 

to  the  Sunday  school  in  five  areas  of  support:  faithful  attendance, 

involvement  in  class  activities,  relating  the  lesson  to  life, 

participation  in  visitation,  and  praying  for  effectiveness. 

Smile!  Join  the  Sunday  school  celebration. 
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This  Issue 


We  have  two  articles  which 
are  especially  noteworthy. 
Issue  oriented. 

John  Kent  speaks  out  on 
astrology,  a  pseudoscience 
which  thrives  on  half-truths 
and  psychological  suggestion. 
While  many  understand  full 
well  the  ridiculousness  of  the 
soothsayer's  claims,  yet 
others  .  .  .  often  young  people 
.  .  .  have  been  lured  into 
the  net.  Without  warning. 

Then  there's  love  .  .  .  and 
sex. 

Noted  youth  leader  Bill 
Rudge  puts  these  two  in 
perspective.  Beautifully.  Plain 
spoken.  Factual.  Written  on  a 
level  youth  understand;  and, 
in  our  opinion,  will  deeply 
appreciate. 

Bellcase's  story  of  a  man's 
inner  struggle  as  he  wrestles 
with  the  problem  of  sickness 
and  death  will  also  make 
you  think.  Life  is  never  simple. 

Summer  is  here. 
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Ken  Kirklands 


Miraclfe 

. .  .that  exercise  may  result  only 

in  HOT  air. 

But    for    eighteen-year-old    Kenneth    Kirkland, 

Graniteville,   South  Carolina,  that  air   passed 

through  a  trumpet   means   music;  and   he's 

done  it  often  enough  and  well  enough  to 

win  honors   in  the   United 

States     Collegiate 

\.        Wind  Band  and  to 
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be  off  July  12,  1980,  on  a 
three-week  whirlwind  tour 
of  Europe. 

Ken  will  travel  with  a  group  of 
ninety-eight  talented  high 
school  and  college  students, 
selected  from  all  fifty  states. 
This  will  be  the  tenth  tour  of 
the  United  States  Collegiate 
Wind  Band  and  the  group  will 
perform  in  England,  France, 
Germany,  Austria,  Italy, 
Holland,  and  Switzerland. 

Professor  Al  G.  Wright, 
Purdue  University,  is  the 
conductor.  He  notes  that,  along 
with  some  lighter  works,  the 
band's  repertoire  will  include 
representative  works  from 
Bach,  Wagner,  Strauss, 
Nelhybel,  Sousa,  Grieg, 
Puccini,  McBeth,  and  Rossini. 

Of  course,  those  aren't  the 
musical  selections  Ken  plays  in 
his  home  church  in 
Warrenville,  South  Carolina,  but 
he  doesn't  do  bad  with  "The 
Old  Rugged  Cross"  either. 

Ken's  love  affair  with  the 
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trumpet  began  in  the  fifth 
grade.  The  relationship 
matured  enough  for  him  to 
make  senior  band  in  the 
eighth  grade,  also  to  be  chosen 
"Rookie  of  the  Year."  For 
three  years  he  was  trumpet 
section  leader  and  in  1979 
he  made  the  Governor's 
All-State  Honors  Band. 

At  the  time  of  this  interview, 
with  graduation  upon  him 
and  lots  of  decisions  to  be 
made,  Ken's  blue  eyes  tend 
to  shadow  with  nostalgia.  He 
thinks  of  himself,  essentially, 
as  a  small-town  boy — 
Graniteville  and  Warrenville 
are  both  cotton-mill  towns  just 
out  of  Aiken — and  to  have 
laid  on  him  college  choice, 
career  decisions,  Teen  Talent, 
and  European  tour,  all  at  one 
and  the  same  time,  is  heavy 
stuff. 

Ken  will  make  it. 

There's  a  certain  toughness  to 
him,  a  determined  set  to  his 
chin  that  promises  more  even 


PHOTOS:  Ken  with  his  grandmother, 
his  parents,  the  church  band, 
then  with  his  family,  including  aunt 
and  uncle,  all  of  whom  attend  the 
Warrenville  Church. 


than  the  fact  that 
Leavelle-McCampbell  High 
School's  senior  class  voted 
him  most  likely  to  succeed. 

Discipline  is  Ken's  secret. 
A  personal  discipline  that  has 
him  already  working 
part-time  in  the  textile  plant 
where  his  father  Billy  is  a 
plant  supervisor.  Discipline  that 
has  had  him  in  Sunday 
school  and  church  every  Sunday 
of  his  life.  Not  one  Sunday 
missed.  Discipline  that  has  also 
permitted  Ken  to  excel  in  a 
number  of  areas  other  than 
music. 

Ken  loves  baseball.  Was 
voted  to  the  all-county 
baseball  team  by  coaches  of  the 
Aiken  County  high  schools. 
Could  yet  be  offered  a  baseball 
scholarship. 

He  was  sports  editor  of  his 
high  school  newspaper,  "Rock 
Log."  Worked  on  the  annual 
staff  as  sports  editor.  Sang  in 
the  chorus.  Beta  Club.  Honor 
student. 
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That  takes  a  certain 
something  folks  used  to  call 
grit,  something  Pastor  Olin 
Martin  saw  in  Ken  when  he 
mentioned  him  for  this  feature, 
and  something  most  of  us 
hope  never  goes  out  of  style. 

Where  Ken  got  it  is 
debatable. 

Perhaps  from  Clara  B. 
Kirkland,  his  eighty-two-year-old 
grandmother.  She's  been  a 
member  of  the  Warrenville 
Church  for  fifty-one  years. 
Still  alert.  Active.  Asking  me  to 
pray  for  Kenneth  that  he'll 
make  the  right  decisions. 
Maybe  go  to  Lee  College. 

Could  be  from  father  Billy  J. 
You  don't  supervise  an  entire 
plant  .  .  .  negotiating,  cajoling, 
handling  personnel  problems 
in  today's  world  .  .  .  without  a 
certain  tough  edge  to 
character. 

Or  from  mother  Alice. 
Alice  Sanford  comes  from  a 
sister  holiness  church 
background,  but  not  Pentecostal. 
She  made  that  change  only 
after  sincere  prayer  and  a 


thorough  study  of  doctrine, 
the  same  persistence  that 
permitted  her  to  enter  college 
late,  to  obtain  a  master's 
degree,  and  to  find  her  place 
as  a  high  school  teacher  of 
social  studies. 

The  entire  Kirkland  family, 
including  brother  David  (age 
fifteen)  and  sister  Allyson  (age 
six),  is  intricately  involved  in 
church.  Ken's  a  member  of  the 
youth  choir.  He  often  leads 
special  youth  services. 
Participates  in  church  plays 
and  musicals.  Serves  as  class 
secretary.  Won  Teen  Talent 
competition  this  year;  Langley 
District  and  then  regional 
competition,  brass  division. 

"Maybe  I'll  be  a  dentist," 
Ken  says  thoughtfully.  "But 
first  there's  college  and  right 
now  I'm  investigating 
possibilities  and  leaving  my 
options  open." 

Considering  Lee? 

"Of  course.  My  uncle  Robert 
(Kirkland)  attended  Lee.  Or 
BTS  when  it  was  in  Sevierville. 
Roomed  with  Clyne  Buxton. 


"I  hear  that  Lee  has  a  good 
premed  program  now.  And 
there's  always  the  music.  And 
sports. 

"I'll  be  on  campus  for  College 
Day. 

"Whatever  my  decision,  I'm 
depending  on  God  to  help 
me  make  it." 

First,  though,  there's 
Europe.  Maybe  the  General 
Assembly  in  Dallas.  Certainly 
a  busy  summer  for  Ken 
Kirkland. 

He  isn't  the  mythical  Aladdin. 
He  doesn't  have  a  magic 
lamp  to  rub,  a  genie  to  help 
him,  or  a  flying  carpet;  but 
you'll  have  to  admit  Ken's  a 
young  man  who  seems  at  the 
moment  to  be  getting  a  lot  of 
miracle  out  of  his  fingers  and 
lungs. 

That's  talent. 

And  maybe  something  called 
gumption. 

For  sure,  it's  an  example  of 
manhood  in  the  making. 
Grace  yet  prevails.  □ 

by  HOYT  E.  STONE 


Astrol- 
ogy. 

One 
estimate 
is 


hat  started  out  to  be 
a  newspaper  entertain 
ment  feature  has  mush- 
roomed into  a  highly  publicized 
industry. 

The  inference  is 

clear  Put  your  faith 

in  astrology  and 

you'll  get  rich." 

that  America  alone  has  about 
10,000  full-time  and  175,000 
part-time  astrologers.  For  a 
fee  ranging  from  a  few  dollars 
to  hundreds  of  dollars,  these 
astrologers  will  give  you  a 
reading  about  your  future 
based  on  the  positions  of  the 
sun,  moon,  and  the  planets  at 
the  time  of  your  birth. 

While  many  astrologers 
who  prepare  the  daily  and 
weekly  astrology  columns  in 


newspapers  regard  their  features 
as  harmless  and  possibly 
helpful  entertainment,  the 
commercial  £  'rology  industry 
is  a  hard-sell  pi   position.  With 
full-page  ads  in  the  weekly 
tabloids  and  large  ads  in  the 
daily  papers,  the  commercial 
firms  promise  to  solve  every 
person's  money,  occupation, 
and  love  problems. 

Astrologers  claim  that 
businessmen  question  them  on 
certain  business  matters  such 
as  when  to  issue  new  stock 
shares  or  launch 
new  products  on  the 
market. 

Astrologers  claim 
that  the  reason 


"Astrology  was  born 

in  ignorance  and  is 

perpetuated  today 

in  complete  disregard 


astrologer,  and  that  England 
won  the  war  because  Winston 
Churchill  followed  the  advice 
of  his  astrologer. 

These  "achievements"  of 
astrology  are  typical  of  the 
endorsements  that  astrologers 
use  to  prove  the  value  of  their 
"science."  One  that  appears 
constantly  is  the  case  of  J.  P. 
Morgan,  who  reputedly  made 
his  fortune  because  he  followed 
the  advice  of  his  astrologer. 

The  implication  is  clear.  Put 
your  faith  in  astrology  and 

you'll  get  rich. 

This  emphasis  on 

money  is 

purely  American— 

since  we  are 


Germany  lost  World 

War  II  is  that  Hitler  refused 

to  follow  the  advice  of  his 


of  scientific  fact." 


more  money 
oriented  than  some  other 
countries.  In  Europe,  the 
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astrologers  most  often  predict 
a  happy  love  life  if  their 
horoscopes  are  followed. 

The  facts  are  that  astrology 

Astrology  tells    was  born  in 

ignorance  and 


is  perpetuat- 
ed today  in 
complete 


ople  only  the 

good  things 

want  to  hear." 

disregard  of  scientific  fact.  The 
ancients  believed  that  the 
positions  of  the  sun,  moon,  and 
the  planets  in  an  imaginary 
circle  of  constellations  (the 
"zodiac")  controlled  men's 
lives  and  the  destinies  of  nations. 

Astrology  is  based  on  a 
geocentric  system  (the  Earth  is 
the  center  of  the  universe). 
This  belief  has  been  outdated 
since  Galileo  proved  the 
Earth  moves  around  the  sun. 
The  ancients  knew  only  the 
sun,  moon,  and  five  planets: 
Mercury,  Venus,  Mars, 
Jupiter,  and  Saturn.  They  were 
ignorant  of  Uranus,  Neptune, 
and  Pluto. 

When  these  planets  were 
discovered  in  1781,   1846,  and 
1930  respectively,  the 
astrologers  refused  to  consider 
them.  So,  you  could  ask,  if 
Mars  or  Jupiter  has  influence 
on  a  person's  destiny,  why 
not  Uranus  or  Neptune? 

Scientists  and  other 
intelligent  people  condemn 
astrology  as  childish  nonsense. 
Yet,  according  to  publishing 
industry  sources,  about  twelve 
hundred  of  the  country's  daily 
newspapers  carry  astrological 
advice  columns.  An  additional 
two  hundred  weeklies  carry 
these  columns.  About 
twenty-five  astrological 
magazines  are  published  in  the 
United  States. 

The  extensive  interest  in 
astrology  by  so  many 
Americans  has  caused  a  number 


of  sociologists  and 
psychologists  to  look  into  the 
phenomenon  and  learn  why: 

*Dr.  Percy  Ryberg,  a  New 
York  psychiatrist,  says  that 
"the  stress  of  these  times, 
economically  and  psychologically, 
is  undoubtedly  a  factor  in  the 
increased  interest  in  astrology. 
But  more  than  that,  I  think 
people  are  seeking  a  spiritual 
outlet." 

*Dr.  Alan  Rosenberg,  another 
New  York  psychiatrist,  feels 
that  people  are  confused  and 
looking  for  signposts — new 
ways  of  determining  direction. 
"They  want  help  in  making 
decisions,"  he  says.  "Religion 
isn't  meeting  the  need  it  once 
did  and  psychiatry  has  its 
limitations." 

*Dr.  Edward  Hornick  agrees 
with  most  other  psychiatrists 
in  noting  that  "life  once  had  a 
clear-cut  pattern,  people 
relied  heavily  on  being  part  of 
a  strong  family  unit.  But 
today  many  families  are  split 
up,  with  some  members 
living  miles  apart.  Since  they 
have  few  people  or  friends  to 
turn  to  for  advice,  they  turn  to 
astrology." 

*Bart  Bok,  professor  emeritus 
of  astronomy  at  the 
University  of  Arizona,  has  taken 
off  on  the  astrologers' 
cosmological  basis.  He  says  that 
all  the  planets  and  stars  that 
supposedly  influence  a  person's 
character  and  future  at  the 
time  of  birth  are  so 
tremendously  distant  that  any 
possible  influence  would  be 
infinitesimal. 

Bok  also 
questions  why  the 
moment  of  birth 
should  be  the  critical 
instant  for  the  stars  to  do  their 
work.  If  some  mysterious 


influence  at  just  one  point  in 
a  person's  life,  the  moment  of 
conception  would  seem  a 
more  likely  choice,  he  says.  By 
the  time  a  baby  is  born,  he 
or  she  has  been  alive  as  a 
zygote  and  embryo  for  nine 
months,  susceptible  to  many 
influences,  mysterious  and 
otherwise. 

More  than  two  hundred 
top  American  and  European 
scientists  (including  Nobel 
prize  winners)  signed  a 
statement  in   1976  which  said 
that  it  was  time  to  challenge 
directly  and  forcefully  the 
pretentious  claims  of  astrological 
charlatans.  They  said  it  is 
simply  a  mistake  to  imagine 
that  the  forces  exerted  by 
stars  and  planets  at  the  moment 
of  birth  can  in  any  way 
shape  our  futures. 

Astrology  has  become 
popular  because  people  want  to 
know  the  future  and  because 
the  readings  invariably  tell  the 
person  only  the  good  things. 
Moreover,  astrology  is  vague 
enough  to  enable  us  to  read 
into  the  predictions  what  we 
want.  Even  as  pure  guesses, 
at  least  half  the  predictions 
seem  to  come  true,  which 
makes  astrology  believable  to 
the  gullible. 

Ellic  Howe,  in  an  article  on 
astrology  in  MAN,  MYTH, 
AND  MAGIC  (Vol.   1,  Marshall 
Cavendish  Corporation,  New 
York,   1970)  writes:  "It  is  true 
that  there  are  records  of 
impressively  accurate  predic- 
tions, but  astrology's 
predictive  techniques  simply  do 
not  respond  to 

W  QS  instigation. 

nonsense."   indeed,  as 

far  as  the  latter  is  concerned  it 
is  extremely  difficult  to 


"Scientists  condemn 


force  exerts  an  overwhelming 
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Love  and  sex 

are  subjects 

that  are  of 

interest  to 

everyone,  because 

all  of  us  are 

sexual  beings  and  we  all 

need  love.  But  it  seems  today 

that  the  only  concept  we 

have  of  love  and  sex  is  that 

which  is  exploited  through 

music,  on  TV,  and  through  the 

other  mass  media. 

As  a  result,  every  aspect  of 
sex  imaginable  is  being 
sensationalized  and  perverted. 
Homosexuality,  prostitution, 
orgies,  wife  swapping,  group 
sex,  incest,  rape,  abortion, 
and  venereal  disease  are  just 
some  of  the  immediate 
consequences. 

We  are  being  indoctrinated 
and  brainwashed  to  accept  this 
as  a  normal  way  of  life. 
From  a  Victorian  society  that 
declared,  "Let's  keep  sex 
hidden,"  we  have  been 
transformed  to  the  opposite 
extreme,  into  an  erotic  culture 
that  affirms,  "Sex  is 
preeminent." 

The  word  fornix  from 
which  we  get  "fornication" 
comes  from  the  Latin  words 
for  "arch."  It  was  there,  in  the 
dark  arches  of  the  coliseums, 
that  prostitutes  of  ancient  times 
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need  love: 


plied  their  trade.  As  the 
crazed  crowd,  invigorat- 
ed with  the  scene  of 
Christians  shredded  by 
wild  beasts,  retired  for 
their  afternoon  of 
entertainment,  the 
prostitutes  would  be 
there  waiting  in  the  fornix. 
Likewise  today,  as 
Christian  standards  are 
thrown  to  the  lions,  the 
purveyors  of  pornography 
wait  in  the  fornix  to 

feed  on  the 
lust  of  a 
generation  that 
has  forgotten 
God. 

With  sex 
so  sensationalized, 
the  logical  question  teens  ask 
is,  If  adults  have  so  much 
fun,  why  shouldn't  I?  As  a 
result,  the  headlines  about 
youth  and  sex  are  the  same  all 
over  the  country. 
Government  and  private  studies 
come  to  the  same  dismal 
conclusions — the  problem  is 
getting  worse. 

Pornography  is  becoming 
increasingly  available  to 
children  and  teens.  Young 
people  are  having  severe 
sexual  problems  as  a  direct 
result  of  the  porno  plague. 
They've  been  encouraged  to 
experiment  with  all  types  of 
sexual  activities  which  they  are 
in  no  way  mature  enough  to 
handle.  The  effects  are  already 
noticeable.  There  are  eleven 
million  sexually  active  teens  in 
the  United  States  school 
system.  In  1978  a  million  teens 
became  pregnant  and 
780,000  of  them  were  not 
married.  Some  want 
pregnancy  hoping  it  will  bring 
love  and  commitment,  while 
others  play  pregnancy  roulette, 
hoping  not  to  get  caught. 


Three  out  of  five  teenage 
marriages  end  in  divorce 
within  three  years.  A  third  of 
all  abortions  are  among  teens 
and  more  than  300,000 
juveniles  nationwide  are 
involved  in  pornographic 
businesses  usually  linked  with 
prostitution. 

Venereal  disease  among 
young  people  has  grown  into  a 
national  tragedy.  It  is 
estimated  that  one  in  every 
four  high  school  students  will 
have  contacted  some  form  of 
venereal  disease  by 
graduation  time.  Public  health 
officials  say  the  spread  of  VD 
among  teens  constitutes  an 
epidemic  of  unparalleled 
proportions. 

The  family  structure  is 
being  undermined  and  in  many 
cases  destroyed,  leaving  a 
wake  of  children  with  only  one 
parent  to  raise  them.  If 
judged  by  what  is  happening  to 
the  family  or  the  sense  of 
fulfillment  attained,  the  new 
morality  is  in  trouble,  for  the 
end  result  is  unfulfilled  and 
broken  lives.  Just  ask 
someone  who's  been  there. 

Going  too  far  physically 
ruins  more  loving  relations  than 
anything  else.  We  counsel 
numerous  people  who  are  trying 
to  patch  up  a  bad  scene  after 
a  sexual  escapade.  Most  tell  us 
they  planned  to  be  married, 
only  to  have  their  life  shattered 
by  the  reality  that  their 
supposed  future  mate  enjoyed 
the  forbidden  fruit  and  then 
left  them  for  another. 

Psychologists'  files  abound 
with  case  histories  of  those 
whose  early  sexual 
experiences  programmed  them 
to  respond  in  certain  ways 
that  caused  insurmountable 
problems  in  later  marriage. 


H 


Lighted  Pathway,  June.  1980 


Artirles 


Through  God's  forgiveness  early 
programming  can  many  times 
be  changed,  but  permanent 
scars  often  remain. 

A  million  authorities  speak 
out  on  love  and  sex,  but 
there's  one  authority  you 
seldom  hear  mentioned  on 
this  subject — God.  Does  God 
know  anything  about  love 
and  sex?  He  invented  it!  It 
wasn't  a  mistake  that  we 
were  made  male  and  female. 
Therefore,  we  must  discover 
God's  intention  for  creating  us 
as  sexual  beings  and  fulfill 
this  in  its  truest  and  most 
meaningful  purpose. 

Why  did  God  say 
twenty-seven  times  in  the 
Bible  that  premarital  sex  was 
wrong?  Some  people  have 
the  idea  that  God  said,  "I  think 
I'll  create  something 
everybody  will  like,  and  then 
tell  them  they  can't  do  it." 
But  God  is  not  against  sex  or 
the  enjoyment  of  it.  Sex  is 
not  dirty  or  vulgar.  God  just 
doesn't  want  something  He 
created  as  beautiful  to  be 
misused  and  abused  or 
degraded  to  less  than  it  was 
meant  to  be.  God  made  sex 
for  an  ultimate  expression  of  a 
deep  and  permanent  love 
relationship. 

However,  many  people  will 
never  experience  this  full 
meaning  of  sex  because  they 
are  willing  to  settle  for  a  lesser 
experience  on  an  animalistic 
level.  There  are  individuals  who 
live  basically  for  two 
things — their  stomach  and  their 
glands.  The  mistake  that  they 
make  in  regard  to  this  vital 
area  of  life  is  that  they  don't 
know  the  difference  between 
two  four-letter  words — love 
and  lust.  Lust  is  selfish  and 
demanding.  It  seeks  its  own 
gratification  and  cannot  wait. 


Real  love  has  respect  and  is 
patient.  It  can  stand  the  test  of 
time. 

Young  people  need  to 
understand  that  basic 
difference,  so  that  the  next  time 
someone  says  to  them,  "I 
love  you,  I  want  you.  I  need 
you  nowl"  they  can  decipher 
the  correct  meaning  of  those 
words.  What  the  person  is 
actually  saying  is,  "I  lust  you,  I 
want  you  now  for  my  own 
sexual  gratification." 

Love  does  not  need  cheap 
experimentation.  A  wise 
seventeen-year-old  gave  the 
following  advice  to  a  sexually 
active  thirteen-year-old  girl. 
"It's  not  worth  it.  I'm  sure 
being  close  to  somebody 
makes  you  feel  loved  and 
needed,  but  please  don't 
mistake  sex  for  love.  .  .  .  Sex 
and  love  are  two  completely 
different  things  and  it's  amazing 
how  a  lot  of  awfully  smart 
people  get  them  mixed  up. 
Don't  worry  about  saying  no 
to  your  boyfriend,"  she  said, 
"because  if  he  really  loves 
you,  he'll  stick  around." 

The  teen  years  are  too 
good  to  be  wasted.  We  talk  to 
teens,  however,  who  are  in 
such  a  rush  to  "live,"  that  they 
leave  everything  behind. 
They  will  never  put  on  that 
cap  and  gown  and  walk 
proudly  up  the  aisle  of  their 
high  school  auditorium.  It's 
true,  the  boring  classes  and  the 
dull  homework  are  gone 
forever.  Mom  and  Dad  don't 
nag  them  anymore.  They 
don't  have  to  worry  about  being 
in  at  eleven  o'clock.  They've 
traded  all  that  in. 

During  a  moment  of 
pleasure,  they  unthinkingly 
created  a  new  life.  Now, 
they're  adults. 


What  a  trade! 

You  see,  it  takes  a  real 
man  and  a  real  woman  to 
discipline  and  control  those 
desires,  rather  than  being 
controlled  by  them. 

Control  before  marriage 
contributes  to  control  after 
marriage. 

Marriage  means  union.  Sex  is 
meant  to  be  enjoyed  within 
the  secure  bonds  of  a  total 
union — physically,  mentally, 
emotionally,  and  above  all, 
spiritually  joined  together. 
The  physical  dimension  of  sex 
should  be  the  completion  of 
your  total  union,  not  merely  the 
only  union. 

In   1  Corinthians  6:16,   17  the 
Bible  says  in  regard  to  the 
physical  act  of  marriage  that 
the  two  shall  be  one  flesh. 
This  becoming  one  flesh  is 
descriptive  of  those  who  are 
joined  with  the  Lord  as  being 
one  spirit  with  Him. 

Sex  may  be  a  very  important 
part  of  a  relationship,  but  it 
is  a  result  of  the  relationship 
and  total  union,  and  not 
merely  the  cause  for  a 
relationship.  A  truly  great 
sexual  relationship  demands  and 
involves  all  you  are  as  a 
person.  Sex  is  a  growing 
experience.  The  first  time 
you  touch  the  hand  of  someone 
you  like,  you  get  a  tingle. 
But  if  that  relationship  does  not 
grow  into  something  deeper, 
what  happens  after  you  have 
held  their  hand  396  times? 
What  do  you  get  then?  Right! 
Sweaty  hands!  Sex  isn't 
something  you  have  or  do.  It  is 
one  of  the  essential  unity 
factors  in  marriage,  and  it 
grows  and  matures  into 
maximum  oneness  over  a  long 
period  of  time. 

CONTINUED  ON  PAGE  23 
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■   gave  my  dad  poison  for  his 
Father's  Day  gift.  Well,  it 
was  really  just  licorice  drops, 
but  I  put  them  in  a  little  jar 
and  wrote  "arsenic"  on  the 
label.  Looked  pretty  authentic. 

"What's  this?"  he  asked, 
unwrapping  the  package  and 
studying  the  contents.  "Poison?" 

My  mother  gasped. 

My  sister  gave  me  a  look. 
"You're  sick,  Barney." 

Dad  took  the  lid  off  the  jar 
and  emptied  one  of  the 
licorice  drops  into  his  hand. 
"This  your  idea  of  a  joke, 
Son?"  he  wanted  to  know. 

I  said  it  wasn't.  Then  my 
face  got  kind  of  red,  and  I 
wished  I  had  just  given  him 
a  tie,  same  as  usual, 
but  I  had  gone  this 
far  and  figured  I 
might  as  well  go 
through  with  it. 

"You're  killing 
yourself,  Dad,"  I  told 
him,  "so  you  might 
as  well  get  it  over 
with."  There,  I  had 
said  it. 

Dad  looked  at 
Mom  and  Mom 
looked  at  Janice. 
"He's  sick,"  my  sister 
informed  them. 
"Open  my  present, 
Daddy." 

"In  a  second,"  Dad 
promised.  "Just 
what  are  you  talking 
about,  Barney?" 

I  swallowed.  It  was 
a  lot  easier  when  I 
said  it  to  myself  up 
in  my  room. 
"You're  working  too 
hard,"  I  began. 

10 


"YOU'RE  KILLING 

YOURSELF,  DAD," 

I  TOLD  HIM,  "SO 

YOU  MIGHT  AS 

WELL  GET  IT  OVER 

WITH." 

"Every  night  you  stay  late  at 
the  office  and  then  when  you 
do  come  home  you  usually 
bring  work  with  you." 

"I'm  trying  to  provide  for  my 
family,"  Dad  replied.  "Is  that 
a  crime?" 

"We  don't  need  so  much 
money,"  I  told  him.  "Really. 
We'd  rather  have  you  around 
a  while  longer." 

"You  have  been  working 
awfully  hard,  Horace,"  Mom 
agreed. 


"Too  hard,  Daddy,"  Janice 
added. 

"We  could  move  into  a 
smaller  house,"  I  suggested. 

"I  can  get  a  part-time  job," 
Janice  offered. 

"I'll  cut  my  household 
budget,"  Mom  decided. 

Dad  was  quiet  for  a  minute. 
"Maybe  I  have  been  working 
too  hard,"  he  admitted.  "But 
the  competition  is  really  stiff 
these  days." 

"You'll  be  stiff,  too,  if  you 
don't  slow  down,"  I  told  him. 
"We  want  to  be  a  family 
again,  Dad.  You  don't  even 
make  it  to  church  every 
Sunday  anymore." 

"And  I've  missed  it  too," 
Dad  said  thoughtfully.  "You 
know,  I  trusted  the 
Lord  to  save  me; 
maybe  if  I  trusted 
Him  to  meet  my 
financial  needs  I 
wouldn't  worry  so 
much  about  the 
business." 

"Right!"  I  exclaimed. 

"You  have  been 
under  a  lot  of  stress 
lately,"  Mom  told 
him.  "And  stress 
causes  heart 
attacks." 

It  wasn't  easy  for 
Dad  to  slow  down, 
but  he  did.  And 
when  he  started 
putting  in  too 
much  time  at  the 
office  again,  I  put 
some  licorice  drops  on 
his  desk.  Worked 
like  a  charm. 

Next  year  I'm 
getting  him  a  tie, 
though.  □ 
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t  was  a  hot  summer  night. 
The  youth  camp 
evangelist  had  concluded  his 
message  and  had  given  the 
altar  invitation.  Over  a 
hundred  youthful  seekers 
jammed  the  altars.  Out  of 
this  mass  of  teenagers  my  eyes 
were  drawn  to  one  young 
lady. 

Tears  poured  down  her 
face.  She  prayed  with  such 
earnestness  that  she  was 
totally  oblivious  to  all  that  was 
happening  about  her.  It 
became  apparent  she  was 
praying  against  a  barrier, 
wrestling  with  unresolved 
conflicts. 

Making  my  way  to  her,  I 
asked,  "Is  there  something  I 
can  help  you  with?" 

"God  .  .  .  God  will  not 
hear  my  prayer." 

"What  makes  you  think 
God  will  not      a 
hear  your 
prayer?" 

"I've  been  praying  for  a 
long  time.  I've  confessed  my 
sins.  I've  done  all  I  know  to 
do  and  He  simply  will  not  save 
me." 

"Brush  back  your  tears  for 
just  a  moment.  I  want  to 
show  you  something  in  the 
Word  of  God." 

I  then  turned  to  1  John  1:9 
and  read  slowly,  "If  we 
confess  our  sins,  he  is  faithful 
and  just  to  forgive  us  our 
sins,  and  to  cleanse  us  from  all 
unrighteousness. " 

That  didn't  seem  to  make 
much  of  an  impression. 

"Take  the  Bible  and  read  this 
verse  for  yourself." 

She  took  the  Bible  from  my 
hand,  again  wiping  her  tears, 
and  began  to  read  very  slowly 
each  word  of  the  verse. 


Ralph  Brewer  talks  with  young  people 

"Explain  what  you  have  just 
read." 

As  she  began  to  think 
through  the  message  of  that 
verse,  it  suddenly  dawned  on 
her  that  God  had  committed 
Himself  to  forgive  her  sins 
when  she  met  His  conditions 


about  Youth  Camp. 

The  basic  purpose  of  Church 
of  God  camping  is  to  win  to 
the  Lord  all  campers  who  are 
not  already  saved  and  to 
provide  each  camper  with 
opportunities  for  prayer,  for 
seeking  the  baptism  of  the  Holy 
Ghost,  and  for  personal 


Youth  Camp  is  designed  for  total  life  development." 


of  confession  and  repentance. 
Her  countenance  changed. 
With  uplifted  hands  she  praised 
God  for  a  personal 
experience  of  salvation. 

That  is  one  of  many 
experiences  I  have  had  in 
working  with  young  people  at 
youth  camp. 

I  believe  in  the  youth 
camp  ministry.  It  is  without 
question  one  of  the  most 
significant  youth  ministries  in 
the  Church  of  God  today.  It 
would  be  impossible  to  estimate 
the  overwhelming  effect 
youth  camp  has  had  on  our 
young  people  and  on  our 
denomination  over  the  years. 
Thousands  have  encountered 
life-changing  experiences  and 
have  received  positive 
direction  for  their  lives  while  at 
camp. 


Christian  growth. 

While  spiritual  emphasis  is  an 
important  part  of  youth 
camp,  it  is  by  no  means  the 
only  emphasis.  Youth  camp  is 
designed  for  total  life 
development.  It  is  a  place  of 
bursting  energy — of  enjoyable 
activity.  Fun  and  action  all 
the  way. 

Camp  programs  vary 
slightly  from  state  to  state,  but 
in  addition  to  Bible  studies 
and  worship  time,  the  format 
usually  includes  music, 
swimming,  nature  hikes,  camp 
crafts,  horseback  riding, 
softball,  archery,  horseshoes, 
table  tennis,  relay  races, 
campfire  activities,  field  trips, 
fun  time  events,  and  awards 
programs. 

Fun,  food,  fellowship,  and 
CONTINUED  ON  PAGE  24 
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by  lomor  VM/l 


TEEM  TALENT 

Have  you  heard 
who  won  Teen 
Talent  in  your 
state  this  year? 
Every  person  who 
participated!  That's  who. 

A  lot  of  people  have  the 
idea  that  Teen  Talent  is  simply 
a  program  to  determine  who 
is  best  in  a  given  area  at  a 
given  time.  To  a  certain 
extent  I  suppose  we  are  all 
competitive.  Most  of  us  like 
to  know  that  we  are  "best"  at 
something.  So  it  doesn't  seem 
that  we  will  ever  get  completely 
away  from  the  winning  idea. 

If  that's  all  you  think  Teen 
Talent  is,  however,  you've 
got  the  wrong  idea. 

We  surveyed  several  Teen 
Talent  participants  recently 
about  the  importance  of  the 
program  in  their  life.  They 
expressed  their  feelings  with 
such  words  as  involvement, 
excitement,  opportunity, 
development,  fun,  inspired, 


privilege,  appreciation,  and 
fellowship. 

Funny.  Not  a  single  Teen 
Talent  participant  used  the 
words  winner  or  loser.  They 
had  the  right  idea. 

You  never  lose  when  you 
give  God  a  chance  to  guide  you 
toward  creative  expression. 
When  you  participate  in 
life-shaping  experiences. 
When  you  involve  yourself  in 
Christian  fellowship  and 
service.  The  losers  are  those 
who  never  get  involved. 

National  Teen  Talent  Finals 
come  up  the  week  of  August 
12-16,   1980.  Finals  will  be  held 
during  the  General  Assembly 
in  Dallas,  Texas.  Not  all  those 
who  entered  one  of  the  four 
divisions  of  Teen  Talent — music, 
Bible,  creative  art,  creative 
writing — will  be  representing 
your  state  at  these  finals. 
Only  one  person,  or  one  group 
from  each  state,  has  been 
chosen  to  do  that.  But  don't 


think  of  those  who  didn't 
make  it  to  national  finals  as 
losers.  They  aren't.  Everyone 
who  participated  at  any  level  of 
competition  is  a  better  person 
because  of  it. 

And  that's  not  losing. 

It's  too  late  for  you  to  get 
involved  in  Teen  Talent 
competition  this  year.  But  it's 
not  too  late  for  you  to  decide 
to  develop  your  talents  for  the 
glory  of  God,  and  that's  the 
basic  principle  upon  which  the 
whole  Teen  Talent  ministry 
is  built. 

Teen  Talent  is  really  not  a 
seasonal  program.  It  is  more 
like  a  way  of  life  with 
thousands  of  teens  who  are 
determining  daily  to  use  their 
talents  for  the  glory  of  God. 

How  about  you? 

Are  you  developing  your 
skills  and  abilities  for  God's 
glory? 

The  chief  aim  of  Teen 
Talent  is  to  lead  Church  of 
God  young  people  to  discover 
their  gifts  and  talents  and  to 
provide  a  means  for 
recognition  and  sharing  with  the 
whole  church. 

Teenager,  you  are  the  key. 
You've  got  to  want  to 
discover  your  talent  ...  to 
develop  it  ...  to  use  it  for 
the  glory  of  God. 

We  stand  ready  to  help 
you. 

There  are  no  losers  in 
Teen  Talent.  Anyone  who 
involves  himself  in  the 
expansion  of  creative  expression 
is  a  winner.  A  first-place 
winner.  □ 

Next  month's  Lighted 

Pathway  will  contain  a 

complete  schedule  of  the 

1980  Teen  Talent  Finals. 

Watch  for  it. 
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He'd  give  him  one  of  his  kidneys,  if  he  could.  Both 
of  Joey's  have  failed.  Unfortunately,  willing  relatives 
don't  always  have  kidneys  that  will  match. 

So  Joey  waits. 

A  kidney  machine  can  buy  precious  time.  But  the 
longer  kids  like  Joey  have  to  wait  for  real  kidneys,  the 
more  their  growth  and  development  are  stunted. 

And  living  with  a  kidney  machine  -  hours  and  hours, 
several  days  a  week- is  living  only  half  a  life.  It's  em<  >- 
tionally  and  socially  crippling.  It's  very  expensive. 

There  are  thousands  of  children  and  adults  whose 


only  chance  for  a  full,  normal  life  is  a  donated  kidney. 
Their  odds  for  a  suitable  match  improve  every  time 
someone  signs  and  carries  a  donor  card. 

To  be  an  organ  donor  is  a  decision  you  should 
make  for  yourself.  What  would  you  do  if  Joey  were 
your  child? 

For  more  information,  ask  your  local  kidney 
foundation.  And  for  a  free  booklet  about  all  kinds  of 
anatomical  gifts  of  life  (including  a  nationally  rec- 
ognized uniform  donor  card),  write  Liberty  National, 
,  Dept.  K. 


LIFE  INSURANCE  COMPANY 
PO  BOX2612/BIRM1NGHAM,  ALABAMA  35202 
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HE 
FRIED 
IT 


j 


Tin  had   two   defi- 

Ryun,  rjt 


went  out  for  the  cross-country 
team    during    his    sophomore 
year  at  East  High  in  Wichita:  to 
get  a  letter  jacket  and  to  get  a 
girl  friend. 

Well,  one  out  of  two  isn't 
bad,  and  besides,  the  jacket 
was  a  perfect  fit! 

Little  did  Ryun  realize  at 
the  time  that  he  would  soon 
become  the  first  high  school 
student  to  run  the  mile  in  less 
than  four  minutes  and  would 
later  break  the  world's  record, 
becoming  an  instant  celebrity. 

The  world  record  which  he 
set  in  1967,  clocking  in  at 
3:51.1,  held  for  eight  years.  He 
continues  to  hold  the  U.S. 
record  for  the  mile. 

Most  people  remember  Jim 
Ryun  for 


something 
else,  though, 
and  that's 
his  fall  during 
the   qualifying 
heats  at  the  Munich 
Olympics  in  1972,  a  fall  which 
crushed  any  chance  of  his 
winning  a  gold  medal. 

"When  I  fell  and  hit  my 
head  against  the  inside  rail,  I 
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"  JIM  RYUN  WAS  THE 
FIRST  HIGH  SCHOOL 
STUDENT  TO  RUN 
THE    MILE   IN  LESS 
THAN  FOUR  MINUTES 


was  knocked  out  for  about 
fifteen  seconds,"  Ryun  told  me. 
"I  didn't  have  a  chance  after 
that." 

As  it  turned  out,  the  fall 
was  a  blessing  in  disguise,  even 
though  Ryun  didn't  look  at  it 
that  way  then.  He  felt  rejection 
and  loneliness. 

"Everybody  wants  to  share  in 
your  glory,  but  not  the 

defeat,"  Ryun 
said. 

Ryun,  who 
accepted  Christ  as 
his  Savior  just 
five  months  prior 
to  the  Olympics,  believes  that 
God  allowed  him  to  be  fouled 
in  Munich  for  a  couple  of 
reasons. 

"In  the  first  place,  I  can 
reach  people  on  their  own  level, 


\ .  .he finally 
ft  surrendered  his 
life  totally  to 
the  Lord.  \Vhat 
a  difference 
it  has  made!" 


because  I've  had  failures  as 
well  as  successes.  And  secondly, 
I  wasn't  fully  committed  to 
the  Lord  when  I  ran  in 
Munich,  even  though  I  was  a 
born-again  Christian  then." 

Officially  Jim  Ryun  became 
a  Christian  at  age  twelve,  when 
he  joined  the  church  and  was 
baptized. 

"But  that  was  just  going 
through  the  motions  and  the 
new  birth  did  not  actually 
take  place  until  years  later,  in 
May  of  1972,"  Ryun  said. 
"My  wife  Anne" — yes,  he 
finally  found  a  girl  who 
would  put  up  with  his  obsession 
for  running! — "accepted  Jesus 
as  Savior  then,  too,  but  she 
went  one  step  further  and 
made  Him  Lord  as  well." 

Although  Ryun  had 

Lighted  Pathway,  June,  1980 


5 


Articles 


fa 


received  Jesus  as  his  Savior, 
running  was  still  his  lord 
when  he  went  to  Munich.  "And 
yet  I  was  trying  to  do  what  I 
thought  was  right,"  he  recalled. 
"I  remember  praying  to  God 
that  I  should  win  the  gold 
medal  so  I'd  be  a  better 
witness!" 

Four  years  later,  when  his 
track  career  was  coming  to  an 
end,  he  finally  surrendered 
his  life  totally  to  the  Lord.  And 
what  a  difference  it  has  made! 

"He's  met  all  our  needs," 
Ryun  said.  "Sometimes  I 
think  God  just  waits  until  we 
submit  ourselves  completely 

to  Him  before 

LLYJIM  RYUN       showering 
A  CHRISTIAN       t.       .  , 

3E  TWELVE     "       tne  blessings  on 
us." 
One  of  those  unexpected 
blessings  was  being  selected  as 
national  spokesman  for  Post 
cereals  after  he  had  retired 
from  professional  track,  an 
assignment  which  allowed  Ryun 
the  opportunity  to  freely 
discuss  his  relationship  with 
Christ  as  he  was  interviewed 
by  newspaper  and  television 
reporters  all  over  the  country. 

Jim  Ryun  has  some  definite 
advice  for  young  athletes: 


Jim  Ryun  today  at  radio  station 
KBLES  In  Santa  Barbara,  California, 
where  he  Is  a  sports  announcer. 


"The  first  thing  I  recommend 
is  meeting  Jesus  in  a 
personal  relationship.  This  will 
make  your  athletic  career  a 
lot  more  interesting  and  it  will 
probably  last  longer,  too, 
because  you  won't  go  through 
many  of  the  frustrations  a 
non-Christian  will  face  later  on. 

"If  you're  a  Christian,  your 
values  and  lifestyle  will  be 
different  and  it  won't  be  a 
compromise;  it  will  be  a  total 
lifestyle  that  you  take  with 
you  from  the  very  beginning  of 
your  athletic  career.  Then 
you  can  let  sports  be  your 
vehicle  through  which  you 
can  witness,  if  in  fact  you're 
following  the  Lord  in  what 
He  would  have  you  do. 

"Don't  get  me  wrong;  I'm 
not  saying  that  the  person  who's 
a  Christian  is  going  to  have 
greater  athletic  skill,  but  I  think 
you  will  have  greater 
satisfaction  in  your  athletic 
career,  because  you've  given 
it  to  the  Lord  from  the 
beginning,  as  opposed  to 
doing  it  the  way  I  did,  building 
up  a  self-image  which  has  to 
be  broken  down  before  you  can 


have  real  fellowship  with  the 
Lord." 

Surrendering  totally  to  the 
Lord  is  not  the  end  of  the  line, 
either. 

It's  a  "IF  YOU'RE  A  CHRISTIAN, 

mrnmit      YOUR  VALUES  AND 
LIFESTYLE  WILL  BE 
ment  DIFFERENT..." 

which 
must  be  renewed  regularly. 

"We  have  morning 
devotions  daily  at  our  home," 
Ryun  said.  "Family  fellowship 
with  all  four  of  my  children, 
plus  a  personal  time  of 
sharing  with  my  wife,  and  then 
my  own  time  with  the  Lord." 

Ryun's  career  has  resembled 
a  roller  coaster  ride  in  the 
past — having  his  record-breaking 
time  announced  by  Walter 
Cronkite  on  the  evening  news 
in  1966,  then  receiving  hate 
mail  when  he  stopped  during 
the  National  AAU 
championships  in  1969,  for 
example — but  his  spiritual  life 
has  had  its  share  of  mountains 
and  valleys  as  well. 

There  was  a  definite  change 
in  1976  when  Jim  Ryun 
turned  both  his  career  and  his 
spiritual  life  over  to  the 
Lord,  however.  Any  problems 

CONTINUED  ON  PAGE  23 
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Chinch 


and 


unfVelma  has 
a  malignant  tumor:. . 

.  .  .  the  size  of  a  softball  in  her  uterus.  I'm 
sprawled  across  the  bed  by  myself,  worrying 
about  those  brown  spots  in  the  front  lawn. 

It's  so  June  hot  and  muggy  that  I've  been 
lying  here  this  Saturday  morning  without  a 
pajama  shirt,  under  just  the  sheet,  with  the 
gold  and  green  floral  bedspread  pushed  aside  and 
piled  on  my  wife  Cheryl's  side  of  the  bed. 

When  those  brown  spots  started  showing  up  in 
the  St.  Augustine  grass — they're  not  in  the 
centipede — I  thought  it  was  the  stifling,  dusty 
drought  we're  having      a 
here  in  Mobile  right 
now.  The  rest  of  the  yard  stayed  green,  as  green 
as  it  could  in  the  middle  of  this  awful  dry 
spell,  while  those  particular  patches  kept  getting 
browner  and  drier  and  deader. 

I  would  never  have  known  what  the  trouble 
was  if  my  boys  didn't  get  up  early  on  Saturday 
morning  to  watch  Bugs  Bunny  and  the 
Roadrunner  and  the  Flintstones.  They  saw  the 
Farm  Report  this  morning  before  the  cartoons 
came  on. 

"Daddy,"  Grant  said,  pulling  me  out  of  a  sound 
sleep  at  6:40.  "I'll  bet  I  know  what's  wrong 
with  your  grass!" 

Oh,  well.  It's  time  to  get  up  anyway. 

While  the  Coyote  devises  nasty  schemes  and 
sets  tricky  traps  for  the  Roadrunner,  and  while 
the  Roadrunner  perseveres  cheerfully,  and  my 
two  boys  stay  glued  to  the  TV  set,  I  go  out  to 
the  problem  in  my  yard.  I  take  the  coffee  can, 
with  both  ends  cut  away  like  the  man  on  the 
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Farm  Report  said,  and  twist  it  a  couple  of  inches 
into  the  ground  across  the  edge  of  a  spot 
where  dead  grass  meets  green.  Pour  water  into 
the  can.  Several  little  coppery,  rust-colored 
bugs  with  white  bands  and  gray  lacy  wings  float 
to  the  top.  I  catch  one  of  the  bugs  and  carry  it 
back  into  the  den  where  the  boys  are  still 
watching  television. 

showing  him  the  bug.  "Is 

this  like  the  one  on  the  Farm  Report?" 

"Yes!  That's  it,  all  right!" 

"Let  me  see  it,  Daddy,"  says  Vincent,  my 
five-year-old.  I  stop  and  show  it  to  him. 

"Daddy,  you  know  how  they  do  the  grass?" 
Grant  says.  "They  dig  down  in  the  dirt  and  suck 
the  sap  out  through  the  roots.  They  only  do 
St.  Augustine  grass." 

Small  comfort,  I  think.  But  I  do  wonder,  for 
just  a  moment,  why  chinch  bugs  only  suck  sap 
out  of  St.  Augustine  grass.  Of  course  I'm  glad 
they  don't  mess  with  centipede.  Maybe  that'll 
spread  on  over  the  yard  and  fill  in  the  brown 
spots  someday. 

The  size  of  a  softball.  That  certainly  is  a  big 
tumor.  A  very  big  tumor. 

"Kevin,"  Cheryl  calls  from  the  kitchen  where 
she's  fixing  breakfast.  "Speaking  of  grass,  please 


I  wonder  why  chinch  bugs  only  such  sap  oil 


be  sure  it  gets  cut  today.  We're  having  Nelda 
and  Randall  over  for  supper,  you  know." 

As  much  as  I  like  Nelda  and  Randall,  I'm  not 
in  the  mood  for  entertaining  tonight.  Besides, 
we  got  a  sitter  for  Grant  and  Vincent,  and  Nelda 
and  Randall  brought  all  three  of  their  kids. 

Cheryl's  supper  is  delicious.  I  love  fried  shrimp, 
and  this  is  some  of  the  best  I've  ever  tasted. 
The  homemade  salad  dressing  is  better  than 
anything  Kraft  ever  thought  of  making.  Its 
brownish-orange  color,  though,  reminds  me  of 
those  chinch  bugs. 

"Randall,"  I  say,  "have  you  ever  had  chinch 
bugs  in  your  yard?" 

He      "If  I  knew  I  only  had 

hesitates.       *-*  • 

Looks  startled  that  I'd  ask  that  question  in  the 
middle  of  a  delicious  supper. 
Cheryl  butts  in. 
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"Honey!"  she  says.  "Let's  talk  about 
something  more  pleasant  at  the  table." 

"No,  I  haven't,"  Randall  says.  "But  I  hear 
they're  hard  to  get  rid  of." 

Thanks,  Buddy,  I  think  to  myself.  We  can't 
let  these  two  women  team  up  on  us.  But  they  do 
anyway. 

Nelda  chimes  in  with  a  remark  that  changes 


as  soft  and  gentle,  tender  and  cheerful  as  ever. 

Eating  my  strawberry  shortcake,  in  the  middle 
of  our  crowded  four-way  conversation,  I'm  off 
to  myself.  I'm  wondering  how  I'd  react,  how  I'd 
be,  if  a  doctor  told  me  I  was  eaten  up  with 
cancer  and  didn't  have  long  to  live. 

Since  I'm  a  free-lance  writer,  doing  what  I 
love  to  do  for  a  living,  I've  enjoyed  life  up  to 


ball.  That  certainly  is  a  big  tumor." 


the  subject  and  gets  things  back  more  on 
Cheryl's  line  of  dinner  conversation. 

"Kevin,"  Nelda  says  to  me.  "I  know  you  like 
Dallas  Holm's  music,  just  as  I  do.  What  do  you 
think  of  his  song,  'Rise  Again'?" 

"Hmm,"  I  say,  around  a  mouthful  of  green 
salad  and  cracker.  Then  I  swallow.  "Oh,  I  really 
like  it.  It  has  a  catchy  tempo.  Good  melody. 
Some  very  pretty  words." 

There,  Cheryl,  I  think.   That  should  keep  the 
subject  off  chinch  bugs.  On  the  other  hand,  I'll 
probably  wind  up  buying  some  expensive  bug 
spray,  use  it  on  my  pests,  and  they'll  rise  again. 
Anyway,  why  shouldn't  they  annoy  me?  I 
probably  worked  a  year  off  my  life  to  get  the 
front  yard  grassed  like  it  was  before  those  bugs 
came  along.  Dallas  Holm's  music  isn't  going  to 
save  what's  left  of  my  lawn. 

And  it 


certainly 


Augustine;  grass... " 

won't  cure  Aunt  Velma's  cancer. 

Poor  old  soul.  To  live  seventy-eight  years 
and  be  so  spry  for  her  age,  and  then  to  have 
something  like  this  come  along  and  suck  the 
very  sap  of  life  right  out  of  you.  Like  those  bugs 
are  doing  to  my  grass.  Aunt  Velma's  one  of  my 
favorite  relatives.  One  of  my  favorite  people. 
She'd  never  say  anything  unkind  about  anyone, 
much  less  do  anything  to  hurt  you.  It's  always 
the  good  and  gentle  who  have  extra  crosses  to 
bear. 

Maybe  God  who  engineered  the  universe  and 
keeps  His  finger  on  the  overall  scheme  of 
things  knew  He  had  only  so  much  good  health  to 
go  around,  so  He  gave  it  to  those  who  wouldn't 

ths...  I'd  set  some*  priorities, 

be  able  to  handle  something  like  a  malignancy. 

If  Aunt  Velma  has  any  complaints  about 
dying  with  cancer,  no  one  knows  about  it.  She's 


the  good  Lord  that  I  don't  punch 
a  clock  and  fight  rush-hour  traffic.  I  haven't 
gotten  wealthy  like  Harold  Robbins,  but  I  don't 
need  that.  We  get  by.  I  love  my  wife  .  .  .  we've 
been  married  sixteen  years  now  .  .  .  and  I'm 
crazy  about  my  two  sons.  I  have  a  feeling  they'll 
do  pretty  well  for  themselves  out  there  in  the 
real  world  one  day. 

But  if  I  knew  for  sure  I  had  only  three  months 
left,  I'd  set  some  priorities.  I'd  be  even 
more  thankful  for  the  good  life  I've  been 
permitted  to  live.  And  I'd  get  busy  and  finish 
that  novel  I've  started.  I  think  about  it  a  lot 
but  work  on  it  little.  It's  so  demanding,  so 
time-consuming,  and  I've  been  telling  myself  I 
don't  have  time  enough  right  now.  I  have  time 
for  fishing,  hunting,  playing  baseball  with  the 
boys.  Time  for  trips  to  Disney  World.  They  are 
easy  things  to  do. 

Short  stories  are  fine.  I  love  to  read  them. 
Write  them.  Sell  them  when  I  can.  Through 
them  I  touch  a  few  kindred  spirits  along  the  way. 
But  I  owe  myself  that  novel,  whether  the 
world  is  ready  for  it  or  not.  I'm  going  to  get  in 
there  full  swing  tomorrow.  After  we've  been  to 
church  and  finished  eating  Sunday  lunch. 

Early  Sunday  morning.  Cheryl  and  the  boys 
aren't  up.  I  go  out  to  the  front  yard  to  get  the 
Sunday  paper.  Take  my  time.  Stroll  around  the 
yard.  Look  everything  over  before  I  return. 

Hear  Cheryl.  She's  in  the  kitchen  making 
coffee  when  I  step  through  the  door. 

"You  know,  Cheryl,  some  of  our  roses  along  the 
99    sidewalk  are  in  full  bloom.  They  sure  look 
pretty  this  morning.     |_| 

by  Gordon  Bellcase 
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stand  in  the  school 
corridor  surrounded 
by  metal  lockers  and 
gray  tile  floors.  I  look  at 
strange  and  unfamiliar 
faces  and  wonder  if  I  will 
ever  know  the  students  rushing 
past  me  now.  If  they  will  be 
my  friends.  If  I  will  fit  into 
their  circle. 

I  glance  at  my  watch  for  the 
hundredth  time.  Noon  will  be 
a  long  time  coming.  It  is  only  9 
a.m.  I  want  it  to  be  3:30. 
Badly. 

A  loud  bell  rings  and 
everyone  scurries  and  hurries 
to  class.  They  have  no  trouble 


I  feel  lost  and  wonder 
it  my  face  tells 
everyone  I'm  afraid, 


finding  their  way  in  the  maze 
of  gray  patterns  and  small 
rooms.  I  look  at  my  crumpled 
schedule  and  try  again  to 
find  room  A-1103.  I  feel  lost 
and  wonder  if  my  face  tells 
everyone  I  am  afraid. 

Four  classes  and  five  tardy 
bells  later,  time  for  lunch.  I 
feel  relieved  and  try  to 
weave  my  way  back  to  the 
unfamiliar  book  locker.  My 
books  are  heavy  and  my  feet 
hurt.  I  decide  that  I  do  not 
want  to  face  a  cafeteria  full 
people  today,  so  I  go  outside 
and  eat  my  lunch  under  a 
big  tree. 

I  think  of 
Margaret,  Bud,  Danny,  and 
Sheila.  Wonder  what  they  are 
doing  now.  It  was  hard  to 
say  goodbye.  To  pack  my 
things  and  leave.  New  school. 
New  kids.  New  room.  New 
everything.  I  choke  on  my 
ham  and  bologna  sandwich  and 
realize  that  I'm  not  very 
hungry. 


A  guy  with  dark  hair 
smiles  at  me. 


WeW^Begim 


(fy  Wanda  fato^Bfett 


I  walk  idly  around  the 
grounds  and  grudgingly  admit 
the  park  benches  and 
recreational 
facilities  are 
better  than 
those  of  my 
old  school.  I 


wish  I  knew  someone  to 
talk  to.  I  feel  out  of  place. 
Very  awkward.  I'm  tempted  to 
unbraid  my  long  hair. 

Tomorrow  I'll 
wear  it  in 


/  hear  a  now  familiar 

phrase.  "Class,  we  have  °mbs  ■*» the 

.         m  „  blonde-haired 

a  new  student,  gn  who  sat  n 
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H  til 


Rohn  Engh  Photo 

front  of  me  in  math. 
The  bell.  A  mad  dash 
to  the  doors.  A  scramble 
for  books  and  papers  and 
pencils.  A  few  walk 
indifferently  toward  the 
building  and  come  to  class 
three  minutes  late. 

I  know  how  late  they  are. 
I've  already  started  my  vigil 
with  the  clock  and  have  been 
counting  the  minutes.  Time 
seems  to  stand  still  and  I 
hear  the  teacher  repeat  a  now 
familiar  phrase,  "Class,  we 


have  a  new  student."  I  know 
by  now  that  everyone  will 
turn  and  stare.  I  wish  I  could 
be  invisible. 

The  introduction  behind  me,  I 
turn  my  attention  to  the 
teacher.  I  have  a  lot  of  catching 
up  to  do  in  math,  but  I  am 
way  ahead  in  my  other 
subjects.  I  wonder  if  the  girl 
who  sits  behind  me  knows  the 
teacher  has  called  her  name 
three  times.  I  think  she  has 
fallen  asleep,  but  I'm  too 
scared  to  turn  and  look. 

I  count  dots  on  the  ceiling. 
Trace  patterns  in  names  written 
on  my  desk.  Barbara  loves 
Steve.  Karney  loves  Michael 
forever.  Inventory  the  room. 
It  isn't  such  a  bad  room.  Paint 
would  do  wonders  for  it. 

The  teacher  calls  on  me  to 
answer  a  question.  I  debate 
for  a  minute  as  to  whether  I 
should  give  a  right  or  wrong 
answer.  Choose  the  right  one 
and  she  is  pleased. 

Suddenly  I  think  of  all  my 
old  friends.  My  stomach  feels 
funny  and  I  know  that  if  class 
lasts  much  longer  everyone  is 
going  to  see  me  cry.  The  bell. 
Only  one  more  hour. 

A  guy  with  dark  hair  smiles 
at  me  as  I  leave  the  room. 
Introduces  himself.  Wayne. 
Welcomes  me  to  the  senior 
class.  Says  he  likes  my  long 
hair  and  the  way  I  have  it 
braided.  I  immediately  decide 
to  forget  the  combs  for 
tomorrow.  He  waves  bye  and 
promises  to  see  me  in  class. 

When  he  walks  off,  I  am  all 
the  more  aware  of  my 
loneliness.  I  surprise  myself  by 
doing  something  I  haven't 
done  in  a  long  time.  Say  a 
prayer.  When  I  was  very 
small,  Grandmother  taught  me 
to  pray.  Taught  me  that  God 


LITTLE  GIANT 

The  name  to  remember  tor 


FIBERGLASS  BAPTISTRIES 

SPIRES— CROSSES 
WATER  HEATERS 

KRINKLGLAS 
WINDOWS 
Church  credit  plans  available- 
Free  colored  brochure 

LITTLE  GIANT  MANUFACTURING  CO.,  INC 

Dept.  27/  Box  518  /  Orange,  Texas  77630 

Phone:  713-883-4246 


GOSPEL  TENTS 

For    Sale 

Nashville  Tent  &   Awning   Co. 

615  20th   Ave.,   N. 

Nashville,   Tennessee  37203 

Write    for    Price 


National  Church  Furnishings,  Inc 

1123  Church  Street,  Suite  408 

Nashville,  Tennessee  37203 

Phone  (615)  2540836 


BAPTISTRIES 


can  ton  free- 1  -800-327-9009  Ext.922 


CHURCH  STEEPLES 


*  ! 5  TE ARS  MFC  EXPERIENCE  -  100 S  OF  MODE LS 

*  COMPLE It  ERECTIONS  BY  GUSSTECH 

*  10  YEAR  WARRANTY    IN-PLACE 

also 

*  STAINED  FIBERGLASS  WINDOWS 
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would  take  care  of  those  who 
believed  in  Him. 

I  feel  better,  almost  happy, 
and  I  smile  to  myself.  It's 
the  first  smile  I've  had  all  day. 

Walking  toward  my  locker 
I  remember  Miss  Lydia.  I 
discovered  her  pruning  roses 
one  day  and  we  became  good 
friends.  I  miss  her.  Close  my 
eyes  and,  concentrating,  I  hear 
her  voice,  old  and  wavery. 

She  talked  about  sparrows  all 
the  time.  I  smile  and  start 
toward  the  bus  stop.  What  was 

CONTINUED  ON  PAGE  23 
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7  Youth 


Lamar  Vest,  Assistant  General  Director  of  Youth 
and  Christian  Education 


DON'T  BE  DECEIVED 

It  was  at  the  General  Assembly,  four  years  ago.  Dallas,  Texas.  I  walked 
into  the  lobby  of  one  of  the  hotels  where  a  group  of  our  young  people 
were  talking  with  a  young  couple.  One,  the  girl  I  think,  was  holding  a 
bouquet  of  flowers.  The  boy  had  a  handful  of  candy.  I  watched  intently  as 
several  of  the  church  youths  took  out  their  money  and  bought  the  flowers 
and  candy. 

The  transaction  completed,  I  walked  up  to  the  young  people.  "Do  you 
know  who  those  people  were?"  I  asked. 

One  teen  replied,  "They  said  they  were  Christians.  .  .  .  They  attend  a 
church  called  the  Unification  Church." 

"You  know  what,"  I  said.  "You've  just  been  ripped  off.  They  aren't 
Christians.  They  are  Moonies,  and  they  are  going  to  use  that  money  to 
spread  their  Satan-influenced  doctrine." 

"Well,  at  least  we  got  rid  of  them,"  one  of  the  teens  spoke  up. 

No,  I'm  afraid  not.  They  are  still  around,  and  their  number  is  growing, 
being  supported  by  some  unsuspecting  Christians  who  finance  their 
growth  through  the  purchase  of  flowers  and  candy.  The  Unification 
Church  (Moonies  or  Moon  People)  today  claims  a  worldwide  following  in 
excess  of  two  million,  with  thirty  thousand  members  in  the  United  States. 

The  Moonies  are  not  Christians.  They  may  tell  you  they  are,  but  they 
are  not.  In  fund  raising,  they  practice  what  they  call  "heavenly  deception," 
saying  almost  anything  to  get  your  money. 

The  Moonies  believe  that  Jesus  Christ  was  sent  to  this  earth  to  marry 
the  perfect  woman,  have  perfect  children,  and  adopt  people  into  the 
perfect  family.  According  to  the  Moonie  founder,  Sun  Myung  Moon,  Jesus 
botched  His  assignment,  and  that's  why  He  wound  up  on  a  cross — dead. 
Since  Jesus  failed  in  His  mission,  God  kicked  Him  out  of  the  Trinity  and 
went  searching  for  another  Savior.  After  centuries  of  searching,  God 
found  Moon. 

That's  not  "heavenly"  deception.  That's  "hellish."  Jesus  Christ  is  the 
Son  of  God.  He  is  Lord  of  all.  Don't  be  deceived.  □ 

Keep  the  Son  shining! 
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ACTION 

News  O  Views 


Genera/  Department 
of  Youth  and  Christian 
Education 

Compiled  by  Sonjia  Lee  Hunt 


YOUTH  CONFERENCE 
IN  CHILE 

The  Church  of  God  in  Valparaiso 
hosted  the  second  international 
Youth  Conference  in  Chile,  February 
18-24,  1980.  Nearly  five  hundred 
people  attended  the  opening  night 
service,  South  American  Overseer 
Bill  Watson  reported,  with  twice  that 
many  out  for  the  street  service  at 
Vina  Del  Mar. 

Representatives  came  from 
Paraguay,  Ecuador,  Peru,  Argentina, 
Brazil,  and  Venezuela.  Some 
delegates  traveled  for  days  by  bus, 
riding  the  equivalent  of  a  trip 
from  Los  Angeles  to  New  York. 

Conference  activities  revolved 
around  Bible  teaching,  training, 
evangelism,  and  recreation. 
Brother  Mario  Mazzucco  discussed 
the  history  of  the  Church  of  God 
In  South  America  from  its  inception, 
highlighting  areas  of  the  past  but 
focusing  on  promises  for  the  future. 
Special  guest  speakers  included 
Floyd  D.  Carey,  general  director  of 
youth  and  Christian  education, 
and  Cornelio  Castelo,  overseer  of 
Mexico. 

A  tremendous  task  faces  us  in 
South  America.  At  the  moment, 
with  Its  youth  In  the  midst  of  a  great 
harvest,  one  can  only  note  that 
God's  Church  Is  alive  and  well  and 


that  the  conference  proved  a 
vibrant  and  exciting  place  to  be.  D 

— Barry  Gilliam,  Reporter 


Youth  Camp  In  Peru 

YOUTH  CAMP  IN  PERU 

Youth  camp  is  an  international 
experience. 

For  young  people  in  Peru,  camp 
time  is  February  and  March,  their 
summer.  This  year  camps  were  held 
in  Chimbote,  Lima,  and  Trujillo.  D 

SUMMER  READING— 
A  GOOD  BOOK 

Kathy,  by  Barbara  Miller  and 
Paul  Conn.  Kathy  was  a  bright, 


Refreshment  Time,"  Youth  Conference  In  Chile 


Discussion  between  sessions,  Youth  Conference  In  Chile 
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happy,  blonde  eighth-grader, 
living  in  Scottsdale,  Arizona,  when 
she  was  struck  by  an  automobile. 
Critically  injured,  with  brain  damage, 
Kathy  spent  the  next  ten  weeks  in 
a  coma. 

Doctors  warned  her  parents  that 
Kathy  might  never  walk  or  talk  again. 

When  released  from  the 
hospital,  Kathy  weighed  a  mere  55 
pounds.  Six  months  later,  through 
a  miracle  of  grace,  faith,  and 
personal  courage,  Kathy  stunned 
the  world  by  running  in  a 
10,000-meter  race — and  finishing  it. 

Told  in  alternating  chapters 
between  Kathy's  mother  Barbara 
and  the  proven  craftsmanship  of  Paul 
Conn,  Kathy  is  a  fascinating  story 
of  a  family  in  crisis  and  of  a  girl's 
courage.  The  book  may  make  you 
cry  or  at  times  feel  sad  at  the 
helplessness  of  our  human 
predicament,  but  it  will  also  make 
you  proud  .  .  .  glad  to  see  such 
faith  in  action  .  .  .  and  thankful  for 
God's  mercy. 

Published  by  Fleming  H.  Revell 
Company.  Available  at  most 
bookstores,  and  at  all  Pathway 
Bookstores.  Hardback.  $7.95.  □ 

INTERNATIONAL 
BIBLE  COLLEGE 

Twenty-seven  students  and  faculty 
members  were  recently  involved  in  ten 
days  of  outreach  ministry,  traveling 
and  ministering  nightly. 

On  April  18  and  19,  IBC  held  its 
third  annual  Senior  Day,  with  activities 
focusing  on  fun,  fellowship,  and  in- 
spiration. The  objective,  of  course, 
was  recruitment.  □ 

— International  Bible  College 
Communique 

GODS  WAY 

(Continued  from  page  15) 

now?  Sure,  but  now  he  lets 
God  work  them  out. 

"And  He  does,"  Ryun 
assured  me. 

His  favorite  passage  of 
Scripture  is  John  3:3-8,  because 
in  these  verses  Jesus  tells 
Nicodemus,  "You  must  be  born 
again."  Jim  Ryun  couldn't 
agree  more.  He  tried  it  his 
way.  □ 


NEW  BEGINNING 

(Continued  from  page  19) 

it  she  always  said  about 
sparrows? 

"Sparrows  used  to  sell  for 
just  a  few  cents.  Even  now, 
they  aren't  too  valuable.  Yet 
not  one  of  them  falls  without 
your  Heavenly  Father 
knowing  it.  Don't  you  be  afraid 
about  going  to  a  new  school. 
You  are  more  valuable  than  a 
whole  flock  of  sparrows. 
Trust  God.  He'll  take  care  of 
you." 

I  look  out  the  window  of  the 
bus,  completely  forgetting 

Dorit  be  afraid,  You 
are  more  important 
than  a  flock  of 
sparrows... 

about  my  3:30  countdown.  It 
doesn't  seem  important. 
When  I  get  home  I'm  going  to 
look  up  the  story  about  the 
sparrows  in  the  Bible.  A  book 
I've  not  read  for  a  long  time. 
Too  long. 

I  turn  to  the  girl  next  to 
me  and  start  a  conversation. 
My  first  one  for  the  day. 
Her  name  is  Carol  and  she 
lives  two  streets  from  my 
house.  We  may  be  good  friends 
one  day. 

The  bus  comes  to  a  stop, 
jolting  me  back  to  reality.  It 
takes  a  moment  to  remember 
which  house  on  the  block  is 
my  new  home.  I  wave  to  Carol 
and  pick  up  my  armload  of 
heavy  books. 

The  long  day  is  over. 

Instead  of  being  the  end  of 
the  world,  it  feels  strangely 
like  a  new  beginning.  D 


LOVE  AND  SEX 


(Continued  trom  page  9) 

Marriage  is  a  bridge-burning 
commitment  between  two 
people  to  love  each  other  rather 
than  use  each  other.  The  key 
to  a  happy  marriage  is  not  just 
finding  the  right  person  and 
making  them  be  what  you  want 
them  to  be.  It  is  being  the 
right  person  yourself — Christ- 
centered  and  not  self-centered. 

Let  me  share  the  following 
illustration  about  the  friend 
of  a  Campus  Life  director. 
When  he  was  in  high  school, 
he  took  a  woodshop  class,  and 
made  a  little  lamp  that  was 
shaped  like  a  wagon  wheel.  He 
was  very  proud  of  his  lamp. 
When  it  was  all  finished,  he 
shellacked  it  and  painted  it. 
After  he  finished  painting  it,  he 
waited  three  or  four  minutes. 
Then  he  went  over  and  touched 
it,  but  the  paint  was  still 
wet.  So  he  waited  five  or  ten 
minutes,  then  he  touched  it 
again  and  it  was  still  wet. 
Finally  he  went  on  to  his 
other  classes.  After  school  he 
came  back  and  picked  up  the 
little  lamp  and  took  it  home. 

Recently  he  was  back  at 
his  parents'  home,  cleaning  out 
some  of  his  things  when  he 
came  across  the  little  lamp. 
"I'm  going  to  keep  this  little 
lamp,"  he  thought.  "Someday 
I'll  show  it  to  my  kids  and 
say,  'Hey,  this  is  what  your  old 
man  made!'  " 

But  when  he  got  to  looking 
closer  he  said,  "You  know, 
this  really  is  a  cute  little  lamp 
...  if  it  were  not  for  all  those 
finger  marks  and  smudges!" 
Then  he  thought  to  himself, 
"If  only  I  had  waited  until  the 
paint  dried.  I  wouldn't  have 
messed  it  all  up."    


Over 


A  Church  of  God  Youth  Publication 


23 


Sex  is  like  the  lamp.  Don't 
degrade  or  abuse  it  or  settle  for 
a  lesser  experience  than  the 
beautiful  relationship  God 
created  for  those  couples  that 
are  in  love  with  Him  and  with 
each  other.  □ 

JUPITER  OR  JESUS? 

(Continued  from  page  7) 

formulate  satisfactory  tests  even 
for  ordinary  natal  astrology. 
A  proportion  of  any  astrologer's 
predictions  will  appear  to 

"The  Christian  has  t°™eif 
better  advice. . .  only 
the  Bible."  on  the 

law  of  averages." 

This  apparent  success  in 
predicting  correctly  what 
would  come  about  anyway,  and 
the  plethora  of  astrology 
columns  in  the  newspapers, 
have  given  astrology  a 
legitimacy  it  does  not  merit. 
Additionally,  many  Americans 
have  left  God  out  of  their 
reckoning,  and  thus,  without 
guideposts,  are  floundering.  In 
their  emotional  and  spiritual 
vacuum  they  have  turned  to 
astrology.  It  gives  them 
"scientific"  advice  on  the  course 
they  should  take  now  and  in 
the  future. 

But  the  Christian  has 
better  advice  on  how  to  run  his 
life.  The  Bible.  The  Bible 
speaks  out  against  belief  in 
astrology.  It  is  one  of  the 
false  gods. 

The  Israelites  were 
forbidden  to  engage  in  worship 
of  "the  sun,  or  moon,  or  any 
of  the  host  of  heaven" 
(Deuteronomy   17:3). 
Christians  are  warned  that 
astrology  won't  do  them  any 
good.  Isaiah  challenged  Babylon: 
"Let  now  the  astrologers,  the 
stargazers,  the  monthly 
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prognosticators,  stand  up,  and 
save  thee  from  these  things  that 
shall  come  upon  thee"  (Isaiah 
47:13). 

It  is  obvious  that  in  our 
time  astrology  is  another 
purveyor  of  false  advice 
about  the  future.  Only  the 
believing  Christian  is  sure  of 
his  future.  For  he  has  put  his 
faith  in  Jesus,  not  Jupiter.  D 

YOUTH  CAMP  1980 

(Continued  from  page  11) 

worship — all  tied  together  in  an 
exciting  setting  where  young 
people  learn  the  essence  of 
living. 

Another  important  aspect  of 
youth  camp  is  the 
opportunity  to  meet  new  friends 
and  to  cultivate  lasting 
personal  relationships.  Youth 
camp  extends  relationships  and 
provides  the  setting  for  culti- 
vating friendships  of  a  lifetime. 

The  philosophy  of  Church  of 
God  camping  is,  "Camp  is  for 
the  camper."  Genuine  effort  is 

"Add  sparkle  to  your  life- 
join  Youth  Camp." 

made  to  provide  an 
unforgettable  experience  for 
every  camper  who  attends. 

Our  theme  for  the  1980 
camping  season  will  be  "Add 
Sparkle  to  Your  Life — Join 
Youth  Camp." 

Why  not  put  a  bit  of  sparkle 
in  your  life?  Decide  now  to 
be  part  of  this  exciting  summer 
adventure. 

For  further  information  about 
dates  and  locations  of  youth 
camps  in  your  state,  contact 
your  pastor  or  state  director 
of  youth  and  Christian 
education.  □ 
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THE 


QUEST 

JL   ^Lccording  to  author 
Hoyt  E.  Stone,  mankind's 
real  search  for  peace  takes 
place  in  the  human  heart. 
It's  a  spiritual  battle,  inside 
us  all,  and  one  that  finds 
perfect  solution  only  in  the 
faith  and  teachings  of  Jesus 
Christ. 

In  ten  succient  chapters 
the  author  leads  both  young 
and  old  toward  a  more  perfect 
understanding  of  the 
victorious  Christian  life.  The 
book  is  full  of  human  interest 
stories,  drawn  from  twenty-five 
years  of  ministry,  and  it  is 
especially  written  for  youth 
and  for  new  converts. 
CHAPTERS 

1.  Search  for  faith 

2.  Recognize  the  Enemy 

3.  Tear  Down  the  Personal  Barriers 

4.  Learn  to  Trust 

5.  Give  Thanks  in  Everything 

6.  Be  Filled  With  the  Spirit 

7.  Covet  Earnestly  the  Best  Gifts 

8.  Develop  Your  Potential 

9.  Determine  to  Win 
10.  Live  in  the  Present 


Call  of  the  Master 


PRAYER 


■mi-ii.i .  «i«MB1  i  i j— mmI 
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uses  the  rock  as  a  kin 
of  wailing  wall  of  its  own, 
seaweed  strewn.  Walking  the  beach, 
I  word  a  prayer  I'd  like  to  hide 


for  He  has  spoken  a  "Peace  be  still," 
to  so  many  of  mv  storms. 
It's  a  "thank  yon"  for  eveiythi 
His  love,  His  giving,  even  for 
the  sea  splashing  against  the  breakers. 

JeanHasmuHsen* 
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Editorial  /  uoyt  e.  stone 


Weakness 
and  Strength 


uAn  Achilles7  heel  which  brings  destruction  at  high  noon/' 


Most  of  us  have  certain 
strengths,  basic  talents,  or 
inherent  abilities  which  should 
be  cultivated. 

From  earliest  years  we  are 
encouraged  to  capitalize  on 
these  assets;  and,  in  time,  we 
become  adept  at  evaluating 
and  reacting  to  our  own 
concepts  of  strength  and 
weakness. 

Such  is  natural. 

What  may  not  be  so  obvious, 
and  certainly  not  natural,  is 
the  fact  that  strength  may 
become  weakness:  one's 
strong  point  may  become  a 
window  through  which  pride 
slips,  or  an  Achilles'  heel 
which  brings  destruction  at 
high  noon. 

Time  news  commentator 
Hugh  Sidney  applied  this 
concept  to  three  of  our  last 
U.S.  Presidents  in  an  article 
entitled,  "The  Compulsion  to 
Excel"  (Time,  October  1,  1979). 

Lyndon  Johnson  was  a 
strong  legislator:  more 
education  bills,  more  health 
programs,  more  guns,  and 
more  butter — these  may  have 
ruined  him. 

Richard  Nixon,  the  lawyer, 
was  compulsively  detailed  in  all 
he  did — thoroughly  organized, 
first  to  tape  all  office 
conversations,  conscious  of 
history. 


Carter  tries  hardest  to  be 
liked — getting  up  earlier, 
promising  more,  giving  of 
everything  he  has:  yet  caught 
in  a  quagmire  that  presently 
rates  him  lowest  and  which 
could  conceivably  destroy  his 
political  career. 

It  was  a  writer  whose 
credentials  were  far  more 
impressive  than  Hugh 
Sidney's,  however,  who 
observed,  "Wherefore  let  him 
that  thinketh  he  standeth  take 
heed  lest  he  fall"  (1 
Corinthians  10:12).  The  same 
author  warned  every  man 
"not  to  think  of  himself  more 
highly  than  he  ought" 
(Romans  12:3). 

No  man  was  as  strong, 
physically,  as  Samson.  Saul 
stood  head  and  shoulders 
above  his  peers.  Balaam  was 


skilled  in  speech.  Judas 
knew  finance  and  always 
wanted  to  help  the  poor. 

It's  a  paradox  worthy  of 
serious  thought. 

There  is  at  the  same  time 
another  side  of  the  coin:  the 
strength  of  weakness. 

David  was  but  a  shepherd. 
Peter  a  rough  fisherman.  Paul 
a  self-righteous  Pharisee. 
"But  God  hath  chosen  the 
foolish  things  of  the  world  to 
confound  the  wise;  and  God 
hath  chosen  the  weak  things 
of  the  world  to  confound  the 
things  which  are  mighty"  (1 
Corinthians  1:27). 

Today,  just  as  always,  the 
strong  are  made  weak  and  the 
weak  are  made  strong;  and 
we  as  spectators  haven't  the 
faintest  idea  as  to  the  next 
scene  of  the  drama. 

Of  course,  there  is  a  map. 
A  guide.  Simple  and  often 
overlooked. 

"Trust  in  the  Lord  with  all 
thine  heart;  and  lean  not 
unto  thine  own  understanding. 
In  all  thy  ways  acknowledge 
him,  and  he  shall  direct  thy 
paths"  (Proverbs  3:5,  6). 
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This  Issue 

Government. 

It's  much  in  the  news  during 
July. 

That  vague,  nebulous,  shadowy 
something  we  praise  on  the  fourth 
but  then  blame  for  most  of  our  ills 
the  rest  of  the  year. 

Government.  It's  too  big,  too  im- 
personal, too  heartless,  and  too 
costly.  We  blame  government  for 
what  happens — rioting  in  Miami, 
runaway  inflation,  USSR  troops  in 
Afghanistan — and  for  what  doesn't 
happen — poverty  isn't  wiped  out, 
prejudice  isn't  eliminated,  jobs 
aren't  available. 

Yet,  deep  down  we  know  gov- 
ernment is  people — bungling,  fal- 
tering, weak  human  beings  trying 
to  cope  with  complexities  of  infi- 
nite variety — and  we  know  as  well 
that,  whatever  government  is,  we 
in  a  democracy  share  some  re- 
sponsibility for  it,  either  through 
action  or  default. 

Every  Christian  should  vote. 
Should  involve  himself  in  the  political 
process.  Should  pray  for  the  lead- 
ers of  this  nation. 

Christian  responsibility  may  go 
even  beyond  the  vote  process.  It 
may  demand  involvement  such  as 
that  portrayed  in  our  lead  story. 

You  will  decide. 
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***  while  many  of  us 
are  concerned  with 
vacations  and  how  to 
make  the  most  of 
summer,  thirty-seven- 
year-old  Wayne  Bird  is 
campaigning  hard, 
vowing  to  fight 
corruption  and 
organized  crime,  and 
trusting  God  and  the 
votes  of  concerned 
Christians  to  return 
him  this  fall  to  the 
sheriffs  department 
from  which  he  was 
fired  less  than  two 
years  ago. 

Wayne's  decision 
wasn't  easy.  He  has  a 
wife  and  three 
children,  of  whom  he 
thinks  often;  and,  as 
would  be  true  of  most 
Church  of  God 
preacher's  kids,  he's  had 


to  wrestle  through 
some  touchy  theological 
questions  relative  to 
involvement  in  such 
sordid  business  as 
law  enforcement. 

Fact  is,  there  was 
a  time  last  fall  when 


Wayne  felt  he 
should  pack  up  and 
walk  away  from  the 
whole  mess. 

And  why  not? 

For  fifteen  years, 
starting  as  a  high 
school  dropout  in   1963, 
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Wayne  had  given 
his  best  to  the  sheriffs 
department  of 
Orange  County.  He 
began  as  a  deputy 
sheriff  assigned  to 
Patrol  Division.  Was 
promoted  to  sergeant, 
supervisor  of  the 
Vice  Squad  in   1968, 
conducting  narcotics 
and  criminal 
investigations.  Made 
lieutenant  in   1971, 
acting  commander  of 
Patrol  Division. 
Then,  in  1973,  he 
became  captain, 
commander  of  Special 
Investigations  Divi- 
sion. 

During  this  same 
time,  Wayne  did  two 
years  of  study  at 
Valencia  College  and 
then  went  on  to 


A  Rare  courage 

(The  Story  of  Wayne  Bird) 

When  he  filed  his  candidacy 
for  Sheriff  of  Orange  County,  Florida, 
Wayne  Bird  knew  he  could 
be  placing  his  life  on  the  line. 

Wayne  signed  the  paper  anyhow. 

At  this  moment,*** 
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earn  a  Bachelor  of  Science 
degree  in  criminal  justice 
from  Rollins  College.  His 
education  plus  regular 
attendance  at  all  professional 
institutes  qualified  him  to 
enroll  in  and  graduate  from  the 
one  hundredth  session  of  the 
FBI  National  Academy  in 
Washington,  D.C. 

In  short,  Wayne  Bird  was  a 
dedicated  law  enforcement 
officer  with  an  impeccable 
record.  Wayne  knew  how  to 
plan  unit  activities  from  their 
origin,  how  to  gather 
intelligence  data,  and  how  to 
determine  priority  cases.  He 
trained  subordinates  in 
procedures  for  developing 
informants,  in  how  to  carry  out 
surveillance  assignments, 
undercover  operations,  and  other 
investigative  procedures. 

He  was  no  stranger  to  the 
night  spots  and  the  back 
roads  of  Orange  County  and  he 
knew  what  it  was  like  to 
requisition  $100,000  to  pack  in 
his  briefcase  and  use  as 
up-front  money  for  a  drug  bust 
that  would  send  a  man  to 
prison  for  twenty  years. 

It  was  precisely  this 
dedication  that  brought  Wayne 
his  final  promotion  in  1977, 
commander  of  Criminal 
Investigations  Division.  Here, 
too,  Wayne  went  to  work  with 
thoroughness  and  a  trained 
eye  for  the  suspicious. 

Wayne's  four  Church  of 
God  preacher  brothers,  Tom, 
Gene,  Doug,  and  Don,  would 

...fifteen  years  of  his  life 

suddenly  wiped  out...  because 

of  a  conviction... 


call  what  Wayne  dug  up  "sin  in 
the  camp."  Wayne  called  it 
"corruption  in  the  department." 
As  a  result  of  Wayne's 
investigation  into  the  possible 
embezzlement  of  his  own 
Investigative  Fund  Account,  the 
sheriff  of  Orange  County  has 
come  under  grave  suspicion  and 
his  chief  deputy  was  charged 
with  grand  larceny  and  has 
since  been  sentenced  to  thirty 
years  in  prison,  pending  appeal. 

What  happened  to  Wayne? 
Two  days  after  the  indictments 
were  filed,  he  was  summarily 
dismissed.  In  Wayne's  own 
words,  fired. 

Wayne  thought  about  that  a 
few  days.  A  few  weeks.  He 
prayed  and  found  consolation  in 
the  knowledge  that  God 
understood.  Friends  comforted 
him.  Some  even  suggested 
that,  come  election,  Wayne 
should  seek  the  sheriffs  job. 

None  of  those  suggestions 
helped  much.  Election  time 
was  two  years  off.  Wayne  was 
out  of  work.  Worse,  he  was 
for  the  first  time  in  his  •  life 
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I    down  in  spirit.  He  needed 
direction.  To  find  himself.  With 
time  on  his  hands,  he 
j    attended  revivals  at  his  home 
church  in  Orlando  and  found 
himself  drawing  nearer  to  God. 

Determined  to  obey  God  at 
any  cost — even  admitting  to 
himself  that  if  God  called, 
he'd  be  a  preacher — Wayne  sold 
his  new  home,  moved  to 
Cleveland,  Tennessee,  on  faith, 
and  enrolled  in  the  Church 
of  God  School  of  Theology. 

First  it  was  a  rented  house 
.  .  .  something  he  could  ill 
afford.  Then  it  was  into  Ellis 
Hall  at  Lee  College  where  he 
served  as  dorm  supervisor. 
Keeping  expenses  down.  Wife 
Colleen  worked  some,  as  a 
nurse  at  the  hospital,  and  the 
school  helped  with  a 
scholarship. 

Wayne  studied.  Discovered 
that  Christian  theology,  when 
interpreted  by  professors  like 
Hollis  Gause  and  F.  J.  May, 
really  did  provide  answers,  and 
drew  closer  to  God.  He  kept 
his  rugged  6-food  4-inch, 
230-pound  body  in  shape  by 
running  four  miles  a  day, 
and  he  hoped  that  his  three 
children,  Letitia  (fourteen), 
Sterling  (ten),  and  Richard 
(nine),  could  understand  why 
their  dad  was  going  off  to 
school  every  morning. 

Wayne  did  his  internship 
during  the  summer, 
completed  his  course  work,  and 
earned  his  Master  of  Science 
degree  in  Christian  ministries 


...Wayne's  promotions  andn( 
in  the  Dept.-  they  testified 
to  his  ability... 
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by  Christmas  of  1979.  The 
school  had  been  good  for  him. 
He  felt  more  secure  in  his 
Christian  faith,  more  willing  to 
go  anywhere  and  to  do 
anything  God  said.  More  at 
peace  with  himself. 

Strangely,  though,  Wayne 
didn't  feel  that  God  wanted 
him  to  pastor  a  church.  Or  to 
be  an  evangelist. 

What  God  wanted — and  this 
conviction  grew  stronger 
every  day  as  school  wound 
down — was  for  Wayne  Bird 
to  return  to  Orlando  and  be  a 
conscientious  Christian  law 
enforcement  officer. 

Wayne  Bird  thus  decided 
to  run  for  sheriff  of  Orange 
County,  Republican  ticket, 
this  November. 

His  task  seems  formidable. 

First  he  must  generate  some 
grass  roots  support  and  some 
financial  backing.  He  must  win 
the  Republican  primary 
election.  Then  he  must  defeat 
the  Democratic  candidate  in 
open  election — either  his  former 
boss  as  an  incumbent  or 
some  other  picked  candidate — in 
a  county  that  has  never  gone 
Republican. 

Such  considerations  don't 
phase  Wayne  in  the  least. 

"I  can't  explain  how  I'm 
going  to  do  it,"  Wayne  says 
with  a  slow  drawl.  "I  really 
can't  even  explain  why.  Not  so 
as  folks  will  understand  me.  I 
only  know  I'm  doing  the  right 
thing.  I'm  doing  what's  right 
for  Wayne  Bird  at  this 


Out  of  work . . .  low  in  spirit . . . 
Wayne  found  strength  I 
in  knowing  God  cared. . . 


particular  point  in  time  and  I 
know  God  smiles  on  my  efforts. 
It  may  cost  me  dearly.  Who 
knows?  But  I've  got  to  do  it." 

Wayne  met  me  for  this 
interview  on  a  hot  Saturday  at 
the  Holiday  Inn  near  Disney 
World.  He  wore  beige  trousers 
and  a  white  dress  shirt  open 
at  the  collar. 


"Like  to  see  the  county?" 

Back  roads,  orange  groves, 
migrant  work  camps — it  was 
a  Florida  most  tourists  never 
see.  Roadhouses,  special 
rendezvous  where  numbers 
racketeers  meet,  Orlando's 
strip  advertising  nude  dancers 
and  massage  parlors. 
Downtown  to  the  courthouse.  To 
his  campaign  headquarters 
right  on  Orange  Avenue.  To  the 
sheriffs  administrative  offices 
where  Wayne  laughingly  parked 
his  battered  two-hundred- 
dollar  car  in  the  sheriffs 
own  parking  space. 

I  listened  to  the  drawl  of  his 
voice,  the  honest  pride  of  it, 
the  conviction;  and,  even  as  I 
fidgeted  in  the  seat  and  tried 


to  keep  the  glove  compartment 
door  from  falling  onto  my 
knee,  I  knew  I  rode  with  a 
man  who  believed  in  what  he 
was  doing. 

"It's  a  big  job,  Wayne,"  I 
said. 

"Yeah." 

"And  what  if  you  don't  win?" 

Silence.  For  just  a  moment. 

"I'm  going  to  win,  Hoyt.   I 
have  no  contingency  plans. 
This  is  it." 

"Why?" 

"Because  it's  right.  I've  seen 
this  county.  It's  my  home.  I 
know  it  like  the  back  of  my 
hand  and  I  also  know  there's 
corruption,  most  likely  a  mob 
connection,  the  honest  people 
of  this  county  want  exposed." 

For  a  moment  he  paused. 

"I'm  doing  it  because,  deep 
down,  God  finally  got  a 
message  through  to  me.  If  I 
can't  do  it,  no  other  person 
on  this  earth  will.  So  you  see,  I 
really  have  no  choice.  I  must 
do  it." 

Wayne  dropped  me  off  at 
my  room. 

"See  ya,"  he  said. 

It  was  a  big  hand  I  shook.  A 
big  man  I  watched  walk  to 
his  car  in  the  gathering  dusk. 

I  somehow  felt  that  Wayne 
Bird  was  also  a  lonely  man. 
Lonely  in  the  sense  that  all 
big  human  decisions  are  made 
in  the  privacy  of  one's  heart. 

Lonely,  but  not  alone. 

Walking  with  God.  □ 

by  HOYT  E.  STONE 


...Theology  brought  some  new 
and  enlightening  revelations... 
about  life  and  man's 
responsibility. 
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Helping  Others 


by  Sheila  Maynor  Valcarcel 


JlXjdL  KjdJL^A  response 
to  Christianity  is  an  expression 
of  what  she  perceives  as  the 
life  of  Christ — acknowledging 
the  needs  of  the  hungry,  the 
poor,  the  sick;  taking  the  Great 
Commission  across  the  world. 

The  daughter  of  a  retired 
Church  of  God  minister,  Ms. 
Kelly  joined  the  church  at  age 
eight.  She  attended  Lee 
College  and  in  1978  she  joined 
a  transdenominational 
organization  which  functions 
across  international  borders. 

A  member  of  Youth  With  a 
Mission,  Ms.  Kelly  is  one  of 
approximately  250  staff 
members  who  will  be 
voyaging  to  Indochina  to 
transport  food,  medical 
supplies,  and  other  necessities  to 
refugees  living  there. 

Based  in  Greece,  the  YWAM 
relief  is  only  one  phase  of 
the  varying  organizational 
ministries  which  respond  to 
the  evangelical  mission. 

The  current  member  of  the 
Westmore  Church  of  God  in 
Cleveland,  Tennessee,  views 
herself  as  an  extension  of  the 
Pentecostal  organization,  "I 
still  very  much  feel  like  I  am 
an  arm  of  the  church." 

The  Teen  Talent  winner 
details  the  most  recent 
YWAM  ministry,  of  which  she 
will  be  taking  a  vital  part. 


"We  recognized  the  need  to 
minister  to  the  refugees  of 
South  Vietnam  and  Cambodia," 
she  responds.  Since  most  of 
the  people  living  as  refugees 
are  transient,  living  conditions 
are  temporary  and  crowded. 

"We'll  be  docking  the  ship 
and  living  aboard  it  while  we 
help  the  people — working 
with  them  in  sanitation  and 
plumbing,  transporting  food 
and  medical  supplies." 

She  says  the  ship  will  also 
be  traveling  to  other  ports  from 
where  they  will  be  sending 
bicycle  and  van  teams 
throughout  the  country  for 
evangelization  and  service. 

"We  now  have  prayer 
chains  formed  for  the  ship 
ministry  and  the  world 
situation,"  and  this,  says  the 
YWAM  staff  member,  will  be 
the  base  of  their  efforts. 

Her  personal  convictions 
have  changed  and  the  message 
of  Christ  has  become  more 
meaningful,  she  admits,  since 
becoming  a  member  of  the 
international  organization  of 
Christian  believers. 

Led  by  its  international 
director,  Loren  Cunningham, 
Youth  With  a  Mission  sponsors 
schools  of  evangelism, 
discipleship  programs  and 
Summers  of  Service 
throughout  all  six  continents. 
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Responding  to  what  she 
believes  is  her  responsibility 
to  others,  she  concedes, 
"A  Christian  is  a  Christ 
imitator;  it's  more  than  just  a 
state  of  accepting  God  and 
going  to  church." 

Ms.  Kelly  has  been  involved  in 
YWAM  for  several  years  and 
says  that  although  the  decision 
to  leave  home,  the  security 
of  a  job,  family,  and 
friends  was  not  an  easy  one,  it 
was  the  determining  factor 
that  changed  the  course  of  her 
life  and  the  direction  of 
her  Christian  experience.  "I 
had  always  had  a  head 
knowledge  but  never  really 
a  heart  acceptance  of  Christ," 
she  continued  during  an  inter 
view  in  her  home  in 
Cleveland. 


"I  felt  like  I  was  taking  a 
giant  faith  step;  it  was  really 
scary  and  I  didn't  know  how 
to  trust  God.  In  my  relationship 
with  the  Lord,  I  had  always 
tried  to  do  everything  in 
myself.  But  He  met  me  at 
that  point.  He  honored  what  I 
was  doing  when  He  saw  that 
I  was  willing  to  seek  Him  and 
trust  in  Him." 

She  went  on,  "He  provided 
for  me.  And  now  I  am  a 
totally  different  person;  there's 
a  total  change  in  me.  I  didn't 
really  know  how  to  hear  God 
.  .  .  but  since  then,  the 


She  was  introduced  to 
YWAM  by  the  children  of  one 
of  her  former  pastors,  Floyd 
McClung.  "I  saw  their  lives," 
she  said,  and  although  she 
knew  that  all  the  answers 
would  not  be  available  by 
joining  YWAM,  "I  knew  I 
would  get  some  of  the 
answers  I  needed.  Floyd 
McClung,  Jr.  [director  of  the 
YWAM  base  in  Holland]  and 
Loren  Cunningham  were  here 
[in  the  Cleveland  area]  to  speak 
and  they  shared  the  vision.  It 
really  kindled  in  me  a  desire  to 
be  a  part." 

The  decision  made,  it  was 
nearly  a  year  before  the  arts 
and  crafts  enthusiast  with  a 
vision  for  missions  actually 
left  the  States. 
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experiences  I've  had  helped  to 
break  down  the  barriers." 
She  left  for  the  base  in 
January  1978  and  admits,  "I 
had  only  enough  money  to  get 
to  Germany.  In  fact,  I  didn't 
even  know  that  I  would  have 
to  change  my  money.  The 
Lord  put  angels  in  my  path." 
Acquaintances  she  met  during 
the  cross-Atlantic  trip  were 
extremely  helpful  and  it  was 


a  miracle  she  met  someone  in 
the  airport  who  accompanied 
her  to  her  final  destination. 

Without  the  fee  for  tuition 
to  the  School  of  Evangelism  in 
Germany,  it  was  really  an 
act  of  faith,  she  relates. 

"Finally  I  sold  my  car  and 
other  things  worked  out  so  I 
could  pay  for  the  tuition." 
Spending  money  was  rare  but 
"often,"  she  adds,  "money 
would  be  sent  to  me 
anonymously." 

She  cites  other  instances  of 
families  who  received  money 
anonymously.  "One  family  from 
South  Africa  had  made  the 
decision  to  come  and  had 
planned  to  sell  everything.  As 
urgent  as  the  need  was  for 
them  to  sell,  they  kept 
feeling  like  they  should  give 
their  possessions  away.  They 
left  for  school,  thinking  the  fee 
for  tuition,  room  and  board 
for  their  entire  family  would  be 
twice  as  much  as  they  had. 
When  they  arrived,  to  their 
surprise,  the  fee  was  only 
half  of  what  they  had  figured." 

Experiences  like  that  are 
not  rarities  in  the  organization. 
Amazingly  enough,  "When  I 
felt  I  should  come  home  to  visit 
for  a  while  before  joining  the 
ship's  team,  that  same  family 
gave  me  about  fifty  dollars 
for  the  trip.  Although  I've 
never  had  a  lot  of  money, 
I've  never  had  need  for 
anything." 

The  evangelistic  organization 
is  not  considered  a  church, 
CONTINUED  ON  PAGE  21 
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A  School  Withoui 


W^ki  The  class  moves... 
time  flies...  over  be 


you  realize  it... 

Essentially  that's  what  the 
Continuing  Education 
Program  at  Lee  College  is — a 
real  school  outside  the 
campus,  where  people  of  all 
ages  can  earn  a  degree  in 
their  home. 

The  idea  has  been  around 
for  years — most  notably  through 
New  York  University — but 
until  recent  years  we  either 
didn't  respect  the  concept  or 
we  ignored  it. 


Diane's  New  W>rl 


•,*, 


''Serious  Bible  study 

>pened  up  a  whole  new 

world  for  me^ . 

Diane  (Plunkett)  Walker  .  .  . 
pastor's  wife,  Bible  class 
teacher,  homemaker,  mother 
of  two  .  .  .  will  become  the 
first  woman  to  graduate  from 
the  Continuing  Education 
Program  in  August. 

Diane  has  majored  in  biblical 
and  pastoral  studies.  She 
graduates  with  honors. 

Friday  morning,  May   16, 
1980.   It's  8  a.m.   in 
Minneapolis.  Diane  got  home 

H 


from  Minot  at  3  a.m.  where 
she  lectured  at  the  Ladies 
Auxiliary  Seminar.  She  answers 
the  phone  with  a  lively  "good 
morning"  and  then,  in  response 
to  a  few  questions,  informs 
us  that  her  studies  through 
continuing  education  have 
literally  changed  her  life. 

"One  needs  motivation  to 
do  this  type  of  thing,"  she  says. 
"And  self-discipline. 

"I  found  mine  through  two 
factors. 

"First,  I  had  begun  my 
college  work  at  Lee  prior  to 
marriage,  something  like 
seventy-one  semester  hours. 
In  the  back  of  my  mind,  I 
always  wanted  to  pick  up  on 


that  work — my  husband,  Alan, 
encouraged  me  to  do  so — but 
it  never  seemed  convenient. 
Church  work.  Children. 
Continuing  education  was 
tailor-made  for  me. 

"In  the  second  place — and  I 
think  most  important — I 
found  myself  the  wife  of  a  busy 
pastor,  in  a  growing  church, 
and  not  quite  certain  of  the 
role  God  wanted  me  to  play. 
I  always  worked  in  church. 
Taught  children's  classes. 
Ladies  Auxiliary.  I  refused  to 
teach  adults  ...  in  fact  .  .  . 
refused  to  get  involved  in 
serious,  in-depth  Bible  study. 
Left  that  to  Alan.  To  the  men. 

Lighted  Pathway,  July,  1980 
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Not  any  more. 
Continuing 
education  is 
now  firmly 
entrenched 
within  the 
bastion  of  church  education 
philosophy  and  one  can 
assume  that  the  program 
promises  much  for  the  future. 

Continuing  education — as  we 
use  the  term  here — is  a 
division  of  Lee  College,  fully 
accredited  by  the  Southern 
Association  of  Colleges  and 
Schools.  The  program  began 
in   1976.  Ray  H.  Hughes,  Jr.,  is 
the  present  director. 

As  of  this  writing,  450 
students  are  enrolled.  They 
represent  most  states  and  17 
foreign  countries,  and  the 
division  has  successfully 
transferred  graduates  to 
Ashland  Theological  Seminary, 


Georgia  State  University,  and 
the  Church  of  God  School  of 
Theology. 

On  May   11,  stepping  into 
line  with  other  Lee  College 
graduates,  nine  continuing 
education  students  accepted 
diplomas.  Three  others  will  do 
so  in  August,  bringing  the 
school's  total  graduates  to 
thirty-six. 

Students  enrolled  in  the 
Continuing  Education 
Program  may  combine  a  variety 
of  learning  experiences  which 
will  lead  to  a  B.S.  or  B.A. 
degree  in  biblical  studies.  As 
many  as  90  hours  of  the 
130-hour  program  may  be 
earned  through  independent 
study.  At  least  40  hours  of 
resident  or  on-campus  work  is 
required  but  this  may  be 
done  near  home  or  in  a 
community  college  as  well  as 


at  Lee. 

Admission  to  the  program 
is  based  on  your  own 
objectives:  you  may  sign  up 
for  college  credit  or  for 
noncredit  purposes.  In  either 
case,  you  must  first  complete  an 
application  form. 

Costs  of  the  program, 
basically,  include:  $10 
registration  fee;   $30  per 
semester  hour  if  taking  less 
than  twelve  hours;  or  $300  per 
twelve-semester-hour  project 
(textbooks  included).  □ 

For  further  information 

write: 

Ray  H.  Hughes,  Jr.,  director 
Continuing  Education  Program 
Lee  College 
Cleveland,  TN  37311 

by  HOYT  E.  STONE 


Deep  down,  though,  I  now 
know  something  was  missing. 

"Once  I  signed  up  for 
biblical  studies  through 
continuing  education,  a  new 
world  opened  for  me.  My 
hesitancy,  my  lack  of 
confidence,  faded  away  and  I 
began  to  appreciate  so  much 
more  the  great  truths  of  God's 
Word. 

"Knowing  that  other  adults, 
especially  ladies,  probably  felt 
just  as  I  had,  I  started  teaching 
and  sharing  my  newfound 
knowledge.  It  has  been  and 
continues  to  be  a  most 
exciting  adventure. 

"I  do  my  studying  in 
spurts.  When  I'm  into  a  course 
I  work  intensely,  sometimes 
at  the  church  but  mostly  here 
at  home  when  the  kids  are 
at  school.  Then,  finished,  and 
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the  exam  over,  I'll  rest  a 
couple  of  weeks. 

"Alan  has  been  very 
supportive.  Sometimes  he's  just 
about  forced  me  to  get 
started  on  a  new  subject.  That's 
the  hard  part  .  .  .  getting 
started.  Now  .  .  .  I'm  glad  he 
has. 

"One  thing  I've  learned.  It's 
never  a  waste  of  time  to  fill 
your  heart  with  God's  Word. 

"Also,  if  you  fill  up  on 
God's  Word,  God  is  going  to 


open  doors  and  provide 
opportunities  for  you  to  share 
His  Word  with  others. 

"For  me  at  least,  the 
continuing  education  program 
has  been  the  catalyst  which 
opened  up  a  new  world  of 
exciting  Bible  truths. 

"I'm  really  grateful.  For 
this  even  more  than  for  the 
diploma  I'm  promised  in 
August."  □ 

by  HOYT  E.  STONE 


Vou  decide  to  visit. 
Not  to  enroll  but 
merely  to  attend 
one  night  in  order 
to  see  for  yourself  what  a 
Peacemaker's  Bible  Institute 
is  all  about. 

It's  April  1,   1980. 

You  arrive  early  at  the 
Church  of  God,  Dalton, 
Georgia,  noting  on  the  church 
marquee  that  Leon  Phillips  is 
pastor. 

Jim  Hitte  is  the  institute 
director,  however,  and  you  find 
him  informally  dressed.  Not 
buttoned  and  tied  for  the  usual 
church  service. 

You  slip  quietly  into  the 
classroom,  sitting  to  the  right 
of  twenty  young  men  and 


women  who  chat  pleasantly 
and  seem  altogether  relaxed. 
Jim  makes  notes  on  the 
marker  board,  arranges 
materials  on  his  podium,  calls 
for  prayer,  and  then  announces: 
"Unit  6,  page  116.  The  Book 
of  Acts." 

Five  minutes  for  review 
(no  class  last  week  because  the 
church  was  in  revival). 

Setting  is  nice.  Seems  to  be  a 
fellowship  hall.  Brown  carpet. 
Masonry  walls,  off-white.  Drop 
ceiling,  with  recessed  lighting. 
Screen.  Overhead  projector. 
Maps.  Chalkboard.  Young 
people  seated  in  public  school 
type  desks  with  writing  arms. 
Piano  in  corner. 

Boys  in  jeans.  Girls  in 


Stone  Photos 

dresses,  most  wearing  high  heels. 

Teacher  himself  in  casual 
brown  shoes,  crepe-soled.  Green 
knit  sh'rt. 

You  hear  the  lesson 
introduced.  Book  of  Acts.  An 
overview  from  Ralph  Brewer's 
book.  Questions  skillfully  put, 
often  restated  in  order  to  draw 
the  class  out.  Some  answers 
right.  Some  wrong. 

Two  boys  arrive  late.  Sit 
near  door. 

"Acts  ..."  Jim  notes.  "Not 
so  much  Acts  of  the  apostles  as 
Acts  of  the  Holy  Spirit. 

"A  book  of  firsts.  .  .  . 

"First  opposition,  first 
discipline,  first  persecution,  first 
organization,  first  martyr,  first 
missionaries  sent  forth.  .  .  ." 
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1980 

Peacemakers 
Bible  Institutes 


NUMBER  OF 

NUMBER 

ATE 

INSTITUTES 

ENROLLED 

MA 

19 

390 

SAS 

5 

70 

.IF0RN1A  NEV 

5 

45 

1F0RNIA-NEV 

1 

27 

)A 

15 

186 

)A,  COCOA 

8 

185 

)RG1A 

4 

74 

IRG1A 

2 

141 

IS 

6 

103 

GO-METRO 

4 

129 

A 

2 

1 

27 
20 

CKY 

9 

245 

ANA 

1 

14 

-DEL 

4 

69 

JAN 

12 

100 

SOTA 

1 

20 

SIPPI 

3 

57 

JRI 

2 

32 

ERSEY 

4 

60 

ORK  STATE 

1 

8 

ORK  CITY 

3 

32 

1/  ENGLAND 

2 

22 

1  ENGLAND 

3 

34 

0 

5 

80 

0 

3 

125 

IOMA 

3 

75 

1  CAROLINA 

5 

54 

SSEE 

11 

142 

NGTON 

1 

21 

VIRGINIA 

5 

62 

NS1N 

1 

25 

ADA 

1 

11 

SADA 

I 

20 

>  TOTALS 

153 

2.705 

Some  humor.  Tasteful. 
Young  people  relate  well  to 
teacher. 

Teacher  gets  in  some 
practical  points.  In  terms  of 
God's  love  and  the  developing 
of  talents.  "We  are  diamonds 
in  the  rough.  God  sees  us  not 
for  what  we  are  but  for  what 
we  are  capable  of  becoming." 

You  realize  it's  over  .  .  . 
the  first  hour,  at  least  .  .  .  and, 
even  as  you're  wondering 
where  the  time  has  gone,  you're 
also  smiling  and  nodding  at 
friendly  young  people.  Sipping 
a  Coke. 

Break  time. 

Second  half,  Bible  quizzing. 


You  watch  the  tables  set  up. 
With  little  boxes  and  switches 
which  buzz  and  light  up  when 
pushed. 

Two  churches  are  involved: 
Dalton  and  Sardis. 

You  move  around,  socializing 
while  the  quiz  teams  get 
ready  for  round  one. 

Krissie  Hall — she's  sixteen, 
a  senior  in  high  school  and  she 
says  right  out  that  the  most 
exciting  part  of  Bible  Institute 
is  quizzing.  She's  learned  a 
lot.  Team  captain. 

Herberetta  Rayburn  (called 
Herbie  by  her  friends) — she's 
eighteen  and  a  freshman  at 
Dalton  Junior  College.  Majoring 
in  business.  What  she  likes 
best  is  the  fellowship.  Great 
way  to  spend  Tuesday 
evening. 

Order  is  called. 

You  sit  and  watch  and  listen 
as  the  teacher  gives 
questions.  You  find  it  difficult 
at  first  to  know  what's 
happening  because  the  teacher 
barely  gets  out  a  word  or  a 
phrase  before  a  buzzer  sounds. 

Answer. 

Another  question.  Answer. 
They  come  so  quickly.  So 
naturally.  Obviously  the  young 
people  have  been  studying. 

Competition  warms. 

You  listen  a  while  longer. 
Then  slip  out. 

Behind  you  .  .  .  laughter 
.  .  .  light  voices  in  friendly 
banter  as  many  buzzers  go 
off  at  once. 

"Well  now  .  .  ."  you're 
thinking,  "so  that's  what  a 
Peacemaker's  Bible  Institute 
is.  Next  year,  maybe  I  can 
attend."  □ 


News  and  activities 


GOSPEL  TENTS 

For    Sale 

Nashville   Tent   &   Awning   Co. 

615   20th   Ave.,    N. 

Nashville,   Tennessee   37203 

Write    for    Price 


WORLD'S  LARGEST  MANUFACTURER 

of  FIBERGLASS 

CHURCH  PRODUCTS 
STEEPLES 
•  WALL  CROSSES 

•  STAINED  FIBERGLASS  WINDOWS 

•  BAPTISTRIES 

•  BAPTISTRY  HEATERS 


"*, 


m 


& 


Write  lor  free 
color  brochure 


%iAm*ataU.  SfxetUaltiei. 


A/C  214  657-6524     Box  210     Henderson,  Texas  75652 


CHURCH  STEEPLES 


*  15  TEARS  MFC  EXPERIENCE  -  100 S  OF  MODELS 

*  COMPLETE  ERECTIONS  BY  GUSSTECH 
»  10  YEAH  WARRtNTY    IN-PUCE 

3 1  SO 

*  STAINED  FIBERGLASS  WINDOWS 

*  "BELFRY"  MAGNETIC  TAPE 

CARILLON  SYSTEMS    , 

AEE  CROSSES  ^ZLiMft^    32 

MODELS 

SAPTISMAL  POOLS 


Glasstecrr  p.o.  box  910 

Roswell,  Ga.,3007  7 


LITTLE  GIANT 

The  name  to  remember  for 


FIBERGLASS  BAPTISTRIES 

SPIRES— CROSSES 
WATER  HEATERS 

Church  credit  plans  available 
Free  colored  brochure 

UTTLE  GIANT  MANUFACTURING  CO.,  INC 

Dept.  27/  Box  518  /  Orange,  Texas  77630 

Phone:  713-883-4246 
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SCHEDULE  AND  ACTIVITES 

August  12-16,  Convention  Center,  Dal  las,  Texas 


MUSIC  DIVISION-CONVENTION 
CENTER  THEATRE 


Tuesday 

Wednesday 

Thursday 

Friday 

Saturday 

Rehearsal  Time 

Rehearsal  Time 

Rehearsal  Time 

Rehearsal  Time 

Rehearsal  Time 

8:00  a.m. -10:45  a.m. 
Sessions  1,  2.  3 

8:00  a.m. -10:45  a.m. 
Sessions  4,  5,  6,  7 

8:00  a.m. -10:45  a.m. 
Sessions  8,  9,  10 

8:00  a.m. -10:45  a.m. 
Sessions  11,  12,  13 

8:00  a.m. -10:45  a.m. 

Session  1 

Session  4 

Session  8 

Session  11 

Session  14 

11:00  a.m. -1:00  p.m. 
Brass  Woodwinds 

11:00  a.m. -1:00  p.m. 
Vocal  Solo  Strings 

11:00  a.m. -1:00  p.m. 
Instrumental 

Ensemble/Vocal 

Ensemble 

11:00  a.m. -1:00  p.m. 
Instrumental 

Ensemble/Vocal 

Ensemble 

11:00  a.m. -1:00  p.m. 
Choir 

Session  2 

Session  5 

Session  9 

Session  12 

MASS  CHOIR 

2:00  p.m. -4:00  p.m. 
Brass  Woodwinds 

2:00  p.m. -4:00  p.m. 
Vocal  Solo/ 
Keyboard 

2:00  p.m. -4:00  p.m. 
Instrumental 

Ensemble/Vocal 

Ensemble 

2:00  p.m. -4:00  p.m. 
Choir 

REHEARSALS 
ALL  TEEN 
TALENT 

Session  3 

Session  6 

Session  10 

Session  13 

CONTESTANTS 

4:30  p.m. -6:30  p.m. 
Strings  Percussion 

BIBLE  DIV 

4:30  p.m. -6:30  p.m. 
Vocal  Solo/ 
Keyboard 

Session  7 

7:30  p.m. -9:30  p.m. 
Vocal  Solo/ 
Keyboard 

1SION 

4:30  p.m. -6:30  p.m. 
Instrumental 

Ensemble/Vocal 

Ensemble 

4:30  p.m. -6:30  p.m. 
Choir 

2:00  p.m.-5:00  p.m. 

AWARDS 

FESTIVAL 

8:00  p.m. 

ARENA 

Bible  Reading— Room  402-403 
Session  1 — Thursday,  August  14 — 9:00-11:30  a.m. 
Session  2 — Thursday,  August  14 — 2:00-4:30  p.m. 
Session  3 — (if  needed)  Friday,  August  15 — 9:00-11:30  a.m. 

Bible  Teaching — Room  406-407 
Session  1 — Thursday,  August  14 — 9:00-11:30  a.m. 
Session  2 — Thursday,  August  14 — 2:00-4:30  p.m. 
Session  3 — (if  needed)  Friday,  August  15 — 9:00-11:30  a.m. 

Bible  Quizzing— Room  409-410 

Session  1 — Tuesday,  August  12 — 2:00-4:30   p.m. 

Session  2 — Wednesday,  August  13 — 9:00-11:30   a.m. 

Session  3 — Wednesday,  August  13 — 2:00-4:30   p.m. 

Session  4 — Thursday,  August  14 — 9:00-11:30   a.m. 

Session  5— Thursday,  August  14 — 2:00-4:30   p.m. 

Session  6 — Friday,  August  15 — 9:00-11:30    a.m. 

Session  7 — Friday,  August  15 — 2:00-4:30   p.m. 

Session  8 — Saturday,  August  16 — 9:00-11:30    a.m. 

Session  9 — Saturday,  August  16 — 2:00-4:30    p.m. 
Note:  All  contestants  and  official  personnel  should  plan  to  be  present  for  briefing  30  minutes  before  the  beginning   of 
each  session. 


ART  DIVISION 


The  Teen  Talent  Art  display  will  be  in  the  General  Assembly  exhibit  area  and  will  be  available 
for  viewing  during  exhibit  hours. 


The  problem  with  stress  is  not  how  to  get  rid  of  it.  It's  a  part  of 
life.  And  it's  not  even  all  bad.  The  real  problem  with  stress  is  how  to 
recognize  it  and  control  it.  So  it  doesn't  control  you. 

Your  body  reacts  to  stressful  situations  with  its  nerves,  glands  and 
hormones.  And  because  these  systems  function  throughout  the  body, 
what  affects  them  can  affect  other  parts  of  your  body  that  may  be 
vulnerable  at  the  time. 

That's  why  stress  is  a  factor  in  many  people's  heart  attacks, 
hypertension,  ulcers,  asthma,  possibly  even  cancers,  and  probably 
many  other  ailments.  That's  also  why,  in  these  times  of  many  stresses, 
it's  a  major  factor  in  increasingly  costly  health  care. 

You  can  recognize  stress  by  heeding  the  warnings  of  your  body 
and  emotions.  Frustration.  Anger.  Hostilities  that  build  up.  Heavy 
pressures  of  responsibility  time  demands  and  conflict.  Headaches, 
insomnia,  muscle  tension. 

The  key  to  handling  stress  is  learning.  Learning  to  air  your 
feelings  in  constructive  ways,  to  tram  your  body  to  relax,  to  repair  a 
lifestyle  before  you're  faced  with  expensive  medical  repairs.  You  have 
to  learn  what  your  stresses  are  and  the  best  ways  for  you  to  deal 
with  them.  \« 

But  they  must  be  dealt  with. 
Because  the  longer  you  remain  in  the     LIBERTYl NATIONAL 
grip  of  stress,  the  more  crushing  — and  life  insurance 

costly—  its  effects. 


BIRMINGHAM,  ALABAMA 


For  a  iree  booklet  about  stress  and  preventive  health  care,  write 

Liberty  National,  Communication  Department,  P.O  Box  2612,  Birmingham,  Alabama  35202 

NAME . , 


JL 


ADDRESS- 


CITY- 


STATE- 


ZIP- 
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Wesley  R.  Willis,  author,  "200  Years— And  Still  Counting.'' 

Sunday  school  ought  to  be  one  of 
a  church's  strongest  programs. 
It  can  contribute  to  the  ministry 
of  the  church  only  as  it  is  seen  in  the  context  of 
the  mission  of  the  church,  and  as  the  leaders 
help  all  church  members  understand  the  role 
Sunday  school  plays. 

But  the  actual  process  of  building  a  strong 
Sunday  school  takes  dedication  and  work. 

The  first  lesson  that  we  need  to  learn  is  that 
Sunday  school  can  be  successful  only  when 
it  is  characterized  by  effective  teaching  that 
emphasizes  the  Bible.  The  content  of  the 
Sunday  school  curriculum  has  to  be  the  absolute 
truth  of  God's  Word.  The  beginning  of  the 
recorded  decline  in  Sunday  school  attendance 
corresponded  with  the  liberal  emphasis  in 
curriculum  materials.  During  this  period  the  Bible 
content  in  the  materials  was  replaced  with 
other  emphases. 

James  D.  Murch  wrote,  "Pure  Christianity 
has  always  insisted  on  an  educated 
constituency — one  that  knows  basic  doctrine, 
why  Christian  beliefs  are  superior  to  other  beliefs, 
that  know  its  basic  ethical  code  and  is  intent 
on  winning  others  to  Christ"  (Teach  or  Perish, 
p.  64).  When  this  knowledge  of  biblical  content 
is  weak,  Christianity  is  weak.  When  Christians  are 
illiterate,  they  are  immature,  and  the  church 
will  be  fragmented  and  ineffective. 


The  Apostle  Paul  stressed  the  need  for 
Bible  knowledge  in  2  Timothy  3:16,   17:  "All 
Scripture  is  inspired  by  God  and  profitable 
for  teaching,  for  reproof,  for  correction,  for 
training  in  righteousness;  that  the  man  of 
God  may  be  adequate,  equipped  for  every  good 
work"  (New  American  Standard  Bible). 
Notice  that  Paul  identified  four  specific 
contributions  of  the  Bible.  It  is  profitable  for 
teaching,  for  reproof,  for  correction,  for  training  in 
righteousness. 

If  we  were  to  picture  the  Christian  life  as  a 
journey  along  a  road  with  a  fork  in  it,  we 
could  plot  these  four  categories  of  profitability  on 
that  road.  The  first  function  teaching,  is  to 
help  us  know  what  direction  we  should  take.  It  is 
the  basic  guidance  in  living  the  Christian  life. 

But  we  must  make  a  decision  when  confronted 
with  a  fork  in  the  road.  Suppose  God  wants 
us  to  take  the  right-hand  road  when  we  come  to 
the  fork,  but  instead  we  take  the  left-hand 
road.  This  is  where  the  second  function  comes 
into  play.  The  Word  is  profitable  for  reproof, 
that  is,  telling  us  when  we  have  made  a  wrong 
decision,  and  when  we  have  gotten 
sidetracked. 

However,  once  we  know  that  we  have 
made  a  mistake,  we  have  to  get  back  on  the 
right  road.  This  is  where  the  third  function 
of  the  Bible  can  be  experienced.  Scripture  is 
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"  The  Bible  is  for 
teaching,  reproof, 
correction,  and 
training  in 
righteousness. " 

profitable  for  correction.  Correction  is  helping 
us  get  back  on  the  right  road  once  we  have 
recognized  our  error. 

Finally,  after  getting  back  on  the  right  road,  we 
need  to  continue  making  progress  along  the 
way.  The  fourth  function  of  the  Bible  relates  to 
that  continued  progress.  After  heading  in  the 
right  direction,  finding  out  that  we  made  a  wrong 
turn,  and  then  getting  back  on  the  right 
road,  Scripture  is  profitable  for  training  in 
righteousness.  The  Bible  helps  us  continue  to 
make  progress  in  righteous  living. 

The  end  result  of  this  application  of 
Scripture  is  that  the  Christian  will  be  adequate  to 
do  what  God  desires.  He  will  be  equipped  to  do 
the  good  works  that  God  expects.  But  these 
experiences  will  be  impossible  without  a 
knowledge  of  the  content  of  the  Bible. 

Sunday  school  must  stress  teaching  the  entire 
Bible.  It  is  only  as  Christians  teach  the 
Word  that  they  fulfill  the  commands  of  God.  Paul 
emphasized  in  2  Timothy  2:2  that  it  is  the 
responsibility  of  a  Christian  to  pass  along  to  others 
the  things  that  he  has  learned  from  the 
Word  of  God.  As  the  church  instructs  its 
members,  it  becomes  a  vital,  growing  church. 

If  we  really  want  our  Sunday  schools  to  make 
a  significant  contribution  to  the  life  of  the 
church,  we  must  begin  by  teaching  the  Bible.  We 
must  teach  it  systematically,  utilizing 
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comprehensive  biblical  curriculum  materials.  But 
there  is  a  corollary  to  this  concept.  We  must 
also  employ  effective  techniques  of 
communication.  For  teaching  that  obscures 
truth  is  worse  than  no  teaching  at  all. 

Teachers  need  resources  to  enable  them  to 
teach  effectively  and  communicate  clearly.  A 
teacher  who  is  committed  to  doing  an 
excellent  job  will  be  delighted  when  high  quality 
resources  are  provided  by  the  church.  But 
unfortunately,  good  resources  will  not  compensate 
for  a  lazy  teacher.  And  many  times  students 
are  bored  or  confused  by  poorly  prepared  teachers. 

1.  Preparation.  One  curriculum  publisher 
conducted  a  study  to  determine  the  average 
length  of  time  spent  in  preparation  by 
teachers  using  their  materials.  The  report  was  that 
the  average  teacher  spent  just  fifteen 
minutes  in  preparation.  This  means  that  if  the 
class  were  forty-five  minutes  long,  the 
teacher  prepared  three  times  faster  than  he 
taught!  This  is  hardly  the  attitude  of  the 
apostles  recorded  in  Acts  6:2: 
desirable  for  us  to  neglect  the 
word  of  God  in  order  to 
serve  tables'  "  (New 
American  Standard  Bible). 
So  they  appointed 
men  to  care  for  those 
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ave  you  seen  Charlie  lately? 
Up  until  a  few  months  ago, 
your  answer  probably  would 
have  been  no — unless  you 
happened  to  have  a  class  with 
him.  Otherwise  he  was 
strictly  invisible,  slipping  behind 
trees,  bushes,  and  assorted 
staircases  to  avoid  detection. 

Even  if  you  had  seen 
Charlie  you  might  not  have 
recognized  him,  not  with  the 
wide-rimmed  collar  of  his  jacket 
turned  up  and  that 
dumb-looking  cap  pulled  over 
his  face.  Remember  that 
mystery  man  in  the  ski  mask 
who  raced  across  campus  last 
semester?  Yes,  that  was 


Charlie  all  right. 

If  Charlie  had  his 
way,  he  would  have 
skipped  school 
altogether,  but  there 
are  laws,  after  all. 
Not  that  he  had 
anything  against 
getting  an  education. 
He  has  a  pretty 
good  head  on  his 
shoulders,  even  if  he  wouldn't 
let  anybody  look  at  it.  It's  just 
that  he  preferred  to  stay 
home,  with  the  drapes  pulled, 
and  pretend  that  he  no 
longer  existed.  I  know  because 
I  live  right  next  door. 

In  a  way,  though,  I  couldn't 


/Charlies  aunt... 
anurse...shefina 
came  to  his  rescu 


blame 

Charlie. 

mean 

I've  had 

some 

complexion  problems  myself, 


PJ 


oute 


P/t£fi 


ft       ^  \hj  hen    I    remember 

J  i*  /i  /t  )A4  A)  A*       him     the     details    are 

K^/WiWwi/t/ sharp  and  v,v,d  But 

if    I    think    about    it 

long,     or    dwell     on 

what  he  said  and  did, 

everything    fcgs    up 

and  sort  of  fades  from  my   reach. 

The  important  thing  is  that  I  do 

remember. 

Doors  in  my  mind  swing  open  and  it  all  comes  back 
to  me  .  .  .  the  tall,  gruff,  old  man  .  .  .  rather 
eccentric.  Most  people  in  town  said  he  was  a  crazy 
hermit.  Actually,  he  was  just  lonely  and  bitter. 

I  lived  in  a  small  town.  Where  everybody  knew 
everybody.  Wasn't  much  to  do.  Days  were  lazy  and 
long.  Each  summer  like  the  summer  before  or  the 
summer  after. 

One  day,  out  of  sheer  boredom  and  the  need  for 
excitement,  I  decided  to  go  see  the  crazy  hermit 
for  myself,  although  I  hadn't  the  slightest  idea  what 


to  say  to  him.  I  mean,  what  do  you  say  to  a  real 
live  hermit? 

"Hello,  Mr.  Hermit.  I  heard  you  were  crazy.  Just 
thought  I'd  come  visit  and  check  out  the  rumor.  Hope 
you  don't  mind." 

The  more  I  thought  about  the  problems  I'd  en- 
counter if  I  actually  saw  him,  the  more  I  felt  like 
turning  around  and  going  back  home.  Truth  of  the 
matter  was,  my  curiosity  had  gotten  the  best  of  me. 

It  really  would  be  quite  a  story.  I  could  just  hear 
myself  after  church  one  morning  saying  casually, 
"Guess  who  I  met  the  other  day?  That's  right.  The 
crazy  hermit.  I  walked  right  up  to  his  house  and 
didn't  get  killed  or  robbed  or  anything." 

I  could  picture  myself  yawning  nonchalantly  and 
looking  bored,  as  if  meeting  strange  people  was  some- 
thing I  did  every  day.  I  even  had  my  clincher 
sentence  planned. 

I  was  so  lost  in  my  thoughts  that  I  was  startled 
to  find  myself  suddenly  on  the  doorstep  of  the  old, 
brown  house.  It  wasn't  the  dump  I  had  expected.  As  a 
matter  of  fact,  a  lot  of  things  weren't  what  I  had 
expected. 

I  walked  cautiously  around  the  yard,  feeling  braver. 
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but  my  little  zits  were 
nothing  compared  to  Charlie's 
acne.  It  was  that  big  puffy 
kind  that's  impossible  to  cover 
up.  That  didn't  stop  Charlie 
from  trying,  though.  If  it  was 
advertised  on  TV,  Charlie 
tried  it.  I  guess  the  man  at  the 
pharmacy  saw  Charlie  more 
than  anybody  else  did. 

"I'm  not  shelling  out  one 
more  cent  for  those  worthless 
creams  and  ointments!"  I 
heard  Charlie's  father  tell 
Charlie's  mother  one  night. 
(Our  houses  are  really  close 
together.)  Then  he  took 
another  look  at  Charlie's  face 
and  reached  for  his  wallet. 
The  latest  "miracle  cure"  had 
just  come  out. 

Friends  tried  to  console 
Charlie — on  the  phone,  that 
is.  "You'll  grow  out  of  it,"  Sonia 


assured  him.  "My  brother 
just  did." 

It  wasn't  exactly  what 
Charlie  wanted  to  hear.  Sonia's 
brother  was  probably 
twenty-five  years  old! 

"Beauty  is  only  skin  deep, 
you  know,"  another  clod 
reminded  Charlie.  (I  wanted 
to  cut  off  my  tongue  the  second 
I  said  it  too.) 

The  worse  Charlie's  face  got, 
the  more  invisible  he 
became.  About  the  only  time 
we  saw  him  at  church  was  at 
candlelight  communion.  Even 
then  he  hid  in  the  darkest 
corner.  He  refused  to  look  for 
work,  figuring  nobody  would 
hire  a  guy  with  a  face  like  his. 
He  had  a  point. 

After  Charlie  had  tried  all 
the  stuff  you  see  advertised 
in  magazines  and  on  TV,  he 


even  sent  away  for  some 
weird-smelling  junk  that  didn't 
do  a  thing  to  get  rid  of  his 
acne.  About  the  only  thing  it 
got  rid  of  was  Charlie's  ten 
bucks,  plus  postage.  His  aunt, 
who  happens  to  be  a  nurse, 
finally  came  to  his  rescue. 

"Why  don't  I  ever  see 
Charlie  when  I  come  by  for  a 
visit?"  she  wanted  to  know 
one  night. 

"He-uh-he's  busy  with 
homework,  Clarice,"  Charlie's 
mother  replied. 

"Well,  I'd  like  to  at  least  say 
hello  to  my  favorite  nephew," 
Aunt  Clarice  insisted. 

"Well,  I'll  ask  him  to  come 
out,"  his  mother  began 
hesitantly. 

"To  tell  you  the  truth, 
Clarice,  he's  ashamed  of  his 
complexion,"  Charlie's  father 
explained.  "It's  pretty  bad." 


It  seemed   no  one  was   home.   I   decided   to  explore 
the  backyard. 

I  saw  him.  Sitting  not  more  than  twelve  steps  away, 
the  hermit  himself.  I  almost  fainted.  He  was  sur- 
rounded, not  by  sackcloth  and  ashes  like  any 
ordinary  hermit,  but  by  dollhouses.  That's 
right  .  .  .  dollhouses! 

I   felt  my  big-time   speech  fade 
into  nothingness.  "Hey  everybody, 
I   went   to    see   the    crazy    hermit. 
Guess    what    he    does    in    his 
spare     time?     Builds     doll- 
houses." I  knew  then  that   I 
could  never  tell  a  living  soul. 
Not  ever! 

I  tried  to  retrace  my  steps 
but  my  foot  scraped  on  loose 
gravel.  The  old  man  looked 
up  from  his  workbench.  I  felt 
about  nine  inches  tall. 

I  stammered  and  stuttered 
something  that  I'm  sure 
sounded  stupid  and  then 
turned  and  ran  all  the  way 
home. 


For  three  days  I  tried  to  figure  out  why  an  old 
man  with  a  big  house  and  a  long  gray  beard  would 
spend  his  days  building  dollhouses.  It  made  no  sense. 
Especially  with  the  whole  town  thinking  he  was  crazy. 
I  finally  gathered  courage  to  visit  him 
again.  This  time  I  was  more  prepared, 
more  alert.  He  heard  me  coming  and 
met  me  at  the  gate.  My  planned 
speech  seemed  empty  and  hollow, 
so  I  tried  to  explain  that  I  was 
merely  bored  and  wanted  to  watch 
him  work. 

That  was  the  be- 
ginning      of       our 
friendship. 

I  learned  that  he 
was  a  skilled  craftsman 
from  France  who  designed 
and  built  dollhouses  which 
were  shipped  and  sold  all 
over  the  world.  I  knew 
he'd  be  an  instant  celebri- 
ty with  the  townspeople,  if 
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"Has  he  seen  a  doctor  about 
it?"  Aunt  Clarice  asked. 

"Dr.  Gibbons  thinks  it's  a 
temporary  condition," 
Charlie's  mother  answered. 

"Dr.  Gibbons?  Is  he  a  skin 
specialist?" 

"No,  just  our  family  doctor." 

"There's  a  skin  specialist  in 
our  medical  building  who  has 
done  wonders  for  kids  with 
acne,"  Aunt  Clarice  went  on. 
"Let  me  give  you  his  name." 

Charlie's  parents  weren't 
too  thrilled  about  sending 
Charlie  to  a  specialist,  not 
after  all  the  bucks  they  had 
spent  on  over-the-counter 
preparations,  but  Charlie's 
face — which  was  worse  than 
ever  at  that  point — made  them 
change  their  mind.  His  lousy 
self-image  helped  too. 

So  Charlie  went  to  see  the 


specialist — finally.  And  was  that 
ever  the  right  decision!  Sure, 
it  may  have  cost  something,  but 
the  results  were  worth  it. 
Even  though  his  face  didn't 
clear  up  overnight,  it  soon 
became  obvious  that  the 
treatments  were  working.  Of 
course  Charlie  had  to  do  his 
part,  too — watching  his  diet, 
keeping  his  face  clean,  and  stuff 
like  that.  He  followed  the 
doctor's  orders  to  the  letter, 
with  amazing  results.  The 
better  his  complexion  got,  the 
more  visible  he  became,  both 
at  school  and  church.  He  even 
found  a  part-time  job. 

With  Charlie  the  secret  was 
finding  the  right  solution  to 
his  particular  problem.  It  took  a 
lot  of  trial  and  error  on  his 
part,  and  he  spent  literally 
months  playing  Mr.  Invisible 
simply  because  he  didn't  know 


what  that  skin  specialist  could 
do  for  him. 

The  world  is  full  of  people 
like  Charlie,  and  not  just  in 
regard  to  acne,  either. 
Everywhere  you  go  people  are 
searching  for  meaning  and 
purpose  for  their  life,  and — like 
Charlie — they  are  looking  in 
all  the  wrong  places,  trying 
every  new  thing  that  comes 
along  and  sounds  good. 

For  example,  drinking 
won't  solve  your  problems;  it 
will  just  give  you  a  new  one. 
And  drugs  offer  only  a 
temporary  tranquility.  But 
many  people  who  wouldn't 
think  of  drinking  or  taking 
narcotics  are  still  seeking  inner 
peace  and  contentment  in 
ways  which  can  never  meet 
their  needs  on  a  permanent 
basis. 

Friendships  are  great,  but 


they  only  knew,  and  I  asked  him  to  let  me  tell 
everyone.  He  said  no.  He  preferred  his  own  company 
to  that  of  people  who  were  always  asking  questions. 
Then  he  called  it  a  day.  He  always  called  it  a  day 
whenever  I  tried  to  talk  too  much. 

I  never  told  anyone  where  I  went  and  what  I  did 
with  my  afternoons.  I  suppose  he  realized  his  secret 
was  safe  and  eventually  he  began  to  teach  me  how  to 
handle  the  tools  and  build  the  intricate  dollhouse 
furniture.  I  became  rather  adept  at  the  building  trade 
and  he  taught  me  anything  can  be  an  art  .  .  .  from 
assembling  skyscrapers  to  polishing  windows,  to  build- 
ing dollhouses. 

One  summer  day  slid  into  another  and  it  was  soon 
autumn.  I  tried  not  to  think  of  a  time  when  it  would 
come  to  an  end.  Tried  not  to  notice  that  his  hands 
were  getting  thinner  and  his  movements  slower.  Tried 
to  tell  myself  we  were  working  too  hard  and  that, 
one  day  soon,  the  pace  would  slow  and  things  would 
be  all  right. 

Then  it  happened.  One  evening  we  had  worked 
long  after  darkness  had  fallen.  I  gathered  my  tools  to 
go  home  and  he  invited  me  inside. 

We  walked  into  a  tastefully  decorated  living  room 


but  it  wasn't  the  furnishings  which  caught  my  eye. 
Before  me  was  the  most  intricate  dollhouse  I'd  ever 
seen.  I  gasped  and  stepped  closer  to  look  at  the 
furniture  inside.  It  was  empty.  Completely  empty. 

"Go  ahead,"  he  said,  "touch  it." 

I  reached  out  to  trace  the  patterns  and  the  lines  in 
the  wood  when,  to  my  horror,  the  whole  thing  fell 
apart.  It  crumbled  into  thousands  of  pieces.  I  jumped 
back  in  dismay,  knowing  the  carefully  balanced 
pieces  could  never  be  reassembled. 

The  old  man  stared  straight  ahead.  His  voice  was 
low. 

"Sit  down,"  he  said.  "Don't  worry.  You  didn't  break 
the  dollhouse.  The  pieces  were  just  balanced.  They 
couldn't  hold  up  under  close  examination."  His  voice 
sounded  louder. 

"And  do  j'ou  know  why?  Because  it  had  nothing  to 
hold  it  together.  No  glue.  No  mortar.  No  cement  to 
hold  it  in  place.  It  should  have  been  sturdy  and  sound 
but  it  wasn't.  It  looked  great  on  the  outside,  but  on 
the  inside  it  was  empty.  Just  like  me.  Empty  on  the 
inside.  Slightest  wind  blowing  me  down." 

The  old  man's  eyes  looked  strange  and  for  a  minute 
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they  aren't  enough,  no  matter 
how  special  that  one 
particular  person  may  be  at  the 
moment.  "Religion"  won't  do 
it  either,  despite  the  great 
number  of  people  who  are 
giving  various  religions  a  chance 
these  days. 

Someone  who  had  been 
heavily  involved  in  drugs, 
Eastern  religions,  meditation, 
and  that  whole  misleading 
way  of  life  recently  confessed 
that  nothing  he  had  tried 
gave  him  true  peace.  "Until  I 
accepted  Jesus  Christ  as  my 
Savior  and  Lord,"  he  added 
with  a  smile. 

Just  as  Charlie  needed  a  skin 
specialist,  the  entire  human 
race  needs  a  heart  specialist  to 
provide  answers  to  life's 
questions.  Jesus  is  the  Great 
Physician,  and  even  though 
salvation  is  a  free  gift,  living  an 


abundant  Christian  life  will 

cost  you  something.  In  the  long 

run,  though,  you 

will  reap  the 

benefits  and 

wonder  what 

kept  you  from 

making  Him 

Lord  of  your 

life  in  the  first 

place. 

Charlie?  He's 
doing  great — and 
looking  great. 
You  see,  he  went 
to  the  right 

doctor  and  took  his  advice.  What 
are  you  waiting  for?  D 


"The  entire  human  race 
needs  a  heart  specialist. 
Jesus... 


I  thought  he  was  going  to  cry.  He  continued  in  a 
wavery  voice. 

"I  built  this  for  you.  To  show  you  how  my  life  has 
been.  So  you  wouldn't  follow  me  by  letting  bitterness 
ruin  you  and  become  your  god.  I  want  something 
more  for  you.  I  wanted  to  show  you  that  no  matter 
how  much  paint  you  put  on  the  outside  of  your  life,  if 
you  don't  have  something  to  hold  it  together — if  you 
don't  have  someone  to  fill  up  the  emptiness — you'll 
fall. 

"Jesus  Christ  .  .  .  He  can  be  the  cement  that  holds 
your  life  together." 

Guilt  covered  me.  In  all  the  time  I  had  known  the 
old  man  I  had  never  shared  my  faith.  But  he  ...  he 
had  gone  to  all  the  trouble  of  building  and  balancing 
a  dollhouse  so  I  could  see  for  myself  the  importance 
of  Christ.  I  looked  at  the  strange  and  quiet  man 
standing  in  the  center  of  the  room  and  I  knew  I  had 
learned  a  lesson  I'd  never  forget. 

I  picked  up  a  few  more  pieces  of  the  rubble  around 
me  and  then  said  good  night  to  my  friend.  It  was  the 
last  time  I  saw  him. 

Outside  I  looked  up  at  the  stars,  broken  pieces  from 
the  dollhouse  still  in  my  hands.  I  noticed  wide  open 


spaces,  the  tall  trees  and  dew-covered  grass.  I  prayed, 
"Dear  God,  You  hold  this  universe  together.  Be  the 
mortar,  the  glue,  for  me  too." 

When  I  opened  my  eyes,  I  felt  renewed  and  clean. 
The  tumbling  dollhouse  something  from  a  long-ago 
dream.  □ 
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Lamar  Vest,  Assistant  General  Director  of  Youth 
and  Christian  Education 


YOUTHS  PLACE  IN  THE  CHURCH 


In  a  couple  of  months  the  Church  of  God  will  launch  a  new  year  for  church 
ministry.  It  begins  in  September.  The  main  emphasis  of  the  General  Department  of 
Youth  and  Christian  Education  for  the  1980-81  church  year  will  center  on  youth 
and  your  involvement  in  the  church.  I  want  to  share  with  you  a  few  of  the  ministries 
through  which  this  goal  will  be  accomplished. 

Church  Training  Course  (CTC):  The  1980-81  study  course  is  entitled  "The 
Church  and  Its  Youth."  It  zeros  in  on  the  mission  of  the  church  in  today's  world  and 
emphasizes  the  place  of  youth  in  fulfilling  that  mission. 

Special  Youth  Emphasis:  During  October  22-26,  1980,  the  entire  Church  of 
God  will  emphas'ze  "Youth  in  Revival."  Special  youth  emphasis  revival  services 
are  planned  for  involvement  of  youth  in  the  renewal  and  evangelistic  ministry  of  the 
church. 

Summer  Training  and  Evangelism  Partners:  STEP  will  be  expanded  during 
this  church  year  to  involve  more  young  people  in  life-changing  missions  experi- 
ences. 

Teen  Talent  Music  Festivals:  Several  regional  Teen  Talent  Music  Festivals  will 
be  conducted  in  the  spring  of  1981  to  provide  professional  clinical  instruction  for 
teens  involved  in  this  vital  talent  development  ministry. 

Youth  Evangelism  Seminars:  The  importance  of  youth  becoming  active,  daily, 
fruitful  witnesses  will  be  stressed  in  special  Saturday  Youth  Evangelism  Seminars 
to  be  conducted  during  the  next  church  year. 

YWEA  School  of  Missions:  The  YWEA  School  of  Missions  to  be  conducted  on 
the  campus  of  Lee  College  in  August  1981  will  provide  an  in-depth  view  of  the 
missions  challenge  and  how  youth  may  respond  to  and  be  involved  in  it. 

Discipleship  Training  Emphasis:  A  calculated  attempt  to  expose  youth  to  the 
discipleship  challenge  will  be  made  through  the  ministry  of  Sunday  school, 
Peacemakers  Bible  Institutes,  youth  camp  and  the  midweek  FTH  Peacemakers 
training  sessions. 

We  are  convinced  that  last-day  evangelization  is  dependent  upon  our  youth 
understanding  the  place,  the  mission,  and  the  message  of  the  church.  We  want 
you  to  embrace  your  identity  as  members  of  a  great  and  growing  church.  We  want 
you  to  understand  the  inner  workings  of  the  church  and  to  know  that  you  are  a  vital 
part  of  it  We  want  you  to  know  and  feel  a  part  of  the  rich  and  abiding  heritage 
which  has  been  handed  down  from  past  generations.  You  do  have  a  place  in  the 
Church  of  God. 

Keep  the  Son  shining! 


VVi  ilc  loi    Iree 
Broch 


BAPTISMAL 
POOLS 

I '  iberglass  Church 
Products 


l(i  I  5  >875-0679 

J'jl  ]    Hixson  Pike,  Chattanooqj,  TN  3741: 


SALES   AND    RENTALS: 

GOSPEL   TENTS 

Special    prices   to    ministers.    For  complete 
information    write 

VALDOSTA    TENT 
MANUFACTURING   COMPANY 

PO     Box   248,   Valdosta,   Georgia    31601 
Phone    242-0730 


WOLFE  BROS.  &  CO. 

PINEY    FLATS,   TENN. 

Manufacturers    of    DISTINCTIVE 


Since    1888.    Write    for    free    estimate. 


BUILH  0*w 

pi  tTc^s 

tO^,  ■■*■   >L  This  complete  church  and 

H^     LD     II     olners    built  and  furnished 
on  your  lot,  average  price 
$30/sq    ft    Designs  for 
seating  130  to  1600 


Includes    Masonry  and  wood  construction 
social  area,  offices,  classrooms  nursery  choir 
robe  rooms,  baptistry    steeple    carpel    and 
Sanctuary  with  padded  pews 


FAMILY  ACTIVITY  CENTER 

Steel  or  masonry  construction 

from  $20  00/sq   ft 

CHRISTIAN  SCHOOL  DESIGNS 

4  classrooms  and  larger 
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Write  or  call  tor 

FREE 
information  or 

brochure 
(803)  268-7297 
(803)  268-7090 


>RTHWAY 
CONTRACTORS, 

IM/"*      P  O    Bo*  591 
IINVs.   Taylors.  SC  29687 

Over  100  buildings  constructed  in  Southeast 
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JUDI  KELLY 

(Continued  from  page  7) 


rather  a  body  of  believers 
whose  purpose  it  is  to  share 
the  Great  Commission,  "Go  ye 
into  the  world.  .  .  ." 

"As  a  body,  we  have  a  time 
of  fellowship  and  worship  but 
we  are  encouraged  to  become 
involved  in  a  church." 

Several  YWAM  team 
members  joined  the  Yugoslav 
relief  army  just  after  the 
devastating  earthquake.  Several 
of  the  projects  sponsored  by 
the  Summer  of  Service  groups 
throughout  the  world  have 
offered  a  number  of  YWAM 
member  services  to  churches. 

Often  a  YWAM  group  will 
spend  time  with  various 
churches  sharing  in  their 
services  through  evangelism. 


...Hum  WjOMj^  4C0ALJ  (Wlj  I 
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"We  spend  time  worshiping  with 
them,  encouraging  them,  and 
often  assisting  them  with 
projects.  We  helped  paint  a 
convent  once." 

After  nearly  two  years  of 
preparatory  work  on  the  former 
luxury  liner,  the  YWAM  ship 
is  scheduled  to  be  in  operation 
this  month.  Traveling  under 
the  umbrella  of  World  Vision, 
the  Anastasia  will  play  a 
vital  role  in  the  relief  of  the 
devastated  countries. 

The  organization  is  supported 
through  individual  and 
organizational  gifts.  "Each 
person  is  responsible  for  his 
or  her  own  support,  which  is 
usually  made  possible  through 
the  individual's  family,  friends, 
church,  or  fellowship,"  Ms. 
Kelly  notes. 

Her  final  comments  sum 


up  the  effect  YWAM  has  had 
on  her  life.  "It  really  helped 
me  to  be  an  individual.  I  was 
always  one  highly  affected  by 
peers  and  what  pleased  others. 
And  although  I've  learned 
relationships  with  people  are 
very  important,  I've  also 
realized  once  you  have  the 
right  relationship  with  God, 
then  you  can  have  the  right 
relationship  with  people."  D 

SUNDAY  SCHOOL 
AND  THE  BIBLE 

(Continued  from  page  15) 

other  functions  and  concluded  in 
Acts  6:4:  "  'But  we  will 
devote  ourselves  to  prayer,  and 
to  the  ministry  of  the 
word'  "  (New  American 
Standard  Bible).  The  teach- 
er spending  fifteen  minutes  a 
week  in  preparation  does  not 
expect  to  see  the  results  that 
the  apostles  experienced. 

Frank  E.  Gaebelein 
concluded,  "Christians 
today  are  notoriously  lazy 
minded.  Too  often  the 
Protestant  layman  relies  solely 
upon  his  minister  for  the 
understanding  and,  if  the  truth 
be  told,  even  for  the 
reading  of  his  Bible  (The 
Pattern  of  God's  Truth, 
Moody  Press,   1960,  p.  45). 

This  laziness  is  nowhere 
more  evident  than  in  the 
Sunday  school  classroom. 
Curriculum  publishers  are 
finding  it  necessary  to 
simplify  lesson  materials  because 
teachers  are  not  willing  to 
take  the  time  to  prepare  deeply. 

2.  Methodology.  One 
outcome  of  adequate  preparation 
is  effective  teaching 
methodology.  To  be  truly 
effective  in  Sunday  school 
teaching,  a  teacher  must  take 
advantage  of  the 


opportunities  that  are  available 

for  group  interaction. 

There  are  many  methods  that 

can  be  used  to  secure 

active  involvement.  Discussion, 

question/answer,  and  other 

methods  that  draw  out  student 

response  are  ideally  suited 

to  Sunday  school  instruction. 

George  Herbert  wrote 

many  years  ago  in  the  Country 

Parson:  "At  sermons  and 

at  prayers  men  may  sleep  or 

wander,  but  when  one  is 

asked  a  question,  he  must 

disclose  what  he  is" 

(Trumbull,   Yale  Lectures, 

p.  91). 

The  Bible  is  the  most 
important  content  in  the  world, 
and  it  has  to  be  the  basis 
of  all  Sunday  school  instruction. 
With  a  message  so 
important,  it  is  imperative  that 
we  devote  adequate  time 
and  planning  to  our  teaching  so 
that  the  message  of  the 
Bible  can  be  communicated  as 
effectively  as  possible.  □ 

************** 


This  article  has  been 
adapted  from  200  YEARS— AND 
STILL  COUNTING!  By  Wesley 
R.  Willis,  Victor  Books, 
Wheaton,  Illinois. 
Copyright  1979.  Used  by 
permission. 

Dr.  Wesley  R.  Willis  is 
executive  vice-president  of 
Scripture  Press  Ministries  of 
Glen  Ellyn,  Illinois.  He 
holds  the  Th.M.  degree  from 
Dallas  Theological 
Seminary  and  the  Ed.D.  degree 
from  Indiana  University. 
He  was  chairman  of  the 
Christian  Education 
Department  and  later  academic 
dean  at  Fort  Wayne  Bible 
College  in  Indiana  before  he 
joined  Scripture  Press 
Ministries. 
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News  O  Views 


General  Department 
of  Youth  and  Christian 
Education 

Compiled  by  Sonjia  Lee  Hunt 


In  My  Opinion 


YOUTH  MUSIC  MINISTRY 

First,  I  believe  the  youth  segment 
of  a  congregation  must  realize 
their  responsibility  of  leadership  in 
worship  when  given  the 
opportunity  to  share  musically  in  a 
service.  A  congregation  looks  to 
their  youth  for  spirited  testimony  in 
song,  vibrant  sounds  which 
characterize  excitement  and  share 
happiness.  However,  communica- 
tion is  the  key — I  fear  too  much  of 
what  we  hear  today  is  simply 
musicians  performing  music  they 
like,  as  opposed  to  songs  that  in 
fact  lead  the  congregation  in  worship. 

I  personally  enjoy  going  to  my 
listening  room  and  turning  the  stereo 
on  to  the  contemporary  sounds  of 
today's  Christian  groups.  However, 
some  of  these  songs,  though  very 
llstenable,  may  not  have  a  great  deal 
of  value  in  our  worship  service. 
Therefore,  the  best  criterion  for 
selecting  ministry  songs  may  rot 
be  your  personal  listening  taste.  The 
lyrics  and  rhythmic  style  should 
appeal  to  the  majority  of  your 
congregation.  Just  because  a 
song  was  good  at  a  youth  afterglow 
doesn't  mean  people  will  be 
Inspired  by  it  in  your  Sunday 
morning  service. 

What  I  am  saying  Is,  know  your 


listeners  and  minister  to  them  at 
that  moment.  All  the  beautiful 
aspects  of  being  young  will 
augment  your  ministry,  provided  that 
you  do  not  try  to  impose  your 
taste  on  any  group  of  listeners. 
Prayerful  consideration  of  your 
music,  good  preparation  technically, 
and  a  willingness  to  be  an 
instrument  of  the  Holy  Spirit,  that  is 
your  part.  God  will  then  be  able 
to  greatly  use  your  talent  for  His 
glory.  □ 
— Danny  Murray 

Minister  of  Music 

North  Cleveland  Church  of  God 


FLORIDA  YOUNG 
ADULT  HONORED 

REPORTS  KEEP  COMING  IN  TELLING 
THE  SUCCESSES  OF  CHURCH  OF 
GOD  YOUNG  PEOPLE.  WE  ARE 
GLAD  TO  GIVE  RECOGNITION 
AND  A    'WELL  DONE''  WHENEVER 
POSSIBLE.  HERE'S  ANOTHER  ONE: 

Dana  Kay  Nickelson,  formerly  of 
Clearwater,  Florida,  is  presently 
attending  and  was  awarded  a  full 
scholarship  to  Florida  Atlantic 
University,  Boca  Raton,  Florida. 
This  award  is  one  of  several  which 
Dana  has  received  since  entering 
college.  She  was  elected  to  the  Hall 
of  Fame  by  Phi  Theta  Kappa  and 
was  named  in  Who's  Who  in 
American  Junior  Colleges,  a 
national  publication.  She  graduated 
from  St.  Petersburg  Junior  College 
in  Clearwater,  Florida,  with  a  4.0 
average.  In  Boca  Raton,  Dana 
helps  in  her  local  church  by  playing 
the  piano,  singing,  and  by  helping 
in  the  Family  Training  Hour. 

HEAVENLY  KNOWLEDGE 

The  results  of  a  Gallup  poll  taken 
in  the  early  1970s  suggest  that 
most  Americans  lack  even  a 
rudimentary  knowledge  of  the 
Bible.  Only  21  percent  of 
respondents,  for  instance,  could 
name  any  of  the  Old  Testament 
prophets,  and  only  33  percent  of 
respondents  were  able  to  name  the 
fairly  well-known  fellow  who 
delivered  the  Sermon  on  the  Mount. 
(Hint:  He  is  believed  to  be  the 
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son  of  an  even  more  famous 
person.)  The  poll,  incidentally, 
shows  that  54  percent  of  Americans 
say  that  religion  affects  in  no  way 
the  manner  in  which  they  conduct 
their  business  affairs. 

Cultitis.  Estimates  from  Flo  Conway 
and  Jim  Siegelman,  the  authors  of 
Snapping,  offer  this  picture  of 
religious  cultism  in  the  United 
States: 

1.  Number  of  cults  in  the 
country— 1 ,000-3,000 

2.  Number  of  Americans  involved 
with  cults — about  three  million 

3.  Unification  Church  members 
(Moonies)— 3,500-7,000 

4.  Hare  Krishna  members — about 
9,000 

5.  Scientologists— 3.2  million 
according  to  the  Church  of 
Scientology;  about  25,000 
according  to  Conway  and 
Siegelman 

Traits  Considered  Important  by 
American  Teenagers,  with 
proportion  of  those  considering  them 
"extremely  important"  (from  U.S. 
Department  of  Health,  Education,  and 
Welfare  survey): 

1.  Obeying  the  law— 72  percent 

2.  Being  neat  and  clean— 
68  percent 

3.  Obeying  one's  parents — 
66  percent 

4.  Knowing  how  to  keep  in  good 
health — 64  percent 

5.  Having  self-control— 
63  percent 

6.  Being  dependable— 59  percent 

7.  Being  considerate  of  others— 
51  percent 

8.  Being  happy— 50  percent 

9.  Facing  life's  problems 
calmly — 46  percent 

10.  Being  ambitious— 34  percent 

11.  Being  able  to  defend 
oneself— 34  percent 

From    The  "Average  American'   Book,  by  Barry 
Tarshis   (Atheneum)  Used  by  permission 


SUMMER  READING 
MORE  GOOD  BOOKS 

NEW  BEGINNINGS,  Joseph  P. 
Bishop,  pastor  and  counselor. 

You  can  start  over,  no  matter 
how  things  look  to  you  now.  That's 
the  promise  Joseph  Bishop  makes 
in  this  sometimes  humorous, 
sometimes  heart-tugging,  always 
inspiring  book. 

How  can  a  writer  make  such  a 
promise?  Because  new  beginnings 
have  happened  to  him  again  and 
again,  often  when  they  were  least 
expected.  And  they've  happened 
to  hundreds  of  others  in  whose  lives 
this  compassionate  counselor  has 
been  intimately  involved.  Now  he 
shares  the  secrets  of  these  new 
beginnings. 

Joe  Bishop  is  not  reporting 
clinical  "case  histories" — he's 
narrating  the  working  of  God  in 
the  lives  of  people  just  like  you. 

Joe  is  an  ordained  minister,  but 
he's  not  offering  you  any 
sermons — just  a  way  of  life  that 
breathes  caring,  healing,  and  love 
from  every  page  you  turn. 

"The  love  of  the  Father,  as  filtered 
through  Joe  Bishop's  caring  heart, 
casts  a  glow  upon  these  pages.  At 
special  points  in  the  story,  the 
Person  of  Jesus  Himself  seems  to 
step  alive  out  of  the 
pages." — Catherine  Marshall 

Chosen  Books.  Paper.  Priced  at 
$4.95.  D 

RIVER  OF  GLASS,  Wilfred  Martens. 
If  you're  interested  in  history, 
especially  Russian  history  and  its 
relation  to  religious  persecution, 
then  you're  sure  to  enjoy  this  story 
of  a  Mennonite  family's  flight 
across  Siberia,  through  China,  to 
eventual  asylum  in  the  United 
States. 

It's  a  family  story,  full  of  pathos 
and  love,  and  it  sets  forth  in  stark 
contrast  two  totally  different  value 
systems  of  our  world  today.  Clean. 
Entertaining.  By  Herald  Press. 
Price,  $6.95.  □ 
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Factory  Representatives 
Located  Nationwide 
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p  o  box  4039  •  modesto.  ca  95352 
call  toll  free  (boo)  344-7162 


National  Church  Furnishings,  Inc 
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Phone  (61 5)  254  0836 
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Church  of  God 

GENERAL 


Understanding...  Love... ! 

llOyO  U.  U3r6y,  General  Director  of  Youth 
and  Christian  Education 

caring  spirit  has  always  characterized  the  Church  of  God.  From  its  inception,  members  have  reflected 
a  genuine  love  and  concern  for  each  other.  It  is  quite  evident  that  the  Church  of  God  enjoys  a  close  fel- 
lowship that  many  other  denominations  do  not  have. 

Our  founding  fathers  made  provisions  in  the  structure  of  the  church  to  create  such  an  atmosphere.  The 
General  Assembly  brings  our  people  together  from  throughout  the  United  States  and  around  the  world. 
This  coming  together  provides  understanding  .  .  .  love  .  .  .  growth.  As  people  reflect  on  God's  grace  and 
goodness  and  consider  His  command,  they  understand  God  better  and  they  understand  each  other  better. 
This  results  in  a  greater  love  for  God  and  a  greater  love  for  one  another.  This  process  results  in  both 
church  growth  and  personal  growth.  This  is  true  for  young  people  as  well  as  adults.  I  want  to  share 
with  you  ten  benefits  of  attending  the  General  Assembly: 


1.  UNITY 

As  hundreds  of  youth  and  adults  come  to- 
gether for  a  common  cause  you'll  be  en- 
thralled by  a  spirit  of  unity.  Unity  provides 
assurance  and  belonging. 

2.  INSIGHT 

As  you  relate  to  other  delegates  you  will  re- 
ceive Insight  on  the  character  of  the  Church 
of  God  worldwide.  This  wilt  provide  knowl- 
edge and  respect. 

3.  DISCUSSION 

As  the  business  of  the  church  Is  considered, 
discussion  will  take  place  concerning  God's 
plans  and  methods.  This  provides  under- 
standing and  accountability. 

4.  DIRECTION 

Positive  direction  Is  revealed  for  the  church  as 
various  commands  and  programs  are  consid- 
ered. This  provides  vision  and  accountability. 

5.  EXPERIENCE 

A  week  In  a  large  city  at  a  special  gathering 
will  result  In  a  rich  experience.  This  will  pro- 
vide awareness  and  skills. 

6.  PERSPECTIVE 

Through  exposure  and  expression  you  will  re- 
ceive an  enlarged  perspective  of  the  operation 
of  the  church  In  the  world.  This  will  provide 
compassion  and  commitment. 

7.  INSPIRATION 

The  various  special  activities  and  programs 
will  serve  as  a  catalyst  for  Inspiration.  This 
will  provide  excitement  and  joy. 

8.  WORSHIP 

Voices  will  be  raised  In  song  and  praise  and 
God's  Word  will  be  proclaimed.  This  will  pro- 
vide peace  and  power. 

9.  FELLOWSHIP 

New  friendships  will  be  established,  and  there 
will  be  times  of  sharing  testimonies  and  ex- 
periences. This  will  result  In  appreciation 
and  praise. 

10.  BELONGING 

You  will  be  made  aware  that  you  belong  to  a 
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1.  ADOLPHUS  HOTEL— Commerce  and  Akard 

2.  AKARD  MALL— Commerce  and  Akard 

3.  CHAMBER  OF  COMMERCE— 1507  Pacific 

4.  CITY  HALL— 1500  Marilla 

5.  CONTINENTAL  TRAILWAYS  BUS  TERMINAL— 
1500  Jackson 

6.  CONVENTION  CENTER— 717  S.  Akard 
Akard  and  Griffin  and  Canton 

7.  COUNTY  HISTORICAL  PLAZA 

8.  DALLAS  HILTON  HOTEL— 1914  Commerce 

9.  FAIRMONT  HOTEL— Ross  and  Akard 

10.  FARMERS  MARKET 

11.  GREYHOUND  BUS  TERMINAL— Commerce  and  Lamar 

12.  HOLIDAY  INN,  Downtown— Elm  and  Griffin 

13.  HYATT  REGENCY  HOTEL— 300  Reunion  Boulevard 

14.  OLD  CITY  PARK 

15.  PIONEER  PARK 

16.  PLAZA  OF  THE  AMERICAS  HOTEL  (open  1980)— 
700  North  Pearl 

17.  PLAZA  HOTEL— 1933  Main 


18.  RAMADA  INN— CONVENTION  CENTER 

1011  S.  Akard 

19.  REUNION  ARENA  (open  1980) 

20.  REUNION  TOWER 

21.  SHERATON-DALLAS  HOTEL— Southland  Center 

22.  THANKS-GIVING  SQUARE 

23.  UNION  STATION  (AMTRAK  &  SURTRAN) 
400  South  Houston 

24.  VISITOR  INFORMATION  CENTER 
in  Union  Station— 747-2355 

Prepared  by  Dallas  Convention  and  Visitors  Bureau 

Address:  Dallas  Chamber  of  Commerce 

1507  Pacific,  Dallas,  Texas  75201 
651-1020 

©1979 

Convention  and  Visitors  Bureau 
Dallas  Chamber  of  Commerce 
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Scripture   Silhoutte 


.  .  .  Jesus  went  unto  them, 

Walking  on  the  sea. 
And  when  the  disciples  saw  Him 

They  were  troubled.  . 

Jesus  spake  unto  them,  saying, 

Be  of  good  cheer  „■■,  .  be  not  afraid. 
And  Peter  answered  him  and  said, 

Lord,  if  it  be  thou,  bid  me  come. 

And  He  said, 

Come  . 
And  Pet^ 

Walked  on  the  water. 

But  when  he  saw  the  wind 

He  was  afraid; 
And  beginning  to  sink,  he  cried, 

Lo  me. 

And  immediately  Jesus  stretched  forth  His  hand, 
And  caught  him, 
And  said  unto  h> 

O  thou  of  little  faith,  wherefore  didst  thou  doubt? 
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Editor  ial/Hoyt  e.  stone 


Let's  Not  Forget 

'Many  people  made  this  church  what  it  is  today/' 


It's  early  evening. 

Rain  pelts  the  windows  of 
my  office,  windblown  out  of  a 
chalky  sky,  and  from  across 
town  I  hear  the  roll  of  muffled 
thunder. 

I  think  of  you — the  readers  of 
this  magazine — and  of  the 
fifth  general  overseer  of  the 
Church  of  God  who, 
tomorrow,  will  be  carried  to 
his  final  resting  place. 

John  C.  Jernigan. 

Most  of  you  never  knew 
him.  Some  have  only  heard  his 
name  and  that  comes  to  you 
shrouded  in  history. 

Born  in  1900.  Gospel 
preacher.  Overseer  of  Kentucky, 
Georgia,  Tennessee,  Florida, 
and  Virginia.  President  of  Lee 
College.  Assistant  general 
overseer.  General  overseer. 
That's  how  the  official  data 
reads.  With  a  final  line:  died 
May  7,  1980. 

Somehow  that's  not  enough. 

It  saddens  me  to  think 
there's  an  entire  generation  of 
Church  of  God  young 
people,  including  my  own  two 
sons,  who  know  so  little  of 
John  C.  Jernigan  the  man. 

You  see  ...  I  met  him  as 
a  teenager  myself.  The  year 
was  1948.  He  was  overseer 
of  Virginia  and  I  was 
impressionable  and  I  never 
before  had  been  in  the 
presence  of  a  saint. 


So  I  thought  him. 

I  guessed  too,  there  in  the 
coalfields  of  southwest  Virginia, 
that  John  C.  Jernigan  knew 
just  about  everything.  Not  only 
was  he  overseer  of  Virginia 
but  I  knew,  as  well,  that  he 
had  come  to  our  state  from 
the  high  and  lofty  position  of 
general  overseer.  This  cast 
over  him  an  aura  that  left  me 
speechless. 

I  remember  his  face  being 
red  and  beefy.  His  prominent 
nose.  That  he  could  preach 
long  and  untiringly,  as 
befitted  a  prophet.  Besides,  a 
lot  of  his  sermons  were 
printed  in  outline  form.  Others 
used  them  and  it  was  years 
before  I  heard  anyone  refer  to 
a  Jernigan  sermon  with 
anything  less  than  awe. 

Then  came  his  terrible 
accident.  Early  retirement.  His 
being  forced  to  step  back,  to 
sit  on  the  sidelines  while  some 
younger  men  grew  up  and 
took  over.  I  noticed  him 
especially  at  General 
Assemblies  where  he  sat  with 
others  of  the  Advisory 
Committee,  on  stage,  surely 
praying  that  we'd  keep  things 
on  track. 

He  still  seemed  special. 
John  C.  Jernigan. 

Special  enough  that,  a  few 
months  back,  I  wrote  myself  a 
note  saying,  "Interview  John 
C.  Jernigan  to  be  featured  in 


the  LIGHTED  PATHWAY. 
Yesterday's  Youth." 

Today  .  .  .  listening  to  the 
rain  ...  I'm  sorry  I  didn't 
get  that  interview.  Even  more 
regretful  that  it's  impossible 
to  convey  now  the  essence  of 
what  this  man  meant  to  so 
many  a  few  years  back. 

There  are  others  like  him. 
Older  now.  Retired.  Too  often 
ignored  and  forgotten. 

Surely  it's  not  asking  much 
just  to  let  them  know  we 
remember.  We  appreciate  the 
land  they  cleared.  The 
bridges  they  built. 

Before.  .  .  . 

Yes  .  .  .  before  the  bell 
tolls.  □ 


A  Church  of  God  Youth  Publication 


27 


Take  a  look  at  NORTHWEST 

where  .  .  . 


Northwest  Bible  College  is  committed 
to  preparing  Christian  leaders!  Decide 
now  to  prepare  yourself  for  maximum 
effectiveness  as  a  Christian  and 
discover  the  many  ways  Northwest 
will  help  you  develop  your  potential. 
Send  for  our  admissions  brochure  to 
learn  the  exciting  facts  about  your 
future  at  Northwest. 


1 

i 

Name 

Yes,  1  want  to  take  a 
look  at  Northwest! 

1 
1 
1 

Address 

City                                                                           State               Zip 

1  will  begin  college 

□    Fall         □    Spring         □    Summer          19 

1 

1 

1 

\JJ      NORTHWEST  BIBLE  COLLEGE 

~*  1900  Eighth  Avenue  S.E.    •   Minot,  North  Dakota  58701    •   701/852-3781 
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Dramatic  events. 

They  most  often  slip  in 
without  fanfare,  under  what 
seem  to  be  normal 
circumstances,  and  in  common 
clothes. 

We  discuss  a  number  of  such 
events  this  month:  holy 
communion  within  the  shadow  of 
a  volcano,  psychic  fear  of 
water  that  makes  baptism 
difficult,  teenage  excitement  as 
General  Assembly  nears. 

Susan  Pope  looks  candidly 
at  the  frustrating  world  (or  the 
free  world)  of  today's  singles, 
noting  some  reasons  why  it  is 
and  why  it  should  not  be.  For 
Christians. 

There's  even  a 
mystery — the  burial  cloth  of 
Christ — and  some  facts  as  to 
why  the  Shroud  of  Turin  is  still 
an  object  of  both  scientific 
and  religious  interest. 

Not  to  mention  stories.  Our 
teen  feature.  News.  And  an 
editorial  designed  to  mirror 
your  inner  man. 

It's  all  here. 

Next  month  we'll  have  news 
from  a  hundred  Church  of 
God  young  people  just  returned 
from  missionary  trips  to 
Europe,  Brazil,  and  Central 
America.  □ 
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Looking  to  Dallas 


.continued 


.  .  .    become,  quite  obviously, 
one  of  the  more  successful 
programs  designed  and  sponsored 
by  the  General  Youth  and 
Christian  Education  Department 
and  you  need  spend  only  a 
few  moments  with,  or  near,  a 
group  of  finalists  to  realize  the 
enthusiasm  and  excitement  is 
both  genuine  and 
healthy.      Healthy  even  in  a 
spiritual  sense.      Athena 
reflects  the  better  side  of  teen 
competition.      "She's  cool."     "A 
foxy  little  lady."      That's  how 
one  teenager  I  know  describes 
Athena  and  I  judge  that  to 
mean,  among  other  things, 
that  she  is  poised,  alert,  in 
command  of  herself,  and 
beautiful.      She  is.      At  the  time 
of  this  interview,  shortly  after 
having  won  female  vocalist 
competition  in  her  home  state 
of  Tennessee,  Athena  talked  of 
the  experience  with  quiet, 
emotional  overtones.      Unruffled, 
almost  nonchalant,  she 
described  her  winning  experience 
as  something  nice,  something 
for  which  she  was  thankful,  yet 
something  which  could  have 
just  as  easily  gone  to  another.  In 
other  words,  Athena  saw 
winning  as  the  calculated  opinion 
of  her  judges,  not  as  a  fixed 
decree  that  she  was  best.      You 
can't  help  but  admire  that 
display  of  maturity  and  to  hope 
it  is  exemplary  of  other  teens 
as  they  near  final  competition  in 
Dallas.      "I've  been  in  Teen 
Talent  before,"  Athena  says. 
"Two  years  ago.  But  I  didn't 
win."      She  laughs  and  tosses  her 
hair.      And  how  did  she  win 
this  time?      "Practice.  Training. 
I'm  sure  it  was  due  primarily 
to  my  voice  instructor  Virginia 


Horton.  She's  helped  me 
tremendously."      Will  she  win  in 
Dallas?      Well  .  .  .  Athena 
doesn't  know  .  .  .  but  you  soon 
realize,  talking  with  her,  that 
it  doesn't  make  all  that  much 
difference.      Athena  will  go  to 
Dallas.  She  will  sing  her  song, 
"Oh,  Divine  Redeemer,"  with 
as  much  grace,  perfection,  and 
talent  as  possible.  She  will 
leave  results  to  the  judgment  of 
others.  What  she  will  not  do 
is  fret,  worry,  or  become 
emotionally  upset.  Winning — in 
terms  of  competing  with  other 
teens — just  isn't  worth 
that.      Winning  with  herself  .  .  . 
that's  something  Athena  seems 
to  have  done  already.      Athena  is 
nineteen  years  old  but  already 
going  into  her  senior  year  at  Lee 
College.  She  is  majoring  in 
Spanish,  with  a  secondary 
education  teaching  certificate, 
and  would  like  very  much  to 
study  abroad  next  summer.  In 
Spain.      Singing  and  drama — 
these  have  been  part  of 
Athena's  life  for  a  number  of 
years.  In  high  school  she  took 
part  in  three  musicals.  Last  year 
at  Lee  she  was  in  The 
Sound  of  Music  and  she  also  is 
a  member  of  the  Ladies  of 
Lee.      Her  hobbies?      Sewing  and 
stamp  collecting,  although  she 
admits  to  being  behind  with  the 
stamps  lately,  having 


developed  the  habit  of  merely 
packing  them  in  boxes. 

There's  more.      Athena  is  a 
gymnast,  studying  this  summer 
at  Cleveland  State  Community 
College.      She  also  takes 
karate.      On  Sunday  mornings, 
you  will  find  Athena  first  in 
her  Sunday  school  class  and  then 
at  the  Garden  Terrace 
Convalescent  Center,  where  she 
sings  for  the  elderly  and 
works  as  a  member  of  one  of 
North  Cleveland's  outreach 
ministries.      Her  involvement  at 
the  convalescent  center  began 
one  Sunday  when  her  mother's 
friend — fellow  employee  in 
Lee's  Library — mentioned  their 
need  for  a  pianist.  Athena 
volunteered  to  play.  She 
continues  to  work  because  she 
likes  the  folks  out  there  and 
feels  the  Sunday  service  is  an 
important  moment  in  their 
lives.     That  doesn't  leave 
Athena  much  time  in  her 
week — although  she  still 
manages  summer  classes  at  Lee 
each  morning  from  eight 
o'clock  to  noon  and  she  works  in 
the  library  nights,  part 
time — but  there  seems  no 
shortage  of  energy.      Asked  for 
an  interview,  she  said,  "What 
time?"     "I'll  be  there."     Come 
Dallas,  Athena  will  be 
there.      Come  life  .  .  .  that  big 
moment  .  .  .  that  big  decision 
.  .  .  come  those  days  of  the 
future  when  younger  hands  and 
fresher  minds  and  stronger 
wills  are  needed  .  .  .  Athena  will 
be  there  .  .  .  Church  of  God 
youth  will  be  there.  .  .  .       And 
in  this  we  have  hope  for 
tomorrow.  □ 

by  HOYT  E.  STONE 
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Adapted  From  an  Article  by 

Frances  Story 


unday  morning, Ma\?i8,  igSOjWapato,  Washington. 
cl)urcl)  of  God  pastor  Everett  Black  ted  l)is  congregation 
of  sixty  people  through... 
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.w\jat\je  expected  to  be  a  regular  worship  service. 


It  was  communion  Sunday. 

Seventy  miles  west,  Mount 
St.  Helens  had  already  blown  off 
thirteen  hundred  feet  of  her 
top  in  a  blast  five  hundred  times 
more  powerful  than  the  atomic 
bomb  which  leveled  Hiroshima; 
and  Everett  Black  realized 
that,  if  his  nervous  congregation 
ever  needed  the  comfort  of 
God's  presence,  it  was  at  that 
moment! 

Black  spoke  of  the  Lord's  last 
supper  with  His  disciples.  Of 
crucifixion.  Of  darkness  that 
came  at  midday. 

Even  as  he  spoke,  the  skies 
over  Wapato  became  murky 
and  a  rain  of  ash  settled  down 
over  the  town  of  some 
thirty-five  hundred  people. 
Before  service  ended  at  12:30, 
there  was  near  total  darkness  in 
Wapato.  Lights  were  on. 
Townsfolk  discovered  more  than 
an  inch  of  sandy, 
cement-colored  ash  over  their 


cars,  lawns,  houses,  and 
gardens — an  ash  which,  like  fine 
baby  powder,  was  difficult  to 
remove. 

Pastor  Black  sensed  the 
urgency  of  the  moment  through 
his  ears.  Wife  Martha 
described  for  him  the  darkness 
and  the  ash. 

You  see  .  .  .  Everett  Black 
knows  about  sudden  dark- 
ness. .  .  . 

One  morning  Wapato 
minister  Everett  Black  woke  up 


and  discovered  he  was  blind. 

"I  just  woke  up  one  morning 
and  couldn't  see — I  was 
eighteen,"  Black  remembered. 

"I  was  the  only  one  home. 
My  folks  owned  a  nightclub  and 
had  sleeping  quarters  there,  so 
they  had  stayed  overnight.  I  just 
got  up  and  went  to  school.  I 
told  a  couple  of  friends  and  they 
helped  me  around. 

"If  it  happened  today,  I'm  sure 
I'd  fall  apart." 

Actually,  on  that  morning 
eleven  years  ago  Black  was 
looking  through  a  mass  of  white 
cells.  A  reaction  to  an 
infectious  allergy  had  produced  a 
multitude  of  white  cells  which 
went  into  his  eyes  through  the 
membrane. 

"It  was  like  looking  through 
wax  paper.  .  .  .  Do  you  know 
what  that  is?  I  don't  even  know 
if  they  make  it  any  more." 

Finding  no  way  out  of  the 
eyes,  the  cells  caused  a 
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hemorrhage.  The  hemorrhage 
caused  the  trouble. 

The  explanation  of  his 
blindness  was  not  quick  in 
coming.  He  was  hospitalized  at 
the  University  of  Oregon 
Medical  Center  for  three  months 
while  experts  studied  him  and 
tried  to  diagnose  the  problem. 

"I  had  as  many  as  a  dozen 
doctors  during  a  day  examine 
me,"  he  said.  Their 
conclusions  are  still  inconclusive. 

"They  don't  even  know  if 
it's  rare  since  they  don't  know 
what  caused  it."  A  hint  of 
laughter.  "Almost  anything  could 
have  caused  it,  they  told  me." 

Black  became  a  Christian  four 
or  five  months  before  his 


blindness  struck.  That  decision 
had  led  to  a  career  change. 
He  had  wanted  to  be  a  teacher. 
After  his  conversion,  he  had 
decided  to  be  a  minister  and  had 
applied  to  a  seminary.  His 
plans  didn't  change.  When 
released  from  the  hospital,  he 
entered  college.  A  semester  late, 
but  there. 

Black  had  only  a  small  savings 
account  as  a  down  payment 
on  the  education  they  agreed  to 
give  him  on  credit.  "I  was  so 
naive,  I  didn't  know  about  state 
aid.  I  paid  for  my  own 
readers  and  people  to  take  notes. 
It  took  me  a  year  and  a  half 
to  learn  how  to  study.  I'd  take  a 
tape  recorder  to  class  and  take 
notes  with  that.  I'd  whisper  into 
the  mike  as  the  professor 
talked,  but  my  notes  were  very 
satisfactory  .  .  .  most  of  the 
others  used  my  notes  for 
references.  I  got  Cs  and  Bs  at 
first.  After  that  I  was  usually 
first  or  second  on  the  dean's 
list." 

Problems  on  campus  were 
limited. 

Located  in  Fresno, 
California,  West  Coast  Bible 


College  had  sidewalks 
wherever  Black  had  to  walk, 
which  made  it  easier  for  him. 

Black  financed  his  five  years 
at  college  through 
evangelizing.  He  started  that 
work  after  his  first  semester  of 
college.  "Pastors  put  up  with  me, 
but  I'm  glad  nobody  taped 
any  of  those  first  sermons." 

His  evangelizing  took  place 
at  midweek  and  weekend 
services  and  extended  into  his 
summers  when  he  traveled  by 
plane  throughout  the  West.  "I 
didn't  have  a  set  fee.  When 
they'd  ask  me,  I'd  say  'I  want 
enough  to  get  into  town  and  out 
so  you  won't  be  stuck  with 
me!' 

"People  were  amazed  at 
how  well  I  could  do  financially 
evangelizing.  People  were  very 
good  to  me,"  he  remembers. 

However,  one  of  his 
tongue-in-cheek  ideas  to  make 
money  fell  flat. 

"The  college  was  trying  to 
recruit  students.  I  told  them  I 
would  travel  around — for  a  fee, 
of  course — and  tell  people  that 
I  couldn't  read  or  write  but  got 
straight  As,  so,  if  they  had  a 
child  who  was  hopeless,  this  was 
the  place  to  send  him!  They 
decided  that  wouldn't  work," 
Black  laughed. 

CONTINUED  ON  PAGE  20 
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The 
Sweetness 

of  Joy 

As  Told  To: 

Alma  Kline  Eckard 


he  clock  on  top  of  the 
firehall  two  blocks  away 
struck  eleven.  It  had  been 
an  hour  since  I  dropped  to  my 
knees  beside  my  bed  in 
fervent  prayer. 

"God,  what  is  this  fear?  Tell 
me!" 

I  pounded  the  quilted 
spread  with  my  fists.  Tears 
streamed  down  my  face. 

I  was  to  be  baptized  on 
Sunday.  I  wanted  to  be.  I 
longed  to  follow  my  Lord  in 
baptism,  but  some  unknown 
fear  was  saying  no! 

Six  weeks  before,  I  had 
answered  the  invitation  and 
given  my  heart  to  the  Lord. 
For  days  I  could  scarcely  contain 
my  joy.   I  went  about  singing. 
The  world  was  bright  even  on 
rainy  days.  I  loved  everybody. 

Gradually  I  simmered  down 
and  did  what  every  normal 
fifteen-year-old  girl  does  in  the 
summer.  Went  hiking.  Played 
tennis.  Attended  church  socials. 
Everything. 

Everything,  that  is,  except 
swim.  When  my  girl  friends 
were  cavorting  in  Benton  Lake,  I 
sat  on  the  beach  and  watched. 
"Oh,  come  on,"  they  said.  "Learn 


to  swim.  You  don't 
know  what  you're 
missing." 

"I'd  give  some 
inane  excuse — too 
cool,  water  would 
irritate  my  sinuses, 
get  my  hair  wet. 
When  tempted  to 
try  it,  a  smothering 
sensation  would 
creep  over  me  and 
I'd  be  filled  with 
fear. 

On  Friday,  Mom,  Dad  and 
I  had  attended  the  monthly 
potluck  supper  at  the  church. 
It  had  been  after  we'd  eaten 
that  Lurene  Clark,  the  church 
secretary,  came  to  Mom  and  me. 

"Water  closed  over 
me.. .  when  I  came 
up... all  fear  had 
vanished." 

"Oh,  Mrs.  Kendell,  there 
will  be  a  baptismal  service 
Sunday  morning.  I  want  to 
put  the  names  of  those  who  are 
to  be  baptized  in  the  bulletin. 
I  already  have  Bob  Custer  and 
Bruce  Horton.  Will  it  be  OK 
to  add  Karen's  name?" 


A  good  thing  Lurene  had 
spoken  to  Mom.  I  was  suddenly 
speechless.  My  knees  were 
weak  and  I  felt  as  if  I  were 
smothering.  Me  baptized? 
Sunday!5  Oh,  no.  Not  this 
Sunday!  Not  any  Sunday! 

It  was  then  I  realized  I'd 
completely  forgotten  that 
taking  a  stand  for  Christ  is  only 
the  first  step.  Baptism  should 
follow;  and,  in  our  church,  that 
means  immersion.  I'd  be 
lowered  into  water!  Completely 
covered  with  it!  The  thought 
was  terror  for  me. 

When  we  returned  home,  I 
told  Mom  I  had  something  to  do 
and  hurried  to  my  room. 
There  on  my  knees  I  prayed  for 
understanding. 

Finally  I  got  up  stiffly  and 
paced  the  floor.  Why  hadn't 
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God  spoken?  Well  .   .  .  perhaps 
He  had.  Maybe  I'd  been 
talking  so  much  He  couldn't  get 
through  to  me.  Be  silent 
before  the  Lord.  Why  did  that 
Bible  verse  flash  through  my 
mind? 

I  dropped  into  a  chair, 
leaned  back,  closed  my  eyes, 
and  listened. 

I  don't  know  how  long  I  sat 
there  but  the  answer  finally 
came.  It  came  as  a  thought.  So 
distinct  it  seemed  to  be 
spoken:  Remember  the  incident 
at  Ocean  City  when  you  were 
three  years  old? 

Like  a  moving  picture  those 
events  rolled  before  my  mind's 
eye.  Mom  and  Dad  and  I 
were  sitting  on  the  beach 
watching  the  breakers  roll  in. 
I  jumped  up  and  ran  toward  the 
water.  To  catch  a  wave! 

Next  instant  I  felt  myself 
being  lifted  and  thrown  down 
and  covered  with  a  mountain  of 
water.  Smothering! 

In  seconds  I  was  in  Dad's 
arms!  But  even  his  embrace 
could  not  quiet  me.  Nor  Mom's 
soothing  words.  Our  visit  was 
cut  short  because  even  the  sight 
of  the  ocean  made  me  scream 
with  terror. 

Over  the  years  I  had 
forgotten  that  incident.  But  the 
fear  it  had  caused  was  still 
alive  in  my  mind.  Now  the 
thought  of  being  baptized  was 
enough  to  trigger  the  fear.  This 
explained  the  sensation  of 
smothering.  It  clarified  my 
reluctance  to  learn  to  swim. 

"Oh  God,"  I  wept,  "why  must 
there  be  pain  when  I  want 
joy?" 

It  was  a  big  question. 

I  remembered  three  weeks  I'd 
spent  with  Grandmother 
Kendell  when  I  was  eleven.  We 
laughed  together.  Read  poetry 


"My  heart  pounded 
and  a  hand  seemed 
clamped  over  my 
nose..." 

together.  Prayed  together.  We 
had  long,  quiet  talks  about 
God  and  life. 

I  returned  home.  Grandma 
had  died  a  week  later. 

The  joy  I  had  known 
vanished,  leaving  a  void  that 
quickly  filled  with  pain. 

Then  .  .  .  just  last  summer  .  .  . 
meeting  Carl.  Love. 

Then  he  left. 

When  six  weeks  passed  and 
there  had  been  no  letter,  I 
knew  Carl  never  would  write. 

Out  of  the  pain  of  that 
experience  I  wrote  a  poem.  "The 
Sweetness  of  Joy."  When  I 
showed  it  to  Miss  Saunders,  my 
English  teacher,  she  said, 
"Karen,  this  is  excellent.  It 
reveals  a  maturity  beyond 
your  years." 

The  poem  appeared  in  the 
Bentonian,  Benton  High's 
monthly  paper.  I  cut  it  out 
and  framed  it.  It  was  over  there 
on  the  nightstand  but  the 
words  were  etched  in  my  mind: 

"The  clover  yields  its  honey 
to  the  thrust  of  the  bee, 
The  beach  gives  up  its  treasure 
to  the  tug  of  the  sea; 
The  earth  opens  wide  at  the 
lash  of  the  rain, 
But  the  sweetness  of  joy  does 
not  come  without  pain." 

I  wanted  very  much  the 
sweetness  of  union  with  Christ; 
instead,  I  felt  only  pain. 

When  the  clock  struck  twelve, 
I  went  to  bed. 

Sunday.  In  a  little  room  off 
the  baptistery  I  undressed  and 


put  on  the  white  robe  someone 
had  laid  out.  My  heart 
pounded  and  a  hand  seemed 
clamped  over  my  nose. 

Out  in  the  sanctuary  the 
congregation  was  singing.  I 
recognized  the  words  to  "Safe  in 
the  Arms  of  Jesus."  I  did  not 
know  all  the  words,  but  now  and 
then  a  few  came  to  me 
clearly — Here  let  me  wait  with 
patience  .  .  .  free  from  my 
doubts  and  fears  .   .  .  Jesus,  my 
heart's  dear  refuge.  .  .  .  The 
beginning  of  the  refrain — Safe  in 
the  arms  of  Jesus. 

The  singing  stopped  and  the 
organ  continued  softly.  I 
bowed  my  head  in  acquiescence. 
Peace  stole  over  me.  I 
breathed  freely. 

At  the  baptistery  Pastor 
Lawrence  waited  with  a  smile.  I 
took  his  outstretched  hand  and 
stepped  down. 

Water  to  my  ankles  .  .  . 
safe!  Water  to  my  knees  .  .  . 
safe!  Water  to  my  waist  .  .   . 
safe!  Now  the  pastor's  arm  was 
about  my  shoulders  but  in  my 
heart  it  was  the  arm  of  Jesus. 

"I  baptize  you  in  the  name 
of  the  Father,  and  of  the  Son, 
and  of  the  Holy  Ghost.  .  .  ." 

Safe  in  the  arms  of  Jesus! 

Water  closed  over  me. 

When  I  came  up,  all  fear  had 
been  left  behind. 

It  has  been  a  year  since  that 
memorable  Sunday.  Through 
prayer  and  Bible  study  I  have 
gained  insight.  I  now  know 
that  there  is  no  joy  without  its 
attendant  pain. 

But  I  know  if  I  put  my  trust 
in  the  Lord  I  can  endure  the 
pain.  At  the  same  time  I  look 
forward  to  the  sweetness  of 
the  next  joy  which  will 
eventually  come.  □ 
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by  Susan  Pope 

If  I  could  have  looked  into 
the  future  ten  years  ago 
and  could  have  seen  where  I 
would  be  now,  I  probably  would 
have  died  of  shock. 

My  expectations  at  that  time 
included  college,  marriage,  and 
children.  Today  I  have  realized 
only  the  first  of  those  goals 
and  I'm  nearing  the  ancient  age 
of  thirty.  God  graciously 
spared  me  the  agony  of 
prophetic  knowledge! 

As  I  sit  in  my  apartment  and 
write  this  article,  though,  I 
feel  positive  about  my  life.  After 
many  prayers,  counseling  from 
friends,  and  the  reading  of  some 
very  good  books,  I've  made  a 
startling  discovery:  I  am  a  whole, 
unique,  valuable  person 
whether  I  happen  to  be  single  or 
married.  I  am  neither  a  freak 
nor  a  reject.  I  believe  God  has 
great  plans  for  my  life! 

Of  course,  I  am  only  one  out 
of  millions  of  singles  in  the 
United  States  today.  Because  the 
number  of  single  persons  is  on 
the  rise,  Christian  young  people 
and  the  church  at  large  need 
to  be  more  aware  of  their  special 


needs  and  problems.  While  I 
am  not  the  final  authority  on  the 
subject,  I  would  like  to  share 
with  you  my  experiences,  my 
ideas,  and  my  manner  of 
dealing  with  single  life. 

The  main  thrust  of  my 
"philosophy"  on  singleness  is  found 
in  the  title  of  this  article.  I 
believe  that  one  person, 
especially  a  Christian,  does  not 
need  marital  attachment  in  order 
to  be  given  value.  Each 
man  and  woman  in  Christ 
defines  his  or  her  own  worth. 
To  paraphrase  Paul,  in  God's 
eyes  there  is  neither  married 
nor  single  (Galatians  3:28). 
With  this  in  mind,  let's  take  a 
look  at  single  life  in  today's 
world. 

Singles,  of  course,  are  adults 
(usually  defined  as  over 
eighteen)  who  are  not  married. 
This  includes  people  who  have 
never  been  married  and  people 
who  have  been  married  but 
are  now  divorced  or  widowed. 
Thus,  it  is  possible  that  a 
person  who  is  married  now  may 
suddenly  find  himself  single  at 
some  point  in  the  future. 

Unfortunately,  marriage  does 
not  come  with  a  guarantee. 
Evidence  of  this  is  the 
increasing  number  of  households 
headed  by  single  adults: 
between  20  and  25  percent  of 
the  population.  Along  with  a 
rise  in  the  divorce  rate,  many 
young  people  are  waiting 
longer  to  get  married  nowadays, 
putting  off  marriage  until  they 
have  finished  college  or  until 
they  have  established 
themselves  financially. 

Like  anyone  else  singles 
have  problems.  Some  of  these 
problems  are  an  outgrowth  of 
being  single.  Three  main  trouble 
areas  are:  (1)  self-concept,  (2) 
social  life,  and  (3)  other  people. 


These  are  all  interrelated,  but 
I'd  like  to  suggest  ways  for 
dealing  with  each. 

Self-concept. 

"I  am  my  own 
worst  enemy."  Unfortunately, 
this  is  true  for  many  people.  A 
low  self-image  is  a  destructive 
weapon.  For  a  single,  this  may 
develop  out  of  feelings  of 
rejection  or  guilt  or  failure,  or 
simply  because  he's  listened  to 
others  who  imply  that  he  is  a 
failure.  Marriage  in  our 
culture  is  often  equated  with 
success.  To  remain  single  (or 
to  become  single)  is  to  admit 
failure.  So  says  society. 

But  some  people  truly  would 
rather  stay  single  and 
concentrate  on  a  career.  Others 
are  hindered  by  circumstances, 
such  as  being  the  sole  support  of 
disabled  family  members.  Yet 
others  are  single  simply  because 
they  have  not  found  that 
someone  with  whom  they  would 
like  to  share  their  life. 

I  finally  started  looking 
at  the  Christian  single 
women  among  my  friends. 
Slowly  it  dawned  on  me  that 
these  women  were  attractive, 
talented,  charming,  and 
leading  full  lives — as  much  as 
their  married  peers.  Then  I 
judged  myself  as  honestly  as  I 
could  and  discovered  that 
there  was  nothing  wrong  with  me 
just  because  I  was  still  single. 

So  I  went  to  work  on  my 
self-concept.  For  me,  that 
meant  exercise  for  body  and 
mind.  I  joined  a  fitness  center 
and  started  taking  a  few  college 
classes  at  night.  It  became 
important  to  me  to  do  something 
that  made  me  proud  of 
myself,  to  have  something  to 
show  for  my  life,  and  I 
determined  to  get  my  college 
degree. 
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Self-development  is  the  key 
word.  A  single  person  must 
discover  his  talents  and  abilities 
and  develop  them  because  he 
has  only  himself  to  convince  that 
he  is  of  value — sometimes  self 
is  the  hardest  one  to  convince! 
Social  life. 

Probably  the  most  chronic 
problem  that  singles  face  is 
loneliness — a  lack  of  fellowship 
with  other  people  who  share  a 
common  lifestyle.  Loneliness  is 
especially  a  problem  for 
formerly-marrieds.  Suddenly,  due 
to  divorce  or  death,  they  are 
faced  with  bearing  the  financial 
burden  alone,  making  decisions 
alone,  and  perhaps  raising 
children  alone.  Especially 
among  conservative  Christians, 
where  the  man  is  head  of  the 
house,  many  formerly  married 
women  find  it  tremendously 
difficult  to  adjust  to  being  single. 

To  find  a  cure  for  their 
loneliness,  singles  must  go  outside 
their  home  for  companionship. 
The  local  church  would  appear 
to  be  the  natural  place  to  find 
such  fellowship  but  too  many 
times  the  local  church  provides 
no  activities  for  unmarried  adults 
as  a  group. 

In  my  case,  I  attended  a 
small  church  in  Alabama  where  I 
was  active  in  Sunday  School 
and  music  ministry.  I  was  the 
only  unmarried  person  over 
eighteen  who  attended  regularly. 
When  the  state  sponsored  a 
young  adult  retreat  at  youth 
camp,  I  attended  and 
thoroughly  enjoyed  the  weekend. 
I  believe  more  such  projects 
are  needed. 

The  irony  of  this  problem  of  a 
social  life  for  singles  in  the 
church  is  that  many  singles, 
eager  to  be  involved  in  the 
church,  find  themselves  so 
committed  to  the  local  church 


that  all  of  their  social  time  is 
obligated  to  groups  alien  to 
them. 

What  I  finally  did  was  a 
little  drastic.  I  quit  my 
good-paying  job  and  returned 
to  college  full  time,  two  hundred 
miles  from  home.  Going  to 
Lee  College  was  probably  the 
best  move  I  ever  made.  Even 
though  I  was  twenty-seven  (that 
meant  five  to  nine  years  older 
than  most  of  the  student  body),  I 
found  that  Lee  provided  the 
social  and  academic  life  I 
needed;  and  trusting  the  Lord 
for  finances  increased  my  faith. 

Of  course,  every  single  adult 
can't  (and  may  not  wish  to)  go 
to  college  to  find  a  better 
social  life.  I  would  recommend 
activity  in  civic  groups  which 
operate  in  the  hometown,  but 
wisdom  will  have  to  be  used 
in  choosing  activities  that  will 
not  interfere  with  Christian 
commitments.  This  may  not  be 
an  easy  task. 

Some  people  find  fulfillment 
in  serving  as  an  aide  in  a 
hospital  or  nursing  home  or  as 
a  counselor  for  young  people's 
groups.  The  main  idea  is  to 
get  out  of  a  confining  circle  and 
into  new  places.  Few  things 
are  so  stimulating  as  making  new 
friends. 

Other  people. 

Yet  a  third  problem —  and 
perhaps  the  most  unmanageable — 
is  the  verbal  persecution 
which  singles  have  to  endure. 
Some  folks  can  be  very 
thoughtless  and  even  callous  in 
their  remarks  about  single 
people.  We  all  have  had  the 
stereotypes  bred  into  our 
thinking:  the  term  "old  maid" 
brings  to  mind  Miss  Grundy 
of  the  Archie  comic  strip  while 
"old  bachelor"  portends  of 
greedy  Silas  Marner  or  Scrooge. 


Surprisingly,  these  subtle 
slurs  are  made  over  the  class 
lectern  and  the  pulpit  as 
frequently  as  in  the  fellowship 
hall.  Some  people  just  won't 
let  the  images  die.  The  problem 
is  that  singles  have  no  way  to 
retaliate — to  answer  such  crude 
remarks  would  be  labeled 
defensive  which  others  interpret 
as  discontent  with  the  status 
quo  and  thereby,  in  their 
opinion,  proof  of  their  point. 

Other  people  are  truly 
well  intentioned,  the  kind  who 
hate  to  see  singles  living  alone 
and  think  they  should  be 
married  for  their  own  good. 
Every  single  steels  himself  at 
family  reunions,  homecomings, 
and  other  gatherings  for  the 
inevitable,  unanswerable  question: 
"Why  aren't  you  married?" 

Although  I  despise  such 
encounters  with  all  the  fervor 
my  five-foot  frame  can  muster, 
I've  found  it's  best  for 
everyone  if  I  just  pass  it  off 
lightly.  My  usual  reply  is  "I 
haven't  found  anyone  worthy  of 
me,"  or,  if  the  question  is 
"When  are  you  getting  married?"  a 
ridiculous  answer  like 
"Tomorrow"  works  well.  My 
favorite  response  to  the 
prediction  that  I'll  be  an  old 
maid  is,  "No;  I  may  never  get 
married,  but  I  refuse  to  get  old." 
Then  everyone  laughs  and 
the  subject  is  dropped. 

In  spite  of  the  many 
problems  singles  face,  there  are 
some  definite  advantages  to 
the  single  life.  Most  obvious  of 
these  include  increased 
freedom  and  opportunity  to 
develop  oneself.  In  the  eleven 
years  since  my  high  school 
graduation,  I've  traveled  to 
Mexico  City  and  Canada,  worked 
as  a  laboratory  technician  and 
as  a  secretary,  received  my 
CONTINUED  ON  PAGE  22 
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IKJ  hat    are    the    things    you 

mw    look      for      in      that      boy 

or  girl  you  choose  to  date? 

Should   you   consider  the  person's 

background?        Beliefs?        Likes? 

Dislikes? 

Though  you  may  not  even  be 
considering  marriage,  each  person 
you  date  is  a  possible  prospect. 
Realize  it.  Search  carefully. 

The  following  questions  are 
guidelines  to  helping  you  decide  if 
that  boy  or  girl  you  are  going  with 
is  really  for  you. 

DOES  YOUR  FRIEND  HAVE 
A  CLOSE,  PERSONAL 

RELATIONSHIP  WITH  GOD? 
Does  he  or  she  attend  church 
regularly,  not  just  because  the 
family  goes,  but  because  of 
personal  interest?  Do  you  enjoy 
going  to  church  functions  together? 
Do  you  talk  about  spiritual  things? 

IS  YOUR  FRIEND  ONE  YOUR 
FAMILY  CAN  APPROVE  OF? 
Just  as  your  father  has  a  head  over 
him,  God,  so  you  have  a  head  over 
you.  What  your  family  thinks  is  of 
vital  importance  to  your  future 
happiness,  though  it  may  not  seem 
so  at  the  moment.  Your  parents 
want  what  is  best  for  you.  Even 
though  you  may  think  someone  is 
super,  parents  see  with  different — 


often  more  objective — eyes.  If  you 
find  yourself  making  excuses  for 
your  date,  perhaps  it's  time  to 
reevaluate  the  relationship. 

DO  YOU  AND  YOUR  FRIEND 
HAVE  THE  SAME  INTERESTS? 
A  girl  who  likes  to  read  and  who 
enjoys  quiet  entertainment  might 
find  hockey  barbaric.  Likewise,  an 
opera  lover  would  be  bored  at  a 
western  concert.  Don't  pretend  to 
like  basketball  if  you  can't  stand  it. 
We  can't  all  like  the  same  things 
but  we  can  be  completely  open 
and  honest. 

IS  YOUR  FRIEND  FUN  TO  BE 
WITH?  Do  you  have  a  good  time 
when  you're  together,  or  do  you  go 
home  feeling  discouraged? 

Joan  liked  Larry  a  lot.  They 
enjoyed  the  same  sports  and  both 
loved  music.  But  Larry  was  a 
pessimist.  He  could  never  see  the 
good  in  anything.  Everything  bad 
happened  to  him.  He  never  got 
the  good  breaks  which  came  to 
other  people.  Larry's  personality 
wore  Joan  down.  Thank  goodness 
for  friends  who  encouraged  her  to 
take  a  second  look  at  the 
relationship. 

IS  YOUR  FRIEND  HONEST? 
A  person  who  will  cheat  on  an 
examination,  or  who  will  not  point 
out  that  too  much  change  has  been 
received  at  the  store,  is  not  honest. 
To  the  Christian,  integrity  should 
be  very  high  on  the  priority  list; 
yet,  some  people  make  excuses  for 
their  behavior.  Even  Christians. 

IS  YOUR  FRIEND  EASY  TO 
TALK  WITH?  Marta  and  Jim  had 
a  good  time  together.  They 
attended  the  same  church  and 
school.  Lived  in  the  same 
neighborhood.  Both  sports-minded, 
they  attended  all  the  athletic 
events  at  school,  and  they 
participated  in  track  together. 


Yet,  Marta  and  Jim  never  had  a 
serious  conversation.  Jim  didn't 
know  Marta  was  going  away  to 
college.  Nor  did  she  know  he  had 
changed  his  mind  about  college 
and  was  going  to  be  an  electrician. 

Friends  should  have  serious 
talks  along  with  the  fun  times. 
Both  are  equally  important. 

DO  YOU  HAVE  THE  SAME 
GOALS?  A  boy  may  have 
education  (college)  on  his  mind, 
while  a  girl  may  be  thinking  about 
marriage  (a  family).  Jerry  was 
hoping  to  win  a  college  scholarship 
and  spent  many  hours  in 
study.  Nancy  wanted  them  to  have 
more  time  together.  Jerry  finally 
ended  the  relationship  because  it 
was  the  only  way  he  could  reach 
his  goal. 

IS  YOUR  FRIEND  SENSITIVE 
TO  YOUR  NEEDS?  All  of  us 
have  important  needs.  There  may 
be  times  when  we  need  prayer. 
We  may  face  a  personal  problem 
or  have  a  family  concern. 

When  Alison's  mother  got  sick, 
there  was  no  one  to  take  care  of 
her  little  sister.  Alison  broke  her 
date  with  Todd.  He  became 
angry>  saying  she  didn't  want  to  go 
with  him  in  the  first  place.  It's  an 
added  burden  when  you  don't 
receive  understanding  from  your 
friend. 

There  are  probably  few  young 
men  or  young  women  who  would 
pass  completely  on  all  eight  of 
these  questions.  We  all  have  flaws. 
But  they  do  give  a  general 
guideline. 

Now  .  .  .  happy  hunting.   D 
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JL   JLccording  to  author 
Hoyt  E.  Stone,  mankind's 
real  search  for  peace  takes 
place  in  the  human  heart. 
It's  a  spiritual  battle,  inside 
us  all,  and  one  that  finds 
perfect  solution  only  in  the 
faith  and  teachings  of  Jesus 
Christ. 

In  ten  succinct  chapters 
the  author  leads  both  young 
and  old  toward  a  more  perfect 
understanding  of  the 
victorious  Christian  life.  The 
book  is  full  of  human  interest 
stories,  drawn  from  twenty-five 
years  of  ministry,  and  it  is 
especially  written  for  youth 
and  for  new  converts. 
CHAPTERS 

1.  Search  for  faith 

2.  Recognize  the  Enemy 

3.  Thar  Down  the  Personal  Barriers 

4.  Learn  toTrust 

5.  Give  Thanks  in  Everything 

6.  Be  Filled  With  the  Spirit 

7.  Covet  Earnestly  the  Best  Gifts 

8.  Develop  Your  Potential 

9.  Determine  to  Win 
10.  Live  in  the  Present 


icies 

The 

Mysterious 
Shroud 


'What  if... what  if  the 

Shroud  of  Turin  really  is 

the  linen  gravecloth  in 

whieh  Jesus  Christ 

was  buried?" 
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n  typical  Protestant  fashion  we  Church  of  God 
people  pay  slight  attention  to  church  relics,  shrines,  or  holy  places. 
Some  among  us  even  deplore  and  see  dangers  in  the  relatively  recent 
rise   of  interest   in   so-called   religious   pilgrimages   to   the   Holy    Land. 

There  is  some  reason  for  this  attitude,  since  we  firmly  believe 
Christian  faith  to  be  rooted  in  the  presence  of  the  living  Christ,  re- 
vealed through  the  Scriptures,  and  enlivened  by  the  Holy  Spirit.  Thus 
relics,  places,  and  historical  artifacts  play  no  significant  role  in  our 
spiritual  life.  Such  are  items  of  extraneous  consideration,  outside  the 
truly  spiritual  realm. 

In  time  this  may  change  for  us  as  a  denomination — as  witness  the 
scores  of  buses  and  vans  and  cars  full  of  people  who  even  now  enjoy 
an  annual  visit  to  our  General  Offices  building  in  Cleveland — but, 
whether  it  does  or  not,  we  are  becoming  more  and  more  a  people 
conscious  of  our  role  within  the  broader  spectrum  of  Christendom.  It 
is  within  this  larger  role — and  especially  for  that  generation  of  elite 
and  educated  youth  now  growing  up  among  us — that  we  take  a  close 
look  at  the  controversy  surrounding  the  mysterious  Shroud  of  Turin. 

The  Shroud  of  Turin  is  an  ancient  piece  of  linen  which  many  be- 
lieve to  be  the  actual  gravecloth  with  wh;ch  the  crucified  body  of 
Jesus  Christ  was  wrapped  and  buried  in  the  tomb  of  Joseph  of 
Arimathaea. 

Not  all  agree  with  this  theory,  of  course,  and  therein  lies  the  con- 
troversy. We  have  accurate  historical  records  of  the  shroud's  existence 
since  the  middle  of  the  fourteenth  century.  During  all  these  years 
there  have  been  studies  and  inquiries,  official  and  scientific  examina- 
tions, designed  to  settle  the  matter.  One  would  think  that,  with  the 
advanced  scientific  knowledge  of  today,  the  matter  could  be  settled — but 
the  mystery  of  the  shroud  lives  on. 

One  of  the  latest  scientific  efforts  is  that  of  the  Shroud  of  Turin 
Research  Project.  (See  Kenneth  F.  Weaver's  article  in  the  June  1980 
National  Geographic.)  The  team,  along  with  Italian  scientists,  worked 
nonstop  for  five  days,  using  the  most  sophisticated  equipment  known. 
The  full  text  of  the  team's  findings  has  not  been  released  as  of  this 
date;  but  preliminary  studies,  according  to  Weaver,  indicate  that  their 
conclusions  may  not  be  enough  to  settle  the  matter. 

Efforts  have  been  made  to  trace  the  shroud's  history  back  to  Edessa, 
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a  town  in  Turkey,  and  from  there  to  Constantinople, 
capital  of  the  Byzantine  Empire,  and  on  to  Jerusalem; 
but  those  records  are  sketchy  and  questionable,  even 
though  Christianity's  spread  could  easily  have  made 
this  possible  and  it's  not  difficult  to  accept  that 
early  believers  would  have  valued  the  linen  cloth 
(John  19:40)  in  which  Jesus  was  buried.  John  him- 
self devotes  attention  to  the  burial  cloth  as  proof  of 
Christ's  resurrection  where  he  notes  that  he  and 
Peter  found  the  linen  clothes  lying  (John  20:5),  not 
scattered  about,  but  lying  as  if  the  body  of  our  Lord 
had  simply  vanished  from  within. 

What  we  do  know  for  sure  is  that  the  present 
shroud  first  went  on  display  in  Lirey,  France,  in 
1389.  It  was  used  to  attract  visitors  and  to  raise 
money.  Since  there  were  at  that  time  a  great  number 
of  supposed  shrouds  on  display,  the  Bishop  of  Troyes 
denounced  the  Lirey  shroud  as  false  and  even  pro- 
duced a  culprit  who  confessed  to  having  painted  it. 

It  was  this  confession  of  forgery  which  provided  a 
basis  for  denouncing  the  shroud  in  future  years,  even 
though  the  Avignon  Pope  Clement  VII  ordained  that 
the  Lirey  shroud  could  serve  as  a  representation  of 
the  true  shroud. 

So  the  matter  stood.  In  time  the  shroud  became  a 
property  of  the  House  of  Savoy.  Duke  Louis  built 
a  special  church  in  which  the  shroud  was  enshrined 
at  Chambery.  In  1532,  fire  damaged  the  shroud  but 
the  image  remained;  and,  in  1578,  the  Duke  of 
Savoy  moved  the  shroud  to  its  present  home  in 
Turin. 

Oddly  enough,  it  was  the  development  of  pho- 
tography which  brought  the  shroud  to  prominence 
again  in  1898.  Secondo  Pia  photographed  the  shroud 
and  it  was  afterward,  as  he  examined  his  first  nega- 
tive, that  he  almost  dropped  the  development  bath 
in  shock.  Secondo  Pia  found  he  was  looking  at  a 
positive  rather  than  a  negative  image.  In  other  words, 
the  image  on  the  linen  shroud  is  itself  a  negative. 
Since  this  discovery  by  Pia,  interest  in  the  shroud 
has  revived  and  most  authorities  discredit  the  con- 
fession of  a  man  who  said  he  forged  it. 

Some  artists  have  tried,  finding  it  impossible  to 
paint  a  negative. 

Apparently,  there  are  other  considerations  which 
argue  strongly  in  favor  of  the  shroud. 

The  shroud  is  a  single  piece  of  handwoven  linen 
cloth,  14  feet,  3  inches  long  by  3  feet,  7  inches 
wide.  The  thread  itself  was  dyed  prior  to  the  weav- 
ing, as  was  customary  in  New  Testament  times. 
Microscopic  examination  of  the  weave  itself  reveals 
that  there  are  no  brush  strokes,  as  would  be  present 


if  the  image  were  painted  on,  and  scientists  have 
also  found  pollen  of  a  type  and  nature  common  to 
Palestine  of  two  thousand  years  ago. 

One  early  controversy  has  cleared  up  with  recent 
archaeological  discoveries.  The  shroud  bears  the  front 
and  back  image  of  a  bearded  man,  crowned  with 
thorns,  with  bloodstains  from  head,  wrists,  a  pierced 
side,  and  terrible  whiplashes  on  his  back.  Since 
medieval  artists  painted  Christ  with  spikes  through 
the  palms  of  His  hands,  some  argued  that  this  was  a 
mistake  on  the  part  of  the  shroud  forger.  In  1968, 
with  the  unearthing  of  a  cemetery  in  Jerusalem,  it 
was  discovered  that  the  Romans  drove  nails  through 
their  crucifixion  victims'  wrists  rather  than  their 
palms.  To  be  noted  also  is  that  the  Greek  word  for 
hand,    cheir,    can    mean    wrist    or    forearm    as    well. 

The  present  team  of  researchers  seeking  to  solve 
the  mystery  of  the  shroud  include  art  historians, 
pathologists,  linguists,  biblical  scholars,  textile  experts, 
chemists,  physicists,  and  photographic  specialists. 
They  aren't  in  total  agreement  but  there  seems  to  be 
evidence,  through  hemoglobin  tests,  that  the  shroud 
stains  are  blood  and  not  paint.  Further,  the  image 
of  the  man  is  distinctly  different  from  the  stains. 
What  hasn't  been  determined,  as  yet,  is  the  precise 
age  of  the  cloth.  Carbon  dating  may  settle  that 
question  in  the  near  future  if  the  archbishop  of 
Turin  will  give  permission  to  destroy  one  square 
centimeter  of  linen  cloth. 

One  man  who  argues  strongly  that  the  shroud  is  a 
fake  is  professional  photographer  Joe  Nickell.  Nickell, 
writing  in  Popular  Photography,  gives  his  personal 
version  of  a  "how-to  guide  for  sindonologists"  (those 
who  study  shrouds)  and  details  how  a  fourteenth 
century  forger,  using  only  chemicals  and  techniques 
available  at  that  time,  could  have  produced  the 
negative  image  on  a  shroud. 

For  those  interested,  it's  recommended  that  you 
read  Nickell's  article:  "The  Turin  Shroud:  Fake? 
Fact?  Photograph?"  (Popular  Photography,  Novem- 
ber,  1979,  p.  97). 

All  Nickell  seems  to  say  is  that  an  enterprising 
forger  of  the  fourteenth  century  could  have  carved 
a  head  and  a  body,  wrapped  it  in  linen,  with  myrrh 
and  aloes,  the  burial  spices  mentioned  in  John,  and 
in  this  way  produced  the  shroud. 

Fact  is,  Nickell  claims  his  method  will  clear  up 
more  than  fifty  of  the  puzzling  little  shroud  questions. 

According  to  him,  his  experimental  cloth  ".  .  .  will 
bear  a  true  negative  image;  the  image  will  be  a 
delicate  sepia  in  tone;  it  will  appear  to  have  been 
CONTINUED  ON  PAGE  21 
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was  about  ten  years  old  when  the 
Professor  came  to  live  in  the  apartment  above  our 
garage.  Though  his  name  was  Nikolai  Kerensky,  no 
one  in  town  called  him  anything  but  the  Professor. 

And  he  really  was  a  professor.  He  had  come  as  an 
exchange  teacher  to  an  American  college  from  his 
native  Russia  in  the  1930's.  But  before  the  Profes- 
sor's year  in  the  United  States  was  over,  Stalin  had 
come  to  power  in  Russia  and  had  begun  the  bitter 
blood  purges  which  were  to  take  the  lives  of  tens  of 
thousands  of  people  and  result  in  the  imprisonment  of 
hundreds  of  thousands  of  others.  The  Professor  was 
granted  political  asylum  in  the  States  and  in  due  time 
became  a  naturalized  citizen. 

At  the  time  we  met  him,  he  had  retired  from 
teaching  because  of  ill  health  and  had  come  from 
Georgia  to  our  town  in  New  Mexico,  hoping  that  the 
sunshine  and  dry  desert  air  would  help  him.  The 
Professor's  only  income  was  a  tiny  pension  from  a 
struggling  church  college.  He  answered  my  mother's 
newspaper  ad  for  room  and  board  in  the  furnished 
apartment.  My  father  had  died  the  previous  year, 
and  Mama  was  trying  to  stretch  her  salary  from  work 
in  the  bakery  by  fixing  up  and  renting  the  apartment. 

The  Professor  took  a  great  liking  to  our  family,  and 
we  to  him.  He  was  particularly  devoted  to  Mama, 
whom  he  considered  a  "fine,  lovely  lady."  And  in  us 
kids  he  found  the  companionship  of  the  children  he 
never  would  have  of  his  own. 

The  Professor  had  a  wonderful  flair  for  the  adven- 
turous and  romantic,  and  his  extravagant  yarns  kept 
the  neighborhood  youngsters  entranced.  He  did  some 
writing,  too.  But  there  his  magic  bogged  down.  When 
he  talked,  his  words  flowed  like  warm  honey;  but  the 
minute  he  put  pen  to  paper,  they  became  dull  and 
ponderous.  Though  he  repeatedly  sent  these  brain- 
children forth  for  publication,  only  a  few  ever  saw  the 
light  of  print.  Most  of  these  appeared  in  scholarly 
journals,  and  we  suspected  the  editors  accepted  them 
more  as  a  gesture  of  respect  and  encouragement  to 
the  Professor  than  from  any  real  literary  need. 

But  the  Professor  took  with  equanimity  the  tidal 
wave  of  rejection  slips  and  the  uncertain  trickle  of 
meager  checks  which  came  his  way.  He  ignored  the 
rejections  but  made  a  great  fuss  over  every  accept- 
ance and  usually  spent  most  of  these  earnings  buying 
treats  for  the  kids  on  our  block  in  celebration. 


"A  small  check  today,"  he  would  tell  us  in  his  thick, 
fascinating  accent,  waving  the  paper  impressively. 
"But  tomorrow  a  big  one.  You  will  see.  Yes,  one  day  I 
shall  write  the  Great  Story.  Then  your  lovely  mama 
can  quit  work,  and  we  never  again  will  have  to  worry 
about  money.  We  will  all  move  to  a  nice,  green 
valley,  high  in  the  mountains,  and  each  of  you  shall 
have  your  own  pony  to  ride,  and  we  will  all  be 
happy.  Is  it  not  so?" 

His  bushy,  dark  eyebrows  would  rush  together  like 
angry  caterpillars  as  he  frowned  intently  at  us,  de- 
manding an  affirmative  answer.  He  would  point  a 
long,  bony  finger  at  one  of  us  kids. 

"Yes,  Professor,"  we  would  reply  dutifully.  At  that 
he  would  smile  and  dole  out  the  coins  for  ice  cream. 
"I  go  now  to  my  room,"  he  would  announce  purpose- 
fully, "and  at  once  I  begin  the  Great  Story.  You  will 
see." 

And  so  the  years  passed.  We  children  began  grow- 
ing up,  and  then  all  three  of  us  were  in  high  school  at 
the  same  time.  Mama  worked  harder  than  ever, 
taking  in  sewing  and  ironing  to  meet  the  ever- 
increasing  expenses  of  her  flock.  I  cannot  remember 
ever  seeing  my  mother's  hands  idle,  even  as  she  sat 
down  to  rest  in  the  evening.  Always  there  was  mending 
for  us  or  handwork  on  the  garments  she  sewed  for 
other  people.  All  of  us  kids  had  part-time  jobs  also, 
but  during  those  hard  days  there  never  seemed 
enough  money  to  cover  everything. 

The  Professor  grew  slower,  grayer,  and  thinner 
with  each  passing  season,  and  it  was  evident  that  he 
was  failing,  losing  ground  even  day  to  day.  The  small 
checks  from  his  writing  were  fewer  and  farther  be- 
tween, for  he  seldom  had  the  energy  to  work  on 
manuscripts.  The  modest  sums  which  trickled  in,  and 
which  he  still  insisted  on  giving  to  us,  now  went  not 
for  ice  cream  but  for  shoes  and  school  expenses. 
There  was  no  longer  talks  of  ponies,  for  all  of  us  were 
long  past  the  pony  age.  But  the  Professor  still  talked 
of  the  Great  Story  he  would  write  sometime  in  the 
near  future. 

"Yes,"  he  would  say,  "one  day  soon  I  shall  feel 
much  better,  then  I  shall  write  the  Great  Story.  Your 
lovely  mama  can  quit  work,  and  we  can  move  to  a 
nice  college  town,  and  all  of  you  shall  go  to  college.  Is 
it  not  so?"  And  now  his  intent  frown  was  not  so  much 
a  demand  for  an  affirmative  answer  as  an  attempt  to 
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see  us  better,  for  the  Professor  was  going  blind,  and 
there  was  nothing  the  doctors  could  do  for  him. 

I  was  the  first  to  graduate  from  high  school.  The 
following  summer  I  worked  at  every  job  I  could  find, 
and  hoarded  every  possible  cent  to  pay  tuition  and 
board  at  the  least  expensive  of  our  state  colleges.  I 
had  a  small  scholarship,  but  even  so  it  was  not 
sufficient,  and  Mama  was  powerless  to  help  me.  As 
the  days  dwindled  down,  nearing  the  opening  of 
school,  I  became  almost  desperate.  I  still  lacked  a 
great  deal  having  enough  even  for  the  first  semester. 
I  had  thought  if  I  got  in,  I  surely  would  be  able  to 
find  work  and  continue. 

Late  one  afternoon,  two  days  before  time  for  me  to 
leave,  the  Professor  found  me  huddled  under  a  tree 
in  the  backyard,  crying  bitterly.  He  peered  at  me 
silently  for  a  few  minutes,  and  his  own  eyes  filled 
with  tears.  He  took  from  his  pocket  a  big  handker- 
chief and  made  me  dry  my  eyes  first,  then  he  dried 
his  own.  "You  are  not  to  worry,  little  Kristin,"  he  told 
me  firmly.  He  reached  a  hand  to  pull  me  to  my  feet. 
"You  are  going  to  college,  never  fear.  You  will  see.  I 
go  now  to  write  the  Great  Story."  He  straightened  his 
bent  shoulders,  and  with  something  akin  to  his  old 
vigor,  he  strode  across  the  lawn  to  his  apartment. 
Sure  enough,  a  few  minutes  later,  I  heard  the  uncer- 
tain click  of  his  old  typewriter,  as  he  began  the  Great 
Story. 

The  next  morning  the  Professor  did  not  appear  for 
breakfast  at  the  usual  time.  Mama  waited  ten  min- 
utes, then  sent  me  to  see  about  him.  I  went  up  the 
stairs  to  his  apartment,  noting  that  the  lights  were  still 
on  in  his  living  room,  though  the  window 
shades  were  raised.  I  knocked  at  the 
door,  and  when  I  did  not  get  an  an- 
swer, I  peeped  through  the  window. 

The  Professor  was  sitting  at 
his  desk,  but  bowed  over  _g£ 
it    in    an    awkward    po 
sition.  I  tried  the  door, 
but  it  was   locked.    I 
ran    back    to    our 
house,  calling  Ma 
ma.  She  used  her 
key,  and  together 
we  went  into  the 


Professor's  apartment.  Mama  touched  him  lightly  on 
the  shoulder,  and  he  fell  sideways  in  the  chair. 
Evidently  he  had  been  dead  for  several  hours.  His 
wasted  body  was  stone  cold. 

Mama  went  back  to  the  house  and  called  the 
police.  While  she  was  talking  to  them,  I  began 
reading  the  words  on  the  paper  in  the  Professor's 
typewriter.  I  remember  thinking,  He  said  he  was 
going  to  begin  the  Great  Story.  However,  it  was  not  a 
story  at  all,  but  a  letter,  and  it  was  addressed  to  me: 

"Dear  little  Kristin: 

"Forgive  me — I  am  only  a  tired  old  man,  and  there 
is  no  Great  Story.  There  never  has  been,  and  I 
suppose  I  have  known  it  all  the  time.  But  everyone 
needs  hope,  and  so  I  let  myself  pretend  that  someday 
I  would  write  something  truly  good,  and  the  money 
would  make  things  easier  for  all  of  us.  Things  were 
easier  for  me,  just  pretending  thus,  and  easier,  I 
think,  for  your  lovely  mama,  and  you  children  too. 
We  got  through  many  bad  places  together  because  we 
had  something  to  hope  for  and  something  to  dream 
about. 

"Now  I  know  I  am  going  to  die,  and  there  is  that 
within  me  which  says  it  will  be  very  soon.  I  think  it 
may  be  tonight.  But  I  promised  you  that  you  should 
go  to  college,  is  it  not  so? 

"Little  Kristin,  there  is  a  trunk  in  the  bedroom,  and 
in  it  is  a  small  sack  with  a  few  coins.  It  will  not  be 
enough  for  college,  but  it  will  pay  your  bus  fare  there, 
and  you  are  to  take  it  and  go. 

"Go — even  though  you  cannot  see  the  road,   even 
one  step  ahead.  Yes,  go — even  with- 
out money  for  all  your  expenses. 
God  does  not  ask  His  children  to 
go  alone,   but  He  does  ask  that 
we   be   willing   to   take   the    first 
step    in    blind    faith,    trusting 
Him  to  supply  all  our  needs, 
to  fulfill  the  dream 
He  himself  has  plant- 
ed  in  our  heart.    If 
you  can  believe  this 
and   take   that   first 
step,  He  will  do  the 
rest  and  make  a  way 
CONTINUED  PAGE  20 
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he  room  was  almost  full 
when  Lupe  slipped  in  and  hurried  to  the  back  where 
she  found  an  empty  chair.  Feeling  the  other  kids' 
eyes  on  her,  she  stared  at  the  floor  as  the  whisper- 
ing began. 

It  was  because  she  had  come  to  Bible  Club,  Lupe 
told  herself.  Everyone  knew  Spanish-Americans 
weren't  welcome  at  meetings.   Even  Christian  ones. 

The  chatter  ceased  as  Pam  stood  up.  She  was  a 
senior  and  a  cheerleader. 

"Let's  open  in  prayer," 
Pam  suggested. 

Lupe  started  to  drop  into 
a  kneeling  position,  but  she 
quickly  noticed  that  everyone 
else  just  bowed  his  head  and 
closed  his  eyes. 

"I  guess  they  don't  even  pray 
as  I  do,"  she  thought. 

Maybe  it  had  been  a  mis- 
take to  stay  after  school  for 
the  meeting.  But  ever  since 
Lupe  had  accepted  Jesus  as 
her  Savior  a  month  earlier, 
she  had  longed  for  fellowship 
with  other  Christians.  There 
were  so  many  questions. 

Pam  was  praying  but 
Lupe's  mind  was  with  her 
family.  Even  her  mother,  who 

was  always  going  to  church,  hadn't  understood  when 
Lupe  had  told  her  about  the  TV  show  where  she 
learned  being  good  didn't  make  you  a  Christian. 
Mama  listened  as  Lupe  repeated  the  sinner's  prayer 
and  described  how  she  asked  Jesus  into  her  life. 
Then  Mama  got  up  to  start  dinner.  All  she  said  was, 
"That's  nice." 

".  .  .  amen,"  Pam  was  saying.  "Now,  let's  see. 
Do  we  have  any  new  people  here  today?" 

Lupe  hunched  down  in  her  seat,  hoping  Pam 
wouldn't  see  her.  If  only  she  were  a  little  mouse, 
invisible  but  able  to  hear  what  went  on. 

"Ah,  I'm  sorry,  but  I  don't  know  your  name."  Pam 
was  pointing  at  Lupe.  "Would  you  please  stand  up 
and  introduce  yourself?" 

Lupe  rose  slowly.  "I'm  Guadalupe  Martinez." 

"Well,  Guadalupe,  we're  glad  you're  here.  I  hope 
you  can  come  visit  us  again." 


LDhaf 

Isrif 

There 

bi|  flnnc  LUillimon 


Pam  went  on  to  the  next  guest. 
Why,  they  think  I'm  only  a  visitor,  Lupe  thought. 
Maybe    one   who   came   to   the   wrong   room!    They 
don't    want    me    as    part    of    the    club.    Maybe    I'd 
just  better  go.  This  isn't  the  place  for  me. 

But  the  introductions  were  over,  and  a  tall  boy 
was  reading  from  the  Book  of  John.  The  words 
sounded  just  like  regular  talk,  though,  unlike  the 
Bible  Lupe  had. 

As  other  kids  shared  Scripture  and  prayer  requests, 
Lupe  resigned  herself  to  the 
fact  that  it  was  impossible  to 
leave.  But  she'd  be  out  the 
door  the  second  it  was  over, 
even  though  she  had  to  admit 
that  the  meeting  was  proving 
helpful. 

At  the  last  amen,  Lupe  was 
in  the  hall.  Some  of  the  boys 
were  close  behind  her.  Laugh- 
ing. She  couldn't  help  but 
overhear  some  of  their  words. 
".  .  .  got  to  get  those 
tacos.  ..." 

They  were  already  talking 

about     her!     Lupe     walked 

faster.    Did    they    think    she 

didn't  know  they  called   her 

people  tacos?  Although  it  was 

one  of  the  nicer  names  she'd 

been  stuck  with,  she  hated  it.  She  shoved  open  the 

outside  door  and  started  down  the  road,  hoping  the 

boys  wouldn't  follow  her. 

It  was  a  long  walk  home.  Lupe  had  thought  going 
to    Bible    Club    would    be    worth    missing    the    bus. 

Wrong! 

Well,  she  wouldn't  bother  again.  Maybe  this  Chris- 
tianity was  just  for  whites,  as  her  brother  Hector 
had  told  her  when  he'd  found  her  reading  her  Spanish 
New  Testament. 

The  street  was  pretty  well  deserted  as  Lupe  half 
jogged  toward  her  house.  She  didn't  look  up  as  the 
cars  of  the  kids  going  home  from  Bible  Club  passed 
her. 

Why  should  she?  The  kids  would  just  look  the 
other  way.  They  probably  thought  her  father  a  mi- 
grant worker,  like  most  Spanish-Americans  in  the 
area.  True,  Papa  had  worked  for  years  picking  to- 
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Guadalupe,  riohf?  Holu  about  o  ride  home? 


matoes  and  cucumbers 
But     the     family     had 
saved  its  money.   Fi- 
nally,   several    years 
ago,  they  had  bought 
a    small    house    and 
Papa'd  gotten  a  fac- 
tory job.  Now  there 
were    no     more 
annual     moves 

back    and    forth  o 

between   Texas   and    Ohio.    They   were   residents    of 
the  northern  state  just  like  anyone  else. 

But  that's  the  trouble,  Lupe  thought  angrily,  we're 
not  treated  like  everyone  else. 

A  car  slowed.  Lupe  scowled  over  at  the  driver, 
expecting  one  of  the  boys  trying  to  tease  her.  It 
was  Pam. 

"Hi!"  Pam  called  out.  "Guadalupe,  right?  How 
about  a  ride  home?" 

Lupe  kept  walking,  but  she  tried  to  take  the  frown 
off  her  face.  "No  thanks,"  she  answered.  Patronizing 
was  almost  as  bad  as  degrading. 

"Oh  come  on!  Let  me  take  you  home." 

Lupe  glanced  over  at  Pam,  who  smiled.  Maybe  she 
should  accept.  It  was  getting  late,  and  Mama  would 
be  worried.  Lupe  remembered  she  hadn't  told  anyone 
where  she  was  going  after  school.  All  her  brothers 
and  sisters  could  report  was  that  she  hadn't  been 
on  the  bus. 

"OK,"  she  said.  Pam  leaned  over  to  swing  open 
the  car  door. 

They  started  down  the  road  with  an  awkward  si- 
lence. "What  classes  are  you  taking?"  Pam  asked.  "I 
don't  think  I've  seen  you  before  today." 

Lupe  told  her.  She  couldn't  bring  herself  to  relax 
with  Pam  even  though  she  knew  the  older  girl  was 
trying  to  be  friendly. 

Lupe's  monosyllable  replies  made  conversation  dif- 
ficult. Quiet  again  settled  over  the  car. 

Pam  tried  again.  "You  know,  it's  been  three  years 
now  since  I  accepted  Christ  into  my  life.  He's  made 
all  the  difference." 

Sure,  thought  Lupe  sarcastically.  You're  a  cheer- 
leader. Make  the  honor  roll  every  time.  Serve  as 
class  vice-president.  Have  your  own  car.  .  .  .  The 
list  could  go  on  and  on. 


"Not  that  I  don't  have  prob- 
lems, but  Jesus  helps  me  han- 
dle them,"  Pam  continued. 
Problems?  Lady,  you  don't 
know  the  first  thing  about 
problems!  Lupe  thought  of 
her  father,  working  years  in 
the  fields  to  save  for  the  tiny 
house  that  was 
shelter  for  sev- 
en of  them. 
Her  parents  hadn't  even  finished  eighth  grade.  Even 
with  Papa's  factory  job,  Mama  still  helped  out  on  the 
tomato  planter  and  harvester,  as  did  Lupe  and  her 
older  brothers.  It  was  the  only  way  to  support  the 
family. 

"Try  that  for  a  while  and  see  if  you  can  face 
problems!"  Lupe  didn't  realize  she'd  spoken  out  loud 
until  she  saw  the  shocked  look  on  Pam's  face. 

Embarrassed,  Lupe  mumbled,  "I'm  sorry;  I  didn't 
mean.  .  .  ." 

"That's  all  right,"  Pam  interrupted.  "I  know  you 
have  lots  of  problems  in  your  life  that  I'll  never  have 
to  face.  But  I  think  you  should  know  I  have  some 
struggles  you'll  probably  never  have  to  worry  about." 
Pam  kept  her  eyes  on  the  road.  Lupe  saw  her 
hands  clench  the  steering  wheel. 

"I  have  diabetes,  and  I  have  to  take  two  insulin 
shots  every  day." 

Lupe  stared  at  her.  Diabetes?  But  Pam  looked  so 
healthy!  "Isn't  that  serious?"  Lupe  asked  softly. 

"Yes,  when  you've  had  it  as  long  as  I  have.  But 
what  I'm  saying  is  that  God  helps  me  cope.  Just  as 
He  can  help  you  with  your  problems.  I  may  not 
understand  them,  but  Jesus  does." 

Lupe  nodded  slowly.  She  wondered  how  many  of 
the  kids  at  school  knew  about  Pam's  problem. 

They  turned  the  corner  onto  Lupe's  road.  Pam  con- 
tinued. "Guadalupe,  I  really  meant  what  I  said  about 
being  glad  you  came  to  Bible  Club  today.  I  know 
some  of  the  others  aren't  as  nice  as  they  could  be  to 
you.  But  they  haven't  been  around  your  people 
much.  They  can  learn." 

Pam  pulled  the  car  to  a  stop  in  front  of  the  house 
Lupe  pointed  out. 

"I  guess  I  can  learn  too,"  Lupe  said,  opening  the 
door.  "Thanks,  Pam." 

CONTINUED  ON  PAGE  23 
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DARKNESS  AT  HIGH  NOON 

(Continued  from  page  7) 

Everett  earned  his  degree  in 
ministry  and  was  only  a  few 
credits  away  from  a  BA  in 
Christian  education,  which  was 
a  minor  along  with  three  others, 
theology,  mission,  and  social 
science. 

He  was  also  elected  student 
body  president  in  his  senior 
year. 

And  he  married  a  college 
cheerleader. 

The  newlyweds  went  to  Camp 
Verde,  Arizona,  an  Indian 
mission.  "I  pretty  well  found  out 
my  calling  wasn't  the  mission 
field,"  Black  laughed.  "Living  in 
a  house  made  out  of 
ammunition  boxes — well,  I  don't 
know.  The  heat,  Gila 
monsters,  scorpions,  rattlesnakes 
.  .  .  that  bothered  me  more 
than  not  having  the  best  house 
in  town.  It  was  a  different 
culture  and  there  was  a  lot  of 
alcoholism.  I  didn't  feel  quite 
as  secure  having  my  family 
there.  I  didn't  feel  adequate  to 
protect  my  family." 

They  left  after  a  year  and 
went  to  Yuba  City,  California, 
where  he  was  named  an 
Outstanding  Young  Man  of 
America. 

The  Blacks,  with  their 
five-year-old  David  and 
four-year-old  Rachel  came  to 
Wapato  last  July  to  minister 
at  the  Wapato  Church  of  God, 
whose  name  has  recently 
changed  to  Central  Valley 
Church  of  God.  The 
name  change  was  necessary, 
Black  said,  to  note 
the  growth  it  has  made  since 
this  summer.  Averaging 
seventeen  area  members,  it 
now  averages  sixty  and  Black 
was  recently  informed  that 


growth  was  a  record  among 
churches  in  the  district. 

For  recreation  Black  is 
learning  to  play  the  piano  by 
ear.  He  also  likes  to  "read" 
biographies  and  historical 
novels  which  are  taped.  He  and 
his  wife  have  a  bicycle  built 
for  two,  and  she  has  bought  him 
a  jogging  suit. 

The  family  also  camps  together 
in  the  summer.  "Here,  you 
have  to  beat  off  the  chipmunks 
.  .  .  they'll  run  away  with 
your  food.  Of  course,  we  like 
that,"  he  said. 

His  hobby  is  restoring  "old 
and  unusual  things,"  he  said. 
Things  like  a  1969  four-door 
Thunderbird,  which  he  expects 
to  do  mostly  by  himself, 
although  he  knows  the 
painting  of  it  will  be  beyond  his 
capability.  He  accepts  that 
limitation. 

"Being  blind  really  doesn't 
bother  me,"  he  said.  "Being 
blind  you  can  still  do  the 
important  things  .  .  .  care  for 
people,  love  them,  know 
what's  right  and  wrong,  and 
understand  the  truth.  Whether 
you  can  drive  a  car  or  not  really 
isn't  important. 

"That's  kind  of  how  I  look  at 
it.  The  important  things  I  can 
still  do."  □ 

THE  PROFESSOR'S 
GREAT  STORY 

(Continued  from  page  17) 

where  there  is  no  way,  open 
a  door  where  there  is  no  door. 
I  have  found  it  so. 

"Now  I  want  you  to  take  this 
money  and  make  a  beginning. 
And  as  you  take  that  first  step 
with  Him,  don't  be  afraid  to  ask 
big,  for  we  have  a  big  God.  He 
loves  you,  and  I.  .  .  ." 
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The  letter  ended  there.  Tears 
filled  my  eyes  as  Mama  came 
back  into  the  room.  I  gestured 
toward  the  typewriter.  "A  letter 
to  me,"  I  said  brokenly.  "Read  it, 
Mama." 

After  she  read  the  letter,  we 
went  into  the  bedroom  and 
opened  the  ancient  trunk  the 
Professor  had  brought  from  the 
old  country.  We  found  a  soft 
leather  pouch,  poured  the  coins 
on  the  bed,  and  counted  them. 
Most  of  the  money  was  nickles, 
pennies,  and  dimes,  frugally 
hoarded,  no  doubt  over  a  long 
period  of  time — a  coin  now  and 
then  from  the  Professor's  little 
pension.  In  all,  there  was 
$9.87 — exactly  two  cents  above 
what  my  bus  fare  would  cost. 

"What  are  you  going  to  do?" 
Mama  asked  quietly. 

"I'm  going  to  do  just  what  the 
Professor  said  to  do,"  I  replied, 
and  suddenly  faith  began  rising  in 
my  heart.  "I  know  God  will 
make  a  way  for  me  somehow.  But, 
Mama,  about  the  Professor.  ..." 

"Yes,  Dear?" 

My  tears  flowed  afresh.  "The 
Professor  told  me  how  to  make 
my  dream  come  true,  but  what 
about  his  dream — the  Great 
Story  that  never  came  true?" 

Mama's  smile  flew  radiant 
banners.  "Are  you  so  sure  of 
that?"  she  asked  softly.  She  took 
my  hand  and  led  me  back  to 
the  Professor's  desk.  "God  used 
the  Professor's  words  here  to 
light  the  flame  of  faith  in  a  young 
girl's  life.  You,  in  turn,  will  light 
flames  in  other  lives.  The 
Professor's  dream  did  come 
true."  She  gently  touched  the 
paper  which  was  still  rolled  into 
the  machine.  "Don't  you  under- 
stand, Kristin?  This  was  the 
Professor's  Great  Story."  □ 


THE  MYSTERIOUS  SHROUD 

(Continued  from  page  15) 

created  without  'pigment,'  showing 

no  brush  marks;  the  stain  will 

not  penetrate  the  fibers  of 

the  cloth  but  will  remain  a  purely 

surface  phenomenon  (as  shown  by 

microscopic  examination); 

and  so  on." 

Obviously  the  investigators  for 
the  Shroud  of  Turin  Research 
Project  do  not  consider  the  matter 
all  that  simple.  The  mystery 
remains.  The  search  for  an  answer 
goes  on. 

In  all  likelihood,  many  of  us  are 
intrigued  by  the  idea  that  our 
Lord's  burial  cloth  may  have  been 
preserved.  It's  even  more  thrilling 
to  speculate  on  how  His  body,  at 


''Carbon  dating  of  the  cloth  may 
soon  add  new  fuel  to  the  debate." 


the  precise  moment  of 
resurrection,  glowed  with  inner 
light  and  thus  created  the  negative 
image  on  cloth  (after  all,  Gospel 
writers  tell  us  of  that  divine,  inner 
glow  on  the  Mount  of 
Transfiguration);  but,  whether  the 
skeptics  of  our  generation  believe 
or  not,  we  know  He  lives  and  that 
He  will,  in  time,  be  declared  Lord 
of  all  creation. 

Scientific  conclusions,  one  way 
or  another,  serve  only  as  whimsical 
entertainment  to  those  who  have 
met  the  Lord  personally.   D 

by  HOYT  E.  STONE 


SALES    AND    RENTALS: 

GOSPEL    TENTS 

Special    prices    to    ministers     For   complete- 
information    write 

VALDOSTA    TENT 
MANUFACTURING   COMPANY 

P.O.    Box    248,    Voldosto,    Georgia    3  I  60  I 
Phone    242-0730 


L^liurcli   ^rurniture 

Pews,  Baptistries,  Steeples,  Pew  Cushions, 
Carpet,  Stained  Glass  Windows,   Lighting. 

JAMES  R.  PERRYMAN 
Church  Furniture  and  Building  Suppliers 

P.O.  Box  5586  Anderson,  SC  29623 

Phone:  (803)  224-7320 

WOLFE  BROS.  &  CO. 

PINEY  FLATS,  TENN. 

Manufacturers  of  DISTINCTIVE 


CHURCH  FURNITURE 


Since     If 


Write     tor     tree     estimate. 


WORLDS  LARGEST  MANUFACTURER 

of  FIBERGLASS 

CHURCH  PRODUCTS 

•  STEEPLES 
•  WALL  CROSSES 

•  STAINED  FIBERGLASS  WINDOWS 

•  BAPTISTRIES  ^^2 

•  BAPTISTRY  HEATERS 


||  Write  for  tree 

color  brochure 


tyi&enalaU.  SameiaUimi 


A/C  214  657-6524     Box  210     Henderson,  Texas  75652 


CUSTOM-IMPRINTED 
ITEMS  FOR: 


MEETINGS    "    PROMOTIONS 
VISITORS 


GIFTS    •    FUND-RAISINGS 


ddPrq 


2120   Keith  St. 

Cleveland.  TN  37311 

(Near   Church  of  God   General   Ottices) 

Phones:  (615)  472-1112  &  3 


RAI$E  MONEY 
the  EA$Y  WAY! 


CANDY  -  CARDS 
NOVELTIES  -  FLAVORING 

DISH  CLOTHS 
Ask    for    our    FREE    Catalog 

LOVEJOY 

Drawer    E 
Madison,    Tenn.    37115 


A  Church  of  God  Youth  Publication 


21 


Sews  and  Activities 


ACTION 
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General  Department 
of  Youth  and  Christian 
Education 

Compiled  by  Sonjia  Lee  Hunt 


IN  MY  OPINION 


CREATIVE  WRITING  AND  YOU 

The  state  winners  in  the  Teen  Talent 
Creative  Writing  Division  are  featured  in 
this  issue.  Some  comment  on  the  field  of 
writing  seems  appropriate. 

It  is  a  fallacy  that  writing — good  writing — is 
easy.  The  inexperienced  writer  often  has 
great  confidence  in  his  own  ability.  He  may 
not  see  his  own  mistakes  and  his  own 
need  for  training  and  experience.  When 
success  or  acclaim  does  not  come  imme- 
diately, he  may  give  up. 

Do  not  give  up.  If  you  have  interest  and 
the  ability  to  master  the  mechanics  of  gram- 
mar and  language,  you  can  learn  to  write 
effectively. 

Even  in  the  field  of  creative  writing 
opportunities  exist  for  the  determined  young 
person.  They  may  not  include  the  glamor- 
ous life  of  one  who  makes  his  living  solely 
by  writing  novels,  but  they  do  exist  and 
they  can  be  found  if  you  search  for  them. 
Christian  periodicals  use  free-lance  materi- 
al regularly  Poetry  is  not  widely  used  and 
the  poet  would  do  well  to  become  skilled  in 
other  areas  of  creative  writing,  but  there 
are  opportunities.  Study  those  periodicals 
to  which  you  wish  to  submit  and  send  them 
the  type  materials  they  use. 

While  the  field  of  creative  writing  does 
not  offer  too  many  full-time  positions,  the 
area  of  news  and  informative  writing  does. 
Staff  positions  with  Christian  magazines 
and  publishers  are  filled  with  people  skilled 
in  this  type  writing  Publishing  houses  need 
writers  of  Sunday  school  literature,  Family 


Training  Hour  (or  other  such  program)  les- 
sons, human  interest  articles,  and  books. 

In  addition  to  positions  of  full-time  writing 
and  editing,  other  positions  in  the  church 
demand  effective  use  of  written  communi- 
cation. Overseers,  state  youth  and  Chris- 
tian education  directors,  district  directors, 
local  Christian  education  directors,  pastors — 
all  must  write  effectively.  Those  not  equipped 
to  do  so  are  handicapped  in  today's  world. 

Writing  skill  will  be  valuable  to  you  in 
many  areas  of  your  life's  work.  Creative 
writing  may  remain  only  a  hobby,  but  if  you 
are  interested  in  writing,  pursue  it  in  many 
areas.  If  you  feel  you  have  potential,  pur- 
sue it  with  determination  and  continue  to 
believe  in  yourself  and  in  God.  Dedicate 
your  talents  to  Him.  He  may  bless  many 
through  your  life  and  your  writing. 

— Sonjia  Lee  Hunt 

STATE  DIRECTOR  SAYS, 
"GOOD  MORNING,  AMERICA" 

New  York  City  (Metro)  Youth  and  Chris- 
tian Education  Director  Gene  Rutledge  ap- 
peared as  a  guest  on  the  Good  Morning, 
America  television  show.  Gene,  who  works 
as  a  volunteer  with  the  World  Relief  Com- 
mission (an  agency  of  the  National  Associ- 
ation of  Evangelicals),  was  asked  to  appear 
on  the  ABC  program  to  comment  on  the 
Cuban  refugee  situation.  The  World  Relief 
Commission  is  endeavoring  to  aid  in  the 
care  of  the  refugees. 

NEW  PROGRAMS  FOR 
OLD  DAYS 

Pastor   Bob   Collins,    Denbigh,    Virginia, 


reports  some  interesting  variations  on  old 
themes. 

Resurrection  Sunday — for  Easter,  rather 
than  a  fashion  parade  or  an  Easter  egg 
hunt.  "Visitors  were  impressed,"  the  pastor 
said. 

For  Halloween,  an  "I  love  Jesus"  party 
— the  children  came  dressed  as  Bible  char- 
acters. 

A  God  and  Country  Service — choir  in  the 
balcony,  lights  dimmed,  military  men  in 
uniform,  a  colored  slide  presentation  to  the 
choir's  singing  of  "America  the  Beautiful" 
and  "God  Bless  America." 

There  was  an  honor  guard,  an  American 
flag  on  screen  with  the  Ten  Command- 
ments superimposed;  and,  afterwards,  mem- 
bers of  the  congregation  had  opportunity  to 
sign  a  letter  being  sent  to  President  and 
Mrs.  Carter,  advising  them  of  the  church's 
prayers. 

"Such  programs  have  aided  church  growth 
in  all  areas,"  Pastor  Collins  noted. 

—Hoyt  E.  Stone 

ONE  IS  NOT  A  FRACTION 

(Continued  from  page  11) 

Bachelor  of  Arts  degree,  and 

begun  work  on  my  aspirations  to 

be  a  writer.  I  no  longer  view 

marriage  as  the  ultimate  goal  but 

as  a  choice  of 

lifestyle — equally  as  desirable  as 

singleness. 

A  popular  song  not  many 
years  ago  declared  "one"  to  be 
the  "loneliest  number."  Maybe. 
But  all  things,  sooner  or  later, 
come  down  to  number  one. 
Regardless  of  status,  all  of  us 
must  determine  our  worth  ... 
alone  with  God. 

I  no  longer  see  myself  as  an 
unfulfilled,  frustrated 
half-person  because  I  have  never 
married.  I  see  myself  as  one 
who  can  look  to  the  future  with 
anticipation  and  excitement. 

Who  knows  what  tomorrow 
will  bring? 

Whatever  happens,  I  have 
found  completion  in  Christ. 
One  is  not  a  fraction.  D 
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Lamar  Vest,  Assistant  General  Director  of  Youth 
and  Christian  Education 

\ y 

A  COMMITMENT  TO  MISSIONS 

"Go  ye  into  all  the  world"  (Mark  16:15)  is  the  missions  mandate  of  the  Master. 
We  may  ignore  it,  but  we  cannot  evade  it. 

The  General  Department  of  Youth  and  Christian  Education  is  committed  to  the 
proposition  that  young  people  should  and  must  be  involved  in  the  carrying  out  of 
our  Lord's  mandate.  YWEA  and  STEP  are  visible  outgrowths  of  that  commitment. 

Several  books  have  been  produced  by  the  department  to  help  you  understand 
God's  world  missions  plan  and  to  become  involved  in  it.  Marcus  V.  Hand,  YWEA 
coordinator,  has  just  completed  another  in  the  series.  It  is  an  exciting  biography  on 
missionary  Lovell  Cary,  entitled  /  Saw  a  Vision.  You  need  to  read  it.  It  will  provide 
you  with  keen  insight  into  God's  method  and  model  for  missionary  service. 

I  challenge  you  to  become  personally  involved  in  the  fulfilling  of  God's  world 
missions  mandate  by  subscribing  to  the  following  missions  code: 

PEACEMAKERS  MISSIONS  CODE 

I  Will: 

HELP  promote  God's  world  missions  plan — reaching  the  lost  with  the  gospel 

and  establishing  new  converts. 
APPLY  myself   as   an   intercessory   foreign   missionary— praying   daily   for 

missionaries  and  specific  mission  fields. 
PLEDGE  myself  to  the  missions  commission — supporting  world  missions 

activities  and  influencing  others  to  do  likewise. 
SURRENDER  my  time  for  the  cause  of  missions— writing  missionaries  and 

organizing  missions  projects. 
SACRIFICE  to  help  support  missions — personally  giving,  working,  and  sup- 
porting all  phases  of  God's  world  missions  work. 


Signed 


Keep  the  Son  shining! 


WHAT  ISN'T  THERE 

(Continued  from  page  19) 


Pam  nodded  and  waved  as  Lupe  shut  the  car  door. 
"Ah,  Pam,  I  was  wondering.  .  .  ." 

"Yes?" 

"Would  you  like  to  come  over  some  day  after  Bible 
Club?  We  could  have  some  real  Texan  tacos." 

Pam  smiled.  "I'd  like  that." 

"And  call  me  Lupe,  would  you?" 

"Sure.  See  you  next  week  at  Bible  Club?" 

"I'll  be  there,"  Lupe  promised. 

Maybe  Mama  would  like  to  hear  about  Pam,  Lupe 
thought.  She  walked  toward  the  front  door.   □ 
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MODELS 
APTISMAL  POOLS 


Glasstectrp.a  box  910 

^-,.  Roswell.Ga.,30077 


GOSPEL  TENTS 

For    Sale 

Nashville  Tent  &   Awning 

Co. 

615   20th   Ave., 

N. 

Nashville,   Tennessee 

37203 

Write    for    Price 

New  Testament 

on  Cassette 


Satisfaction 

Guaranteed 

or  Full  Refund 

Quick  Delivery 

■  hw  [Jaus 


Send  %2  00  lor 
Tape  w    samples 

Tapes^^Bjgg  0(  all  6  offe 

Guaranteed 

New  International  Version $34.95 

The  Living  Bible 

music  and  sound  effects $34.95 

King  James  Version 

with  or  without  music $24.95 

The  New  American  Standard    ....  $39.95 

Revised  Standard    $34.95 

The  Living  Christ 

8  hr.  dramatized  musical  biography 

of  Jesus"  life   $29.95 

Send   To 

World 
Bible 
Society 

P.O.  Box  495w 
Brentwood,  TN  37027 

Or  Ccill  for  Same  Day  Service 
Phone  (bl5)  ;}7;M)33!i 
In  CANADA  add  10".. 
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1st  Place  Winners  CSta 


We  regret  that  photographs  for  the  following 
people  were  not  available.  We  heartily  congratu- 
late them  for  winning  first  place  in  the  1980  Teen 
Talent  Writing  Division  competition:  Valerie  Kola, 
SS— E.  Canada;  Lisa  Walters,  P— KY;  Susan 
Beyers,  P — Ml;  Karen  Pyatt,  P — MO;  Alicia  Arnold, 
SS— SC;  Bobby  West,  SS— VA;  Lynn  Javins, 
P— VA;  Pam  Marcum,  P— WV. 


P&S— AL 

SS  &  P— AZ 

SS— AR 

P— AR 

SS—  N.Cal.-Nev. 

P— N.Cal.-Nev. 

Tim  Hollls 

Kim  Stamper 

Teresa  Decanter 

Pauline  C.  Sturch 

Jennifer  Schroth 

Francle  Murphy 

P— FL 

A&E— Fl_ 

P— FL  (Cocoa) 

SS— N.  GA 

P— N.  GA 

A&E— N.  GA 

Kevin  Arrowood 

Lorl  Robert! 

Ella  M.  Johnson 

Lewis  Bell 

Dwayne  K.  Awtry 

Sandra  Holmes 
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P  &  A4E— OK 

P— PA 

A4E— PA 

P— SC 

A4E— SC 

SS— TN 

Tammy  Golden 

Erlck  C.  Flaig 

Mlchele  Colbert 

Donna  Clifton 

Pansy  D.  Byrd 

Elizabeth  Holloway 

P— TN 

A4E— TN 

P4S— TN 

SS— TX 

P— TX 

SS— VA 

Jonne  L.  Crick 

Fawnla  Taylor 

Ron  Duprau 

Karla  Berry 

Connie  Brlce 

Bobby  West 
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Call  of  the  Master 


FreeUtJeaiu 
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t  was  youth  camp  time 
in  Florida.  I  saw  a  group  of 
campers  huddled  to  one  side 
and  curiosity  caused  me  to  walk 
over. 

In  the  grass  were  two 
obviously  frightened  birds. 
They  flapped  their  wings.  But 
they  couldn't  get  off  the 
ground.  In  front  of  them  was  a 
slithering  snake  with 
paralyzing  eyes.  The  birds  were 
so  charmed  ...  so  fascinated 
while  at  the  same  time 
frightened  .   .   .  that  they 


by  Roreuc£  Prater 


weren't  able  to  break  away. 

I  watched  the  scene  in 
horror.  It  was  a  life-and-death 
struggle;  one  which,  in  all 
probability,  would  result  in  death 
for  at  least  one  of  the  birds. 

Finally,  a  minister  stepped 
forward  and  killed  the  snake. 

Only  then  did  the  birds  soar 
gracefully  off  into  the  sky. 
They  were  delivered.  Free. 
Happy  and  united  with  their 
family  once  again. 

In  just  such  fashion  and 


with  similarly  hypnotic 
enticements,  Satan  charms 
young  and  old  in  today's  world. 

Jesus  sets  us  free!  He 
breaks  the  bonds! 

When  we  call  upon  God 
with  a  broken  and  contrite  heart, 
sin's  power  is  broken.  The 
spell  vanishes.  Our  spirit  soars 
heavenward  in  faith  and  we 
live  free  in  Christ  our  Lord.  □ 

"If  the  Son  therefore  shall 
make  you  free,  ye  shall  be 
free  indeed"  (John  8:36). 
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Editorial   Ho^t  e.  stone 


Action  or 
Reaction 


We  are  often  pleasantly 
surprised  to  see  what  a  difference  our  attitude  makes/' 

Which  word  describes  you? 

Some  people  act.  Others 
react.  Most  of  us  probably  do 
some  of  both,  depending  on 
circumstances,  our  mood,  or 
perhaps  the  state  of  our 
physical  health. 

The  point  worth  considering, 
of  course,  is  whether  we  have  a 
choice. 

Psychology,  experience,  the 
words  of  Jesus — all  agree  that 
we  choose  either  to  act  or  react. 
We  determine  consciously  or 
unconsciously  those  character 
traits  which  make  us  active  or 
passive.  Men  and  women  of 
action.  Or  reaction. 

Example.  Something 
unexpected  happens. 
Something  bad.  We  are  likely  to 
react  in  certain  predictable 
ways:  ways  which  are 
predictable  in  terms  of  those 
who  know  us  best,  although  we 
may  not  have  thought  about 
them  ourselves.  Some  of  us 
explode.  Some  cry.  Or  pout. 
Kick   Throw  things.  Some  sink 
into  depression.  Give  up  and 
quit. 

The  reactions  are  even 
more  difficult  to  diagnose  and 
control  if  people  cause  them 
rather  than  things. 

Against  people  we  aim 
bitterness,  hatred,  envy,  and 

A  Church  of  God  Youth  Publication 


jealousy.  Often  without  rhyme 
or  reason.  We  react 
mechanically — certainly  without 
thought — and  in  accordance 
with  patterns  established 
over  many  years. 

It  doesn't  have  to  be  this 
way. 

While  not  easy,  it  is 
possible  for  us  to  change. 

The  change  will  have  to 
begin  inside,  with  conscious, 
willful  attention  to  the  problem. 

Look  again  at  the  example: 
something  unexpected 
happens. 

Wait.  Cool  it.  Think.  Resist 
the  instinctive  reaction.  Say  no 
to  the  normal  pattern,  at  least 
long  enough  to  consider  the 
options. 

What  positive  action  can  we 
take? 


If  we  deal  with  outside 
circumstances,  such  as  with 
oversleeping,  torn  shirt  or 
blouse,  or  a  rain  storm,  then 
there's  nothing  we  can  do  to 
change  the  circumstance  itself. 
If  we  cannot  change  it,  then 
there's  no  need  worrying  .  .  . 
or  being  angry  ...  or  fretting 
...  or  being  depressed. 

The  same  may  be  true  of 
people,  but  not  always. 
People  can  be  changed.  Often, 
positive  action  will  result  in 
reversal  of  opinion  or  in  some 
compromise  that  is  desirable. 

Even  where  circumstances  are 
fixed  and  people  are 
intractable,  we  are  often 
pleasantly  surprised  to  see 
what  a  difference  our  own 
attitudes  make.  It's  a 
difference  of  inner  peace,  inner 
calm,  inner  satisfaction:  a 
difference  which  well  may  draw 
the  line  between  childishness 
and  maturity. 

"Be  not  overcome  of  evil," 
Paul  said,  "but  overcome  evil 
with  good"  (Romans  12:21). 

That's  action.  Faith.  The 
attitude  of  a  winner.  For  a 
winner  you  are.  In  Christ. 


oC. ^— 
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BIRTHDAY 
SUNDAY 

OCTOBER  5, 1980 


Sunday  School 

j.  i  Bicentennial 

^bicentennial  celebration)  celebration 

1980 

Happy  200th 
Birthday 

Birthday  Sunday,  October  5,  is  the  capstone  of  the  Bicentennial 
Celebration.  It  is  the  grand  finale  of  the  "Year  of  the  Sunday 
School"  emphasis.  It  is  history  in  the  making.  Birthday  celebrations 
are  joyful  occasions  and  many  Church  of  God  Sunday  Schools  will 
sponsor  gigantic  birthday  parties,  complete  with  cake,  an  old- 
fashioned  church  picnic  and  the  presentation  of  gifts  and  attendance 
certificates.  Encourage  every  person  in  your  community  to  join  the 
festivities  and  attend  Sunday  school  on  its  200th  birthday. 


PENTECOSTAL  BsEARC 
LEE  COlfe  LIBR 
CLEVELAfl  TENNE 
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This  Issue 


Trivia. 

It  occupies  so  much  of  our 
time. 

Yet  there  are  great  issues 
to  be  confronted  .  .  .  vital 
questions  to  be  asked  .  .  . 
noble  truths  to  search  out. 

It  seems  to  be  generally 
assumed  that  young  people  tend 
more  toward  frivolity  than  their 
elders  (an  assumption  which 
may  not  be  correct)  and  that, 
subsequently,  they  listen  less 
attentively  to  those  larger  and 
grander  challenges  of  the 
church. 

For  example,  world 
evangelization. 

Maybe  the  young  people  who 
signed  up  for  this  past 
summer's  STEP  teams  to 
Europe,  Brazil,  and  Guatemala 
were  exceptional,  perhaps  they 
were  not  altogether 
representative  of  Church  of  God 
youth  in  general  (another 
assumption  which  I  doubt)  but 
they  conducted  themselves  in 
such  manner,  and  they 
responded  so  fully  to  the 
world  evangelization  concept  that 
I  must  note  again  how  easily 
we  underestimate  our  youth. 

There  is  today,  within  our 
churches,  a  new  breed  of  young 
men  and  women.  Intelligent. 
Knowledgeable.  Intent  on  making 
their  lives  count.  Theirs  is  a 
deep,  inner  desire  to  be 
involved. 

STEP  is  but  one  program 
which  encourages  them  to  do 
just  that. 

We  need  more.  □ 
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5TEP 

jmmer  Training 

nd  Evangelism 

Partners 


STEP  coordinator,  Reverend  Marcus  Hand 


STEP  team  members  set  out  on  their  Emmaeus  walk,  led  by  European  Bible  Seminary 
President  Heinrich  Scherz. 

STEP. 

That's  an  acronym  for  Summer  Training  and  Evangelism  Partners. 
The  last  letter  used  to  mean  program — when  the  project  was  first 
launched — but  partners  makes  the  concept  more  human;  and  the  value 
of  STEP  lies  precisely  in  this  element  of  the  personal  touch. 

STEP  is  a  youth  missions  program.  Brainchild  of  the  General  Youth 
and  Christian  Education  Department,  it  developed  as  a  parallel  to  Youth 
World  Evangelism  Appeal  (YWEA)  and  it  moves  forward  under  stimulus 
of  one  major  truth:  Church  of  God  youth  not  only  need  to  be  taught 
missions  stewardship,  but  they  also  need  to  be  exposed  to  and  challenged 
by  the  social,  cultural,  and  spiritual  differences  between  us  and  most 
other  countries  of  our  world. 

World  evangelization  yet  remains  the  goal  of  God's  church  on  earth. 
Most  often  we  express  this  goal  in  terms  of  the  word  missions.  Properly 
defined,  that's  a  perfectly  good  word;  but  too  often  it  conjures  up  images 
of  grass  huts  and  jungle  trails — not  an  accurate  portrayal  in  terms  of 
developing  third  world  nations,  much  less  in  terms  of  most  modern 
countries — and  it  sometimes  confuses  the  young. 

STEP  is  designed  to  orient  a  certain  number  of  especially  selected 
young  people  into  the  real  world  of  modern  missions.  Last  year  approxi- 
mately forty  young  men  and  women  participated  in  a  tour  of  the 
Caribbean.  This  year  STEP  fielded  three  separate  team  tours,  seventy- 
seven  youth  in  all,  sending  them  to  Europe,  Brazil,  and  Central 
America.  There  will  be  at  least  four  teams  next  year;  and,  conceivably,  a 
future  summer  when  a  thousand  or  more  young  people  will  be  exposed 
to  world  evangelization  concepts  through  STEP. 

It's  a  program  with  tremendous  potential.  STEP  is  in  the  middle  of 
our  church's  renewed  emphasis  on  "internationalization  of  the  church." 
Better  still,  since  each  participant  must  either  raise  money  or  pay  his 
own  expenses,  the  program  is  self-perpetuating  and  it  attracts  only  those 
truly  interested  in  winning  the  lost  for  Christ. 

Marcus  Hand,  formerly  with  the  World  Missions  Department,  serves 
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as  coordinator  for  both  YWEA  and 
STEP.  His  heart  is  in  the  project, 
he  loves  young  people,  believes  in 
them,  and  is  at  the  same  time 
patient  enough  and  well  traveled 
enough  to  be  an  ideal  host. 

STEP  is  a  cross-cultural  experi- 
ence. It  exposes  young  people  to 
language  barriers,  to  different  so- 
cial values,  to  the  need  for  dedica- 
tion and  extensive  training.  It  is 
more  than  touring,  in  that  the  teams 
spend  a  week  in  extensive  training 
prior  to  departure,  and  it  veers 
neither  right  nor  left  of  the  Great 
Commission  concept  of  the  New 
Testament. 

Do  young  people  in  today's  world 
care?  Do  they  really  grasp  the 
significance  of  all  that  is  implied  in 
the  concept  of  world  evangelization? 

Amazingly,  yes! 

Those  of  us  who  have  witnessed 
what  STEP  can  do  for  a  young  life 
.  .  .  and  those  churches  who  have 
generously  sponsored  their  candi- 
dates .  .  .  have  no  doubt  about 
that! 

Perhaps,  through  the  following 
articles,  you  too  will  be  able  to 
grasp  some  of  STEP's  power  and 
potential. 

You  may  even  wish  to  make 
plans  for  next  summer's  tour  of 
duty.  □ 


Europe 

by  HOYT  E.  STONE 


The  European 
team  first  diifc 
its  own  personality 
it  boarded  a  Til 
bus  in  Cleveland^ 
nessee,  8  p.m.,  Tr.| 
June  19,  1980. 

Although  the  young  people  had  already  been  in  CI I 
for  the  better  part  of  a  week,  and  although  they  had  a 
systematically  through  an  extensive  training  and  ori«l 
program,  it  was  the  bus  which  separated  the  Europe  tea 
those  going  to  Brazil  and  Guatemala — the  bus  which  el 
twenty-eight  separate  individuals,  which  forced  theL 
that  closer  family  relationship  that  would  permit  t)i 
live  together  during  the  next  three  weeks. 

Bus  to  New  York,  plane  to  Frankfurt,  bus  to  Rud( 


Brazil 


by  LARRY  L.  BENZ 

\A/  elcome  STEP!" 

ww  The  banner  stretched  a 
the  balcony  of  the  airport  .  .  .1 
welcoming  twenty -two  STEP  team  members  to  Brasil, 
ture-book  capital  of  Brazil. 

Behind  the  banner  several  young  people,  laypersoi, 
ministers  stood  waving  and  smiling  as  we  walked  frjt 
plane  to  the  air  terminal.  After  forty-two  hours  anl 
traveling  about  seven  thousand  miles,  we  had  reachp 
destination. 

A  reception  was  held  at  the  Planopolito  (YWEA)  I 
Saturday  evening,  June  21.  Pastors  and  members  frci 
eral  area  churches  were  in  attendance.  God  bless  I 
anointed  the  STEP  team  as  they  sang  and  testified  : 


Guatemala 


by  PAUL  DUNCAN 


Land   of  eternal   spring,    where   color   was   born. 
Guatemala. 

Picturesque  mountains  and  lakes,  colorful  people, 
dents  of  the  ancient  Mayan  Indians  and  Spanish  cc 
adors,  the  lilting,  melodious  names  of  towns  and  villagf 
as  Quezaltenango,  Chichicastenango,  Huehuetenangj 
Ixtahuacan — such  was  the  setting  for  twenty  STEP  mi 
who  recently  spent  eighteen  days  in  Central  America) 

From  an  opening  youth  explosion  in  Quezaltenan^ 
trict  where  six  hundred  attended,  to  street  witnessing  ij 
and  towns  of  western  Guatemala,  to  the  final  servic 
modern   church   in   Guatemala   City,    the    STEP   tear 
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inany — thirty-five  hours  later  they 
Je  from  the  cocoon  of  that  little  world 
listretched  within  the  more  spacious  fa- 
tes of  the  European  Bible  Seminary, 
lident  Heinrich  Scherz  welcomed  them, 
Idiem,  spared  them  all  unnecessary  rit- 
land  put  them  to  bed. 
Host  of  the  team  slept  two  shifts.  They 
<3red  for  breakfast  Sunday  morning, 
|  and  well.  Amazingly  enough,  team 
•ibers  knew  a  lot  about  each  other. 
Vidual  portraits  were  already  outlined: 
«  would  be  added  the  color  and  the 
tl  of  personality. 

le    team's     first     assignment — Sunday 
ing    worship    at    four    area    churches. 

Continued  on  page  6 


European  STEP  team  poses  on  steps  and  balcony  of  E.B.S. 
just  before  going  to  Saturday's  youth  rally. 


ing  service.  Popcorn  was  served  after- 
1s  around  a  fire  outside  the  church. 
p  Sunday,  June  22,  the  STEP  team  di- 
ll into  two  groups  to  worship  at  two 
,  churches — Guara  I  and  Ceilandia. 
iring  the  afternoon  a  service  was  held 
park  in  Taguatinga.  When  we  arrived 
pk  group  was  performing.  They  chal- 
?d  us  to  invade  their  territory  and  we 
pted.  The  STEP  team  used  their 
d  equipment  to  sing  and  preach  the 
el. 

e  then  walked  to  the  Church  of  God  in 

latinga  and  prepared  for  the  evening 

ice.    The    church    was    packed.    God's 

Continued  on  page  8 


Banner  over  street  in  front  of  the  Church  of  God  in  San  Luis  de  Monte  Belo,  Brazil. 


agh  a  life-changing,  cross-cultural  ad- 
ure  which  isn't  likely  to  be  forgotten, 
ithy  Mullins  expressed  it  this  way: 
vision  of  God's  kingdom  has  been  ex- 
led;  I  know  I  am  called  to  missions — 
P  has  been  a  giant  step  in  God's  work- 
jut  His  plan  for  my  life." 
xteen-year-old  Kim  Lovejoy  empha- 
1  the  changes  in  her  attitude.  "I've 
led  to  be  more  accepting  of  situations 
circumstances  over  which  I  have  little 
3  control.  STEP  has  helped  me  to  look 
md  cultural  differences,  to  look  beyond 
Tty  and  standards  of  living,  and  to  see 
'le  as  my  brothers  and  sisters  in  the 
1." 
evin    Price    of    Portsmouth,     Ohio, 

Continued  on  page  10 


Guatemala  STEP  team  members  who  recently  spent  eighteen  days  in  Central  America. 
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This  involved  singing,  testimonies,  a  message,  followed 
by  a  Sunday  noon  meal  in  German  homes.  This  also 
meant  splitting  into  four  groups,  according  to  talents 
rather  than  friendships.  The  singling  out  of  singers, 
piano  players,  and  those  bold  enough  to  attempt  a 
personal  testimony  through  an  interpreter.  Also,  since 
the  team  was  assigned  by  ones  and  twos  to  local 
families  for  lunch,  some  of  whom  neither  spoke  nor 
understood  English,  it  meant  the  first  real  cultural 
challenge  and  it  was,  to  say  the  least,  a  time  for 
courage. 

Rudersberg,  Germany,  where  the  European  Bible 
Seminary  is  now  located,  is  in  the  heart  of  what  one 
might  call  Herman  Lauster  territory.  Those  wonderful 
German  families  at  Krehwinkel,  Winnenden,  Weiler 
and  Allmersbach — perhaps  accustomed  to  entertaining 
speechless,  nervous  foreigners,  since  the  school  serves 
the  entire  European  community — welcomed  the  team 
with  such  warmth  and  fellowship  that  most  team 
members  finished  the  day  thinking  they  had  discovered 
a  bit  of  paradise. 

Perhaps  it  was  the  warmth  of  that  first  welcome, 
contrasted  with  the  aloof  coolness  of  the  average 
German  on  the  street,  that  brought  the  team  to  a 
rude  awakening.  Germany  isn't  paradise.  The  people 


aren't  by  nature  open  and  receptive  to  every  smile 
and  to  every  American  who  walks  down  the  street. 
They  wish  no  pity:  accept  no  condescension. 

Germans  work  hard.  They  despise  waste.  In  three 
and  a  half  decades,  they  have  rebuilt  their  war-torn 
nation  into  a  tower  of  economic  and  industrial  strength. 
Their  standard  of  living  is  equal  to  any  on  earth  and 
their  religious  heritage  is  deep  and  family  oriented. 
Most  Germans  have  formal  attachment  either  to 
Catholicism  or  Lutheranism.  They  support  these  state 
churches  through  a  tax  tithe.  Steeples  and  lovely 
cathedrals  dominate  the  skyline  of  every  village. 
Nonetheless,  it  is  estimated  that  96  percent  of  the 
German  population  never  goes  to  church. 

It  was  this  enigma — the  problem  of  reaching  a 
people  proudly  religious  and  at  the  same  time  coldly 
cynical — that  would  loom  time  and  again  before  the 
European  STEP  team  during  the  next  two  weeks.  As 
typical  Americans,  with  typical  confidence,  one  could 
watch  them  go  boldly  forward  .  .  .  watch  the  impact 
of  rejection  .  .  .  the  surfacing  of  cultural  and  language 
barriers  .  .  .  followed  by  the  inner  grace  and  the  deep 
spiritual  commitment  required  to  go  forth  and  try 
once  more. 

But  try  they  did.  Time  and  again.  And  in  the 
trying  the  team  learned  humility,  they  learned  the 
power  of  a  song,  the  influence  of  a  smile.  They 
learned  that  the  living  Christ  within  them  could  make 
Himself  known  in  spite  of  all  barriers;  and  that, 
whereas  progress  might  be  slow,  the  Spirit  will  yet 
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pierce  the  toughest  shell. 

In  addition  to  local  German  churches,  the  team 
sang  at  the  plaza  in  Stuttgart.  In  Rommelshausen  the 
girls  passed  out  tracts  while  the  boys  helped  pitch  a 
tent  in  preparation  for  a  revival  crusade.  They  sang 
at  the  Protestant  Cathedral  in  Worms.  In  Colmar, 
France.  At  a  youth  rally  in  Munster,  France. 

They  listened  raptly  as  Sister  Lydia  Lauster  de- 
scribed those  early  years  of  ministry,  and  of  how  God 
led  and  protected  Herman  during  the  Nazi  years. 

In  Balingen  the  team  sang  and  testified  in  the  city 
square,  afterwards  giving  out  tracts  and  witnessing  to 
the  saving  grace  of  Jesus  Christ. 

Nor  was  the  European  mission  all  work.  A  chief 
aim  of  STEP  is  orientation  into  different  cultures  and 
it  so  happens  that  most  United  States  values  have 
their  roots  in  Europe. 

Protestantism — what  better  place  to  discuss  this 
subject  than  in  Worms  where  Martin  Luther  made  his 
bold  stand  or  in  Speyer  where  German  nobles  protested 
their  loss  of  religious  freedom.  European  Bible  Semi- 
nary professor,  Ridley  Usserwood,  was  guide  and 
lecturer. 

Geography — bridges  over  the  Rhine  River,  cruising 
up  the  Neckar,  German  castles  dating  back  to  the 
thirteenth  century,  remnants  of  old  Roman  roads, 
vineyards,  orchards  and  garden  plots  where  husbands 
and  wives  tend  inheritances  that  have  come  down 
through  many  generations. 


Democracy — German,  French,  and  Austrian  ver- 
sions but  also  Switzerland  and  tiny  Liechtenstein. 

Politics — where  it  comes  from  more  than  where  it's 
going.  How  the  average  European  views  the  United 
States,  Jimmy  Carter,  present  United  States  foreign 
policy,  the  USSR.  These  concepts  took  on  substance 
against  the  gloomy  backdrop  of  Dachau  and  before 
the  reality  of  East  Germany.  The  team  rode  an  East 
German  train  into  Stuttgart  one  day  and  on  board 
was  an  elderly  couple  coming  for  a  visit.  Communist 
leaders  permit  the  elderly  certain  visiting  privileges 
denied  younger  citizens. 

Then,  too,  there  were  the  servicemen's  centers: 
islands  of  United  States  culture  and  back-home  slang 
and  attitudes  which  were  like  oases.  The  team  made 
it's  last  stop  in  Frankfurt  where  David  Vanoy  serves 
as  director  of  the  center. 

Sunday  school  began  at  4:30  p.m.  Service  followed. 
Obviously,  the  young  people  felt  at  home,  relieved  to 
speak  without  the  necessity  of  an  interpreter,  and 
happy  to  be  singing  for  the  Lord. 

The  servicemen's  center  fed  the  team,  housed  them, 
transported  them  to  the  airport  next  morning. 

An  eight-hour  flight  to  New  York  .  .  .  customs  and 
three  hours  in  John  F.  Kennedy  Airport  .  .  .  charter 
bus  back  to  Cleveland  .  .  .  tears  .  .  .  goodbyes  .  .  . 
promises  never  to  forget,  always  to  stay  in  touch,  to 
write  often — European  STEP  was  over.  □ 
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PHOTOS  TOP:  ...  A  McDonalds  in  the  middle  of  Stuttgart 

Singing  and  witnessing  for  Christ  at  the  Plaza. 

STEP  team  overlooking  the  Neckar  River  Valley. 

Railroad  station  in  Stuttgart. 

STEP  team  members  singing  at  revival  crusade. 

BOTTOM:  STEP  coordinator  Marcus  Hand  tries  his  muscles 

on  a  sledge  hammer  during  the  pitching  of  a  tent. 

David  Manley  giving  testimony  during  youth  rally, 

his  interpreter  an  English  nurse.  French  countryside 

with  vineyards  on  the  hills  beyond  village. 

Team  poses  In  the  Protestant  Cathedral  of  Worms, 

just  prior  to  singing.  Tent  revival. 


Spirit  ministered  effectively  and  several  souls  were 
gloriously  saved. 

Monday,  June  23,  was  a  much  needed  day  of  rest. 
During  the  afternoon  we  went  shopping.  That  evening 
we  traveled  to  nearby  Sobradinho  and  ate  supper  in 
the  mayor's  office. 

Service  began  shortly  after  8  p.m.  The  local  youth 
sang  beautifully,  followed  by  a  group  of  children  who 
stirred  our  hearts  with  lovely  melodies.  God  blessed 
and  several  souls  were  cleansed  by  the  saving  blood 
of  Jesus  Christ. 

Tuesday  morning  we  toured  Brasilia  and  saw  first- 
hand the  shaping  of  this  modern  city  of  500,000. 
Twenty-five  years  ago  this  national  capital  was  only  a 
presidential  candidate's  dream. 

During  the  afternoon  we  were  treated  to  a  churrasco 
(barbeque  beeD  unlike  any  tasted  before.  It  was 
delicious.  That  evening  young  people  gathered  in  a 
local  pizzaria  for  a  party. 

We  had  a  time  of  fellowship  and  ate  banana  pizza 
for  the  first  time.  STEP  members  expressed  different 
opinions  on  that. 

Wednesday  morning,  June  25,  we  went  witnessing 
at  the  local  bus  station,  a  major  point  for  both 
intercity  and  inner-city  travelers.  Some  STEP  mem- 
bers boarded  buses  and  gave  tracts  to  passengers  as 
they  traveled  throughout  Brasilia.  Others  gave  tracts 
on  city  streets.  Some  people  came  up  and  asked  for  a 
tract,  eager  to  receive  our  message. 

On  Wednesday  afternoon  we  visited  the  National 
Congress  of  Brazil.  Out  of  480  congressmen,  seven 
are  Evangelical.  One  of  these  served  as  our  host. 

Wednesday  evening  our  STEP  team  divided  into 
three  groups  and  worshiped  in  three  churches — 
Planaltina,  Gama,  and  Nucleo  Bandeirante.  The  Holy 
Spirit  blessed  in  each  service  and  a  number  of  souls 
were  saved. 

By  Thursday,  June  26,  most  STEP  members  had 
exhausted  their  supply  of  clean  clothing.  Three  young 
ladies  accompanied  our  laundry  to  a  Church  of  God 
home  where  there  was  a  washing  machine  and  spent 
several  hours  washing  about  half  the  clothes  by  hand. 

Thursday  afternoon  we  went  to  the  home  of  a 
Church  of  God  family  and  ate  ice  cream  to  our  heart's 
content. 

That  evening  a  thanksgiving  service  was  held  at 


Planopolito.  Special  recognition  was  given  to  those 
who  had  worked  so  hard  during  the  week  to  provide 
for  our  needs.  God  blessed  mightily  and  souls  responded 
to  the  move  of  the  Holy  Spirit. 

Following  the  service  we  bade  a  tearful  farewell  to 
our  brothers  and  sisters  in  Christ,  consoled  in  the 
knowledge  we  would  see  many  of  them  next  week  at 
the  regional  convention  in  Goiania. 

Early  Friday  morning  two  STEP  groups  rode  the 
bus  to  Goiania;  the  third  group  traveled  by  van  to  the 
interior  village  of  Ipameri. 

In  Goiania  we  were  met  by  several  Church  of  God 
youth.  Following  lunch  two  smaller  groups  parted 
separately  by  bus  to  the  interior  villages  of  Santa 
Helena  and  San  Luis  de  Monte  Belo. 

Although  they  were  in  smaller  groups  located  many 
miles  apart,  the  Holy  Spirit  continued  to  use  the 
STEP  team.  Throughout  the  weekend  churches  were 
packed  as  hungry  souls  came  to  worship  God.  In 
addition  to  regular  church  services  the  STEP  mem- 
bers ministered  in  a  jail  service,  at  a  barbeque  on  a 
ranch,  and  in  an  outdoor  service. 

On  Monday,  June  30,  the  three  groups  were  reunited 
in  Goiania,  staying  at  the  Bible  institute  where  we 
were  treated  like  kings  and  queens  by  students  and 
faculty.  That  evening  about  two  hundred  young  peo- 
ple met  at  a  churrascaria  for  a  pizza  party.  Various 
singing  groups  ministered  in  song,  including  the  STEP 
team. 

On  Tuesday  a  few  of  us  traveled  to  a  local  newspa- 
per and  met  the  editor  and  publisher.  We  were  told 
they  would  give  news  coverage  to  our  activities  in  the 
regional  convention  that  weekend. 

That  evening  we  divided  into  two  teams  and 
worshiped  in  the  Parque  Amozonas  and  University 
Church  of  God.  The  Lord  gave  us  two  great  services. 
We  also  visited  the  site  where  a  Church  of  God  youth 
camp  is  to  be  built,  praying  that  God  will  use  that  site 
to  touch  many  lives  for  His  service. 

On  Thursday  night,  July  3,  the  regional  convention 
opened  and  friendships  made  during  the  previous  two 
weeks  were  renewed.  The  convention  continued  through 
Sunday,  July  6,  with  the  STEP  team  ministering  in 
the  evening  services  through  Saturday  night. 

During  our  final  service  on  July  5  we  were  individ- 
ually recognized  and  honored  for  our  ministry  in 
Brazil.  STEP  members  sang  and  the  Holy  Spirit 
moved  throughout  the  congregation  as  the  presence  of 
God  filled  the  auditorium.  Hundreds  of  young  people 
joined  hands,  forming  a  circle  around  the  auditorium, 
and  praying  for  God  to  use  them  as  witnesses  of  His 
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saving  power. 

On  Sunday,  July  6,  we  bade  a  tearful  farewell  to 
our  Christian  brothers  and  sisters  in  Brazil.  We  looked 
forward  to  returning  home  but  still  felt  a  tinge  of 
regret  that  we  couldn't  stay  longer. 


are  yet  united  in  love  by  the  Holy  Spirit.  We  will  not 
forget  the  Church  of  God  in  Brazil  but  will  pray  daily 
for  our  fellow  believers.  We  praise  God  for  work  done 
through  each  STEP  team  member  in  Brazil,  and  we 
thank  God   for   what  He   is  doing  among  Church   of 


Although  now  thousands  of  miles  from  Brazil,  we      God  members  and  friends  in  that  nation.  [ 


ITOS  TOP  TO  BOTTOM:  (L.  to  R.)  The  San  Luis  de 

Monte  Belo  Church  of  God.  Church  of  God  Bible 

itute,  Goiania,  Goias.  A  group  of  Brazilian  children 

lging  at  the  Planopolito.  Students  at  Bible  Institute 

ilania,  Goias.  Student  at  Bible  Institute.  Please!  We 

»ould  like  to  have  more  pizza.  Brazilian  STEP  team 

/isits  home  for  drug  rehabilitation.  Lunch  at  a  cafe 

across  the  street  from  the  bus  station  in  Goiania, 

olas.  John  Hays  from  Hamer,  S.  C,  catching  a  few 

winks  on  bus.  Home  again!  Time  to  say  goodby. 
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summed  up  his  feelings  by  saying,  "God  has  taught 
me  the  importance  of  listening  and  loving  and  having 
compassion  for  others." 

For  Andrea  Jackson,  Guatemala  was  a  time  for 
listening  to  what  God  was  saying  to  her.  "God  has 
given  me  answers  and  directions  for  some  very  impor- 
tant questions  in  my  life.  More  than  ever  I'm  sure  of 
the  call  of  missions.  I  know  God  is  leading  me." 

Here  are  a  few  of  the  activities. 

For  the  Guatemala  team,  STEP  meant  street  ser- 
vices in  the  plazas  of  Indian  villages.  It  was  seeing 
stares  of  antagonism  and  bewilderment  melt  into 
receptive  attention  as  the  Holy  Spirit  used  singing 
and  testifying  to  communicate  His  love  and  compas- 
sion. 

STEP  was  sharing  the  good  news  of  Jesus  Christ  in 


English,  hearing  it  translated  into  Spanish,  then  into 
Quiche,  so  that  all  could  understand.  It  was  celebrat- 
ing the  joy  of  the  Lord  with  hundreds  of  Church  of 
God  youth.  Playing  games  together.  Sharing  the  uni- 
versal language  of  laughter  and  music. 

STEP  was  hard  work.  Painting  a  Bible  school. 
Digging  and  hauling  dirt  for  construction  of  a  new 
church.  Seeing  firsthand  an  American  missionary  fam- 
ily in  a  different  culture.  It  was  awareness  that  there 
is  little  glamour  in  such  a  calling;  but  sensing  a  deep 
satisfaction  in  obeying  God's  call. 

STEP  was  inspiring  discussion  with  the  Reverend 
Richard  Waldrop,  director  of  the  Bible  school,  about 
deeper  meanings  of  discipleship,  prayer,  and  ministry. 

It  was  taking  time  to  talk  with  a  lone  Indian 
woman,  walking  her  cow  down  a  narrow  path.  A 
woman  who  said,  "I  thought  I  could  not  be  a  Chris- 
tian because  I  could  not  read.  Thank  you  for  telling 
me  about  the  Bible  and  for  teaching  me  to  pray." 

It  was  market  day  for  the  Indians  of  Olintepeque. 
They  had  gathered  alongside  the  bank  of  a    gentle 
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river,  having  come  to  sell  or  trade  vegetables  and 
farm  animals.  The  team  sang  in  English,  then  Span- 
ish. People  listened  intently.  Several  Indians  con- 
fessed Jesus  Christ  as  Savior. 

Chuicaca,  a  remote  Indian  village.  It  was  here 
where  the  Church  of  God  in  Guatemala  began.  The 
road  leading  to  Chuicaca  is  so  rough  and  steep  that 
you  travel  it  only  on  mule,  donkey,  or  four-wheel- 
drive  vehicle.  However,  the  trip  was  well  worth  the 
hours  of  discomfort.  Upon  arriving,  we  were  greeted 
by  hundreds  of  Spirit-filled  Christians.  A  large 
Church  of  God  tabernacle  dominated  the  landscape 
and  the  Indian  people  of  Chuicaca  offered  gracious 
hospitality. 

After  the  cool  breezes  of  high  Guatemalan  moun- 
tains, the  team  journeyed  down  to  a  small  fishing 
village  on  the  Pacific  Ocean.  Local  Christians  took  the 
team  boating  down  a  jungle  river.  Amidst  mangrove 
trees  and  vines,  exotic  sounds  and  sights  of  the  rain 
forest,  we  felt  transported  back  into  a  more  primitive 
age.  Team  members  quenched  thirst  with  milk  from 


freshly  cut  coconuts.  Some  took  a  cool  swim  in  the 
surf  of  the  Pacific. 

The  National  Youth  Conference  was  a  special  high- 
light. Hundreds  of  young  people  from  all  over  the 
country  came  together  for  worship,  recreation,  fellow- 
ship, and  a  music  festival  in  which  the  American 
STEP  team  played  a  major  role. 

The  greatest  benefit,  perhaps,  was  a  sense  of  Chris- 
tian community  which  developed  among  team  mem- 
bers. A  close  bond  of  love  and  fellowship  grew  daily. 
Loyalty  and  concern  for  one  another  became  a  power- 
ful testimony  to  both  Christians  and  non-Christians. 

God  was  faithful.  From  potential  transportation 
problems  to  the  meeting  of  our  physical,  financial, 
and  spiritual  needs — He  worked  out  every  detail  of 
the  trip.  Faith  enlarged  as  time  and  again  we  saw  the 
hand  of  God  at  work  in  everyday  circumstances. 

Perhaps  seventeen-year-old  Regina  Black  summed 
it  up:  "STEP  has  changed  my  life.  It  has  brought  me 
out  of  my  shell  and  has  helped  me  grow  and  mature 
in  the  Lord.  I'll  never  again  be  the  same." 


Photos  (Opposite  page,  clockwise) —  Giant  pyramids. 
Roadside  picnic.  Music  helps.  In  the  sun.  Shade.  Rest  for 
the  weary  counselor.  (Above,  L.  to  R.)  Paul  Duncan  speaks. 
The  large  crowds.  Witnessing.  Ancient  temple  ruins. 
Indian  family.  (Left)  Autographs.  Praying. 
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The  idea  is  good.  The  goal  is  worthy.  The  plan  is 
simple.  Youth  need  revival. 
That  doesn't  mean  it  will  happen. 
Fact  is,  it's  altogether  likely  that  your  church 
will  go  through  the  motions  .  .   .  will  plan  and  promote  and 
fellowship  .  .  .  maybe  even  pray  a  little  ...  or  have 
some  good  services  .   .   .  and  yet  not  have  revival. 
It's  likely  unless  someone  like  you  wants  it  different. 
Let's  settle  one  issue  first.  Youth  need  revival.  That's  true. 
But  young  people  don't  need  revival  any  more  or  any  less 
than  other  constituents  of  our  church.  All  of  us  need  revival. 

What  should  be  stressed  is  that  youth  are  most  easily 
inspired,  most  easily  touched,  most  easily  organized  into  a 
cohesive,  single-minded  purpose;  and  young  people  thus 
represent  a  dynamic  potential  rather  than  a  neglected  group 
needing  some  attention. 

Youth  aren't  going  to  be  serious  about  revival  until  and 
unless  we  are  first  serious  in  seeking  their  assistance. 
Some  practical  suggestions: 

1.  Choose  youth  leaders  you  can  trust.  Expect  them  to 

be  solid,  not  perfect.  Live  with  the  realization  that  youth  are 
still  growing,  still  learning.  Their  value  system  may  be 
different,  as  will  some  emphases,  but  they  deserve  their 
opportunity  for  trying. 

2.  Ask  for  and  be  willing  to  follow  their  suggestions.  An 
honest  cooperation.  Not  a  "Well  .  .  .  yes,  that  sounds  good 
.  .  .  but.  .  .  ." 

3.  Emphasize  obedience  to  the  Holy  Spirit  and,  by  all 
means,  keep  yourself  sensitive  to  major  objectives.  Sometimes 
we  nostalgically  try  to  shape  today's  youth  into  the  image 

of  our  own  years  past  and  it  comes  as  a  surprise  to  find 
they're  more  interested  in  an  all-night  prayer  meeting  than 
an  ice  cream  supper.  Or  we  may  be  shocked  to  discover 
certain  elders  don't  trust  young  people  when  it  comes  to 
spiritual  matters.  They  fear  "wildfire"  or  "spiritual  excess." 

Side  with  your  young  people.  Give  them  public  support 
as  well  as  private  endorsement.  Let  parents  know  where  you 
stand.  What  is  often  viewed  as  spiritual  excess  is  nothing 
more  than  youthful  enthusiasm — most  attractive  of  attributes 
— and,  on  rare  occasions  where  real  problems  surface, 
prayer  and  a  little  private  counseling  will  easily  put  things 
into  perspective. 

October  15-19,   1980 — that's  when  your  church  has  an 
appointment  with  destiny.  That's  when  you  as  a  leader 
will  decide  either  to  have  another  promotion  or  to  make  a 
genuine  effort  for  revitalization  of  the  church  through 
revival. 

"Jesus  Christ,  Lord  of  all." 

He  truly  is!  □ 
by  HOYT  E.  STONE 
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Theme:      JESUS 

GHRIST 


bORO 
of  Abb 


\ 


Think  of  it!  Young  people  throughout  the  Church  of  God 
in  revival — simultaneously.  What  potential! 
What  a  witness!  What  victory! 

This  special  Youth  Emphasis  Week  is  designed  to 

•  Emphasize  the  Lordship  of  Jesus  Christ 

•  Renew  faith  and  deepen  personal  convictions 

•  Provide  opportunities  for  evangelistic  outreach 

•  Give  prominence  to  the  Holy  Spirit  in  daily  life 

•  Place  emphasis  on  water  baptism,  communion,  and 
church  membership 


October  1980 


Sun       Mon     Tues     Wed     Thur     Fri         Sat 


1 

2 

3 

4 

5 

6 

7 

8 

9 

10 

11 

12 

13 

14 

15 

16 

17 

18 

19 

20  21 

22 

23 

24 

25 

26  27  28  29  30  31 

See  the  1980-81  Church  of  God  Ministries  Planning  Guide 
for  fall  program  information.  Lead  your  youth  to  revival! 

Sponsored  by  Church  of  God  Department  of  Youth  and  Christian  Education 
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PHOTOS  (Top  to  Bottom):  Marcus  Hand  and  Helnrlch  take  a  close  look  at  boundary  marker.  The 
Krehwlnkel  church.  Pause  tor  rest  within  the  dark  wood  where  roadside  logs  have  been  prepared  for 
the  sawmill.  German  countryside  seen  from  ridge  between  Rudersberg  and  Krehwlnkel.  Cemetery  where 
Herman  Lauster  Is  burled,  just  above  Krehwlnkel. 


It's    8:30   a.m.,    on   Thursday, 
when    the    European    STEP 
team    sets    forth    on    what    is 
referred  to  as  its  Emmaeus  walk. 

Beneath  blue  sky  and  a  rising 
sun  not  yet  warm,  twenty-eight 
team  members  and  seven  counse- 
lors string  out  across  the  meadow, 
in  pairs,  and  work  their  way  up 
through  apple  orchards  and  tall 
grass  toward  the  mountain  ridge. 

14 


European  Bible  Seminary  presi- 
dent Heinrich  Scherz  leads  the  way, 
his  gray  coat,  knickers,  checkered 


socks,  and  mountain  shoes  in  stark 
contrast  to  street  slippers,  sandals 
and  wedge  heels  worn  by  some 
STEP  members  even  though  all 
have  been  warned  to  dress  for 
walking.  Most  STEP  members  wear 
blue  jackets.  Most  carry  cameras 
and  umbrellas. 

From  atop  the  ridge,  looking  back, 
you  see  Rudersberg  with  its  tightly 
clustered  houses  of  white  stucco 
and  red  tile  roofs.  The  three-story 
seminary  itself  is  clearly  visible, 
even  the  front  lawn  roses,  and  the 
green  of  fields  and  forests  shades 
into  a  dozen  hues  which  remind  us 
that  southern  Germany  is  blessed 
with  fantastically  rich  soil.  The  air 
is  fresh.  Clean.  It  breaths  smooth, 
without  a  trace  of  pollution.  Over- 
head, a  hawk  soars;  and,  from 
hedgerows  and  trees  we  hear  a 
symphony  of  bird  sounds. 

We  pass  through  the  dark  woods, 
feet  cushioned.  Spruce  and  pine 
tower  a  hundred  feet  tall,  scien- 
tifically planted  and  cultivated  even 
as  the  small  garden  spots  of  the 
valley;  and  we  look  in  vain  for  a 
glimpse  of  the  tiny  deer  but  find 
only  tracks  and  a  salt  lick.  Occa- 
sionally   we    come    upon    a    stone 


marker:  one  notes  by  a  coat  of 
arms  that  this  was  once  part  of  the 
king's  forest  and  another,  more 
prominent,  reads  "1841." 

We  come  upon  piles  of  timber, 
stripped  of  bark  and  ready  for  the 
sawmill.  Here  we  rest  and  sing 
choruses  in  both  English  and  Ger- 
man, voices  dwarfed  and  quickly 
absorbed  within  the  immensity  of 
God's  outdoor  cathedral. 

Coming  to  a  path  well  marked, 
we  walk  in  pairs  out  into  the  open 
of  wheat  and  barley  fields.  Chatter 
lowers  to  personal  tones;  and,  pe- 
riodically dropping  back  along  the 
line  of  hikers,  I  listen  to  dreams 
and  aspirations  of  young  people 
who  still  feel  the  world  worth  sav- 
ing and  their  role  important: 

"I'm  interested  in  Christian  edu- 
cation," says  Gail  Huff  of  St.  Louis, 
Missouri,  "but  not  just  the  teach- 
ing itself.  Somehow  the  thought  of 
a  room  full  of  children  day  in  and 
day  out  doesn't  appeal  to  me.  I'd 
like  to  work  in  a  home  for  chil- 
dren. Or  maybe  an  adoption  agen- 
cy. Or  a  home  for  unwed  mothers. 
You  know,  something  like  that. 
Where  I  can  share  Christ  and  help 
shape  values.  Anyway,  I'm  think- 
ing of  Lee  College  this  fall.  Will  be 
classified  a  senior  but  will  have  to 
do  two  years  I'm  sure." 

"I'm  going  to  International  Bible 
College,"  says  David  Manley,  from 
Canada.  "Not  too  far  from  my  home 
in  Consul,  Saskatchewan.  It's  there 
I  hope  to  discover  precisely  what 


God  wants  me  to  do  with  my  life.  I 
know  already  that  God  has  a  spe- 
cial work  for  me.  Whatever  ...  I 
want  to  do  it." 

"Could  I  get  into  Lee  College?" 
Don  Shook  wants  to  know.  "I  tried 
college  once.  Didn't  make  it  be- 
cause I  wasn't  ready  and  didn't 
even  have  a  reason  for  being  there. 
Things  are  different  now.  If  Lee 
will  give  me  a  chance,  I'm  pretty 
sure  I  can  make  it.  This  trip  has 
really  meant  something  to  me.  Been 
reading  my  Bible  more.  Praying. 
Drawing  closer  to  God.  Wasn't  Sis- 
ter Lauster's  testimony  last  night 
wonderful?" 

We  enter  the  little  village  of 
Mecklenburg.  Swallows  dart  back 
and  forth,  feeding  babies  in  mud- 
dobbed  nests  along  the  eaves  of 
houses  and  barns.  There's  the  smell 
of  fresh-cut  hay — mixed  with  the 
more  pungent  odor  of  a  fresh- 
cleaned  barn.  There's  virtually  no 
traffic.  We  file  into  a  small  but 
meticulously  clean  cafe  and  order 
mugs  of  apple  juice  and  Coke.  The 
proprietor,  speaking  only  German, 
tells  of  having  known  Herman 
Lauster  who,  in  fact,  used  to  sing 
and  hold  services  in  this  very  room. 

"Let's  sing  for  him,"  Lucille  Walk- 
er says. 

It's  a  resounding  chorus.  We  leave 
the  man  smiling  and  march  out 
into  a  drizzling  rain  that  has  blown 
in. 

"It  happens  so  easily,"  Heinrich 
says.  "Our  weather  pattern  here  is 


determined  by  Atlantic  winds." 

Down  a  long  hill.  The  girls  find 
it  more  difficult  to  walk  down  than 
up.  Some  laughingly  walk  back- 
ward, a  grudging  concession  to  tired 
ankle  and  calf  muscles.  Briefly  we 
walk  over  the  bed  of  an  old  Ro- 
man road.  Two  thousand  years  ago, 
this  was  the  northeastern  extremi- 
ty of  that  great  empire  and  local 
excavations  have  dug  up  evidences 
of  the  fortifications  that  marked 
the  defense  walls. 

Although  the  rain  is  light,  re- 
peatedly blowing  over  like  a  Flori- 
da shower,  it  is  enough  to  cancel 
our  outdoor  picnic  which  should 
have  been  on  the  outskirts  of 
Krehwinkel,  Herman  Lauster's  home 
and  the  birthplace  of  the  Church 
of  God  in  Germany. 

"We'll  eat  at  the  church,"  Heinrich 
says,  "but  first  we'll  go  to  the 
graveyard  where  Brother  Lauster 
is  buried." 

Lunch  is  German  sausages  and 
potato  salad,  washed  down  with 
Coke  and  topped  off  with  giant 
strawberries  dipped  in  sugar. 

We  walk  from  Krehwinkel  down 
the  valley  to  the  next  village  where 
the  Jordans  live  and  farm  in  the 
center  of  the  village.  Mr.  Jordan 
keeps  seven  cows  in  the  stable 
beneath  his  home  on  main  street — 
seven  cows  which  are  milked,  fed, 
watered  and  cleaned  twice  a  day, 
Mr.  Jordan  carrying  in  the  grass 
and  straw  from  nearby  fields.  The 
cows  never  leave  the  stable. 
CONTINUED  ON  PAGE  24 
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The  curtains  were  spread.  A 
dark-haired,  well-built  man 
appeared.  He  was  dressed 
in  a  dirty  cloak  which  hung  loosely 
from  his  square  shoulders.  His  fea- 
tures were  distinctively  Syrian,  but 
the  red-bearded  man  sitting  on 
the  cushions  already  knew  this.  It 
was  the  Syrian's  brow  that  impressed 
the  red-bearded  man;  and,  after 
noticing  this,  he  jumped  from  his 
cushions  to  hug  him. 

"Shalom,  Samuel  ben  Ezekiel," 
exclaimed  the  red-bearded  man.  "I 
can  see  Gamaliel  has  taught  you 
well!" 

Samuel  nodded  appreciatively 
knowing  that  a  compliment  such  as 
that  deserved  thanks. 

The  room  was  completely  fur- 
nished with  rugs  and  colorful  tiles. 
Diaphanous  curtains  hung  on  a 
rail — separating  the  room  from  the 
portico.  Vases  stood  in  the  corners 
of  the  room. 

"Possibly  Egyptian,"  thought 
Samuel. 

In  the  middle  of  the  room  was  a 
table  decorated  with  bowls  of  fruit, 
dishes  of  cold  fish,  cheese,  nuts, 
and  an  assortment  of  dark  wines. 
These  things  Samuel  noticed  while 
untying  his  cloak. 

"This  is  indeed  a  surprise,"  con- 
tinued the  red-bearded  man.  "Come 
and  sit  down.  Make  yourself  com- 
fortable." He  lead  Samuel  to  the 
table.  Motioning  for  Samuel  to  sit 
down,  the  red-bearded  man  called 
servants  to  bring  more  wine. 

"I  shall  stay  only  a  short  while," 
Samuel  said. 

The  red-bearded  man,  seating 
himself,  shrugged  his  shoulders  as 
if  he  weren't  listening  and  reached 
over    the    table    for    a    handful    of 


nuts. 

"Ah,  the  best,"  he  said  soothingly, 
reclining  on  the  cushions.  "Have 
some.  ..." 

"No  thanks,"  broke  in  Samuel. 
"I'll  save  my  appetite  for  I'm  to  be 
welcomed  at  a  dinner  tonight  in 
Joppa." 

The  curtains  again  spread.  A 
dark-skinned  servant  quickly  and 
quietly  replenished  the  glasses.  Then 
left. 

"Well,"  questioned  the  man, 
"where  have  you  been?" 

"Jerusalem,"  answered  Samuel. 
"As  of  now,  I'm  off  to  Tarsus  for 
my  sister's  betrothal.  Then  to  Rome 
for  business." 

"You're  quite  a  traveler.  You 
must  know  of  some  good  stories." 

"Yes,"  Samuel  said,  smiling.  "I 
guess  you  could  say  I've  heard  a 
few."  The  bearded  man  nodded 
while  Samuel  sat  quietly  recollecting 
his  thoughts  just  as  he  had  seen 
Gamaliel  do. 

"Possibly,  my  friend,  you've  heard 
of  the  Nazarene?" 

"I've  heard  of  many  Nazarenes." 

"No,  no  .  .  ."  Samuel  frowned, 
"I  mean  the  one  crucified  at  the 
Passover  a  while  back." 

The  man  sat  back.  "I  think  so. 
Um  .  .  .  you  mean  the  one  who 
proclaimed  Himself  the  Messiah? 
Or  some  outlandish  thing  like  that. 
Yes,  yes,  I've  heard.  Why?" 

"His  name  was  Yeshua  ben  Jo- 
seph." 

"I  know." 

"He  was  of  the  lineage  of  King 
David." 

"So." 

"He's  known  as  the  Just  One." 


"By  some.  So  ...  I  know  all 
that.  What  are  you  getting  at?" 
The  man's  face  was  becoming  slightly 
irritated. 

"Have  you  heard  of  Stephen  ben 
Tobias?" 

"Don't  change  the  subject." 

"I'm  not." 

"Okay.  Yes,  I  know  him  quite 
well.  We  met  accidently  one  day 
you  know.  Oh  .  .  .  he's  a  good  Jew, 
a  pious  Jew.  He  was  tutored  by 
knowledgeable  Greeks.  Or  did  you 
know  that?" 

Samuel  nodded. 
CONTINUED  ON  PAGE  24 


WHAT  IS  A  CUSTOM  SOUND  SYSTEM? 
Yes  No      MUSIMATIC  ELECTRONICS 

Less  expensive  than  standard 
system 

Designed  for  your  specific  needs 

Complements  interior  design 

Built  by  us  for  you 
Custom  is  designed  to  meet  your  needs, 
not  someone  elses  standards. 

J4189Glenwood  Road 
Decatur,  Georgia  30032 
.4M-299  5159/Joe  Simon 

Free  systems  brochures  available. 
Systems  starting  at  $1500  and  up. 


L^kurcn   ^jrurniture 

Pews,  Baptistries,  Steeples,  Pew  Cushions, 
Carpet,  Stained  Glass  Windows,  Lighting. 

JAMES  R.  PERRYMAN 
Church  Furniture  and  Building  Suppliers 

P.O.  Box  5586  Anderson,  SC  29623 

Phone:  (803)  224-7320 


LITTLE  GIANT 


FIBERGLASS  BAPTISTRIES 

SPIRES— CROSSES 
WATER  HEATERS 


Church  credit  plans  available. 
Free  colored  brochure 

UTILE  GIANT  MANUFACTURING  CO.,  INC 
Dept.  27/  Box  518  /  Orange,  Texas  77630 
Phone:  713-883-4246 
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DIAMONDS 

BY  WANDA  CATO  BRETT 


I  stand  by  the  window  and  watch 
the  sun  hide  behind  the  trees. 
Before  long  it  will  be  evening  and 
another  day  at  this  camp  will  end. 
I  don't  plan  to  be  here  when  eve- 
ning comes. 

I  walk  to  the  middle  of  the  room 
and  stare  into  the  ancient  mirror 
.  .  .  making  an  effort  to  define  my- 
self. Who  am  I?  What  am  I  doing 
on  this  big,  wide  earth?  The  edges 
of  my  face  blur  and  I  wonder  if  it 
is  because  the  mirror  is  old  or  if  I 
really  am  beginning  to  blend  in 
with  things  around  me. 

The  cot  in  the  corner  invites  my 
aching  feet  to  rest.  I  stare  again  at 
the  mirror.  My  reflection  tells  me 
I  am  still  young,  but  my  mind 
feels  old.  I  have  been  here  too 
long  and  not  long  enough. 

There  will  never  be  clocks  here. 
No  bridges  either.  Just  foot  logs 
and  incomplete  rock  trails.  This  is 
one  place  where  time  and  nothing- 
ness meet. 

The  tree's  branches  scrape  against 
my   window.    I    ignore   the   grating 


noise,  grip  the  handle  of  my  suit- 
case, and  tell  myself  I  will  never 
come  back.  Back  to  this  place  I 
call  Very  Sad  Town. 

The  government  calls  it,  "The 
State  Enrichment  Program  for  Men- 
tally Retarded  Children." 

It  had  all  sounded  great.  Donate 
a  summer.  Volunteer  your  time 
and  teach  a  child  how  to  hope.  So 
I  came.  With  all  my  idealism  and 
naiveness  packed  in  my  suitcase 
(along  with  one  flashlight  and  a 
can  of  mosquito  spray!).  I  was  going 
to  be  the  answer  to  every  child's 
problem  ...  to  offer  them  a  way 
out  ...  to  see  the  smile  of  God  in 
the  smile  of  every  child. 

Only  most  children  here  don't 
smile. 

I  wonder  if  their  faces  will  chase 
me.  When  I  leave,  I  really  don't 
want  to  remember  them  .  .  .  what 
they  look  like  or  how  they  sound 
when  they  struggle  to  talk.  How  is 
it  possible  to  lock  so  much  hope- 
lessness into  the  eyes  of  one  small 
child? 


Jeremy.  Bright,  smart  Jeremy.  I 
pace  aimlessly  and  think  about  him. 
His  parents  called  him  "an  unpleas- 
ant embarrassment  to  the  family." 
His  doctor  called  him  an  "autistic 
nonverbal  example."  Nobody  wanted 
him  for  the  summer.  They  sent 
him  here. 

I  think  to  myself  that  he  is  just  a 
little  boy  who  needs  extra  love  and 
attention.  We  have  tried  to  teach 
and  love  him  all  summer 
long  but  he  keeps  closing 
out  the  world.  He  just  can't 
cope  yet.  He  sits  in  a  cor- 
ner and  rocks  noiselessly  .  .  .  back 
and  forth  .  .  .  back  and  forth. 
Sometimes  he  will  grab  a  toy  bear 
and  shake  it  in  an  endless  pattern 
of  circles.  I  wonder  if  Jeremy  will 
learn  anything  from  the  bear. 

I  could  teach  Jeremy  .  .  .  but  he 
won't  unlock  his  world  long  enough 
for  me  to  come  in.  I  am  not  tiny 
and  easy  to  swing  in  circles  like 
the  bear.  I  am  bigger,  threatening, 
unfamiliar.  Jeremy  blocks  me  out. 
He  will  not  let  me  hand  him  the 
keys  to  something  more. 

And  Margaret.  One  whole  sum- 
mer I  have  spent  working  with 
Margaret  and  finally  she  can  brush 
her  teeth  and  comb  her  hair.  All 
by  herself.  It  took  her  hundreds  of 
hours  to  learn.  So  much  time  .  .  . 
so  much  time  .  .  .  for  so  little. 

I  have  looked  around  the  learn- 
ing center  before,  saying  to  myself, 
"They  have  all  been  handed  a 
one-way  ticket  to  nowhere."  It  seems 
unjust  Unfair.  I  want  to  watch 
them  run  and  play.  Instead  I  hold 
their  hands  and  help  them  take 
one  step.  Maybe  two  or  three.  And 
over  and  over  I  dream  that  we  are 
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all  in  a  long  line  standing  still.  I 
always  wake  up  crying  and  when  I 
go  back  to  sleep  I  dream  it  again. 

I  stand  by  the  door,  impatiently 
waiting  for  my  ride  to  the  bus 
station.  It  seems  I've  lost  my  sense 
of  normality.  Like  I've  been  stand- 
ing still  so  long  I  can't  remember 
who  I  am  or  where  I'm  going  any- 
more. 

I  pace  the  floor  and  try  not  to 
think  of  Steven. 

Steven  is  the  reason  I'm  leaving 
and  it  is  difficult  for  me  not  to 
think  of  him.  Pleasant  child  .  .  . 
friendly  .  .  .  blue  eyes.  I  have 
spent  all  summer  trying  to  teach 
him  one  word  .  .  .  just  one.  Any- 
thing. We  have  listened  to  music 
and  gone  for  walks  and  played 
with  real  turtles  and  eaten  berries. 
We  have  spent  hours  going  over 
simple  things  .  .  .  easy  things. 
Steven  is  twelve.  I  feel  like  I've 
failed  him. 

Last  night  for  the  first  time  I  got 
on  my  knees  and  prayed.  Really 
prayed.  But  I  didn't  get  any  an- 
swers. This  morning  I  packed  my 
belongings  and  turned  in  my  res- 
ignation. 

I  glance  at  my  watch.  Myra 
Anderson  will  be  here  in  ten  more 
minutes.  She  is  taking  me  to  the 
station.  The  children  know  I  am 
leaving  but  they  don't  understand. 
I  can't  explain  it  to  them. 

What  could  I  tell  them?  I'm  going 
because  I  can't  take  it  any  longer. 
When  I  look  at  you  I  feel  like  I'm 
looking  in  a  mirror  and  seeing  time 
stand  still.  You  haven't  learned  to 
hide  the  things  you  feel  and  think. 
You're  too  honest  and  too  open.  I 
can't  work  all  day  to  take  one  step 
forward  and  then  three  steps  back. . 

Mrs.  Anderson  drives  up  the  road 
to  the  front  of  my  cabin.  I  start 
toward  the  car  and  realize  she  has 
brought  Steven  with  her.  I  don't 
think  it's  quite  fair.  I  wanted  to 
leave  with  little  disturbance.  Steven 


has  learned  a  new  word  and  noth- 
ing will  do  but  for  me  to  hear  him 
struggle  with  it  and  finally  get  it 
out. 

"Me,"  he  says  proudly.  He  points 
to  himself  and  says  it  again,  "Me!" 

I  know  how  he  feels.  I  want  to 
do  the  same  thing  just  so  I'll  know 
who  I  am. 

We  drive  slowly  to  the  station. 
Mrs.  Anderson's  voice  sounds  far 
away  and  hollow. 

"I  know  how  you  feel.  But  you 
will  be  back.  When  I  first  came,  I 
did  the  same  thing.  Ran  away." 

We  stop  at  a  railroad  track,  but 
she  keeps  talking. 

"You  can't  ever  really  leave  them. 
One  day  when  you  are  walking 
down  the  road  under  clear,  wide, 
open  sky  .  .  .  they  peek  out  from 
the  corners  of  your  mind.  For  no 
reason  at  all  you  hear  their  voices 
or  see  them  struggle  just  to  gain 
one  square  inch  of  knowledge.  And 
suddenly,  you  find  yourself  back 
in  the  harness.  Not  because  you 
can  teach  them!  No!  But  because 
they  teach  you!  They  teach  you  to 
never  give  up!  To  keep  on  fighting 
against  difficulty  and  fear  and  de- 
feat. You  know  as  long  as  they  are 
teaching  you  to  overcome  obsta- 
cles, you  will  never  be  a  loser." 

I  feel  less  alone  as  we  get  out  of 
the  car  and  wait  in  silence  for  the 
bus.  I  am  no  longer  sure  that  I 
want  to  get  on  it.  They  take  my 
luggage.  Ask  for  my  ticket. 

Mrs.  Anderson  hands  me  a  let- 
ter and  I  clench  it  tightly  in  my 
hands.  It  is  a  goodbye  note  from 
all  the  children  and  a  picture  of 
them  standing  by  the  lake.  For  the 
first  time  I  wonder  if  I  have  named 
the  place  wrongly. 

Very  Sad  Town? 

All  these  children  are  smiling 
and  suddenly  I  know  I'm  the  only 
one  who's  been  sad!  A  note  falls 
out  of  the  envelope  into  my  lap. 


"My  dear  friend,  a  diamond  cov- 
ered in  dirt  and  mud  is  just  an 
ordinary  rock.  But  under  constant 
rubbing  and  scrubbing  it  begins  to 
gleam  and  shine. 

"Whenever  you  see  one  of  God's 
special  children,  don't  look  on  the 
outside.  Look  beyond.  Learn  to 
mine  for  diamonds. 

M.  Anderson" 

I  look  out  the  window  of  the  bus 
and  realize  I've  been  crying  a  long 
time.  I  feel  clean,  renewed. 

One  day  I  will  come  back.  Back 
to  the  children.  Back  to  the  king- 
dom builders.  Next  time  I  will  be 
looking  for  gold.  For  beautiful  di- 
amonds. □ 


FIBERGLASS 
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kv 

Largest  fiberglass  manufacturer- 
installer  in  S.E.  with  over  20 
years  experience  and  over 
.         1 500  steeple  installations. 
■        Extensive  design  selection 
with  some  models 
in  stock. 


P   O    BOX  91 
IN  GA  CALL  COLLECT  404  993  9960     ROSWELL.  GEORGIA  300771 


A  Church  of  God  Youth  Publication 


19 


News  and  Activities 


^ 


*  Youth 

iPDvn 

Lamar  Vest,  Assistant  General  Director  of  Youth 
and  Christian  Education 


A 


i 


INVOLVEMENT— SERVICE 

Now  is  the  time  to  collapse  in  exhaustion  from  summer's 
busy  schedule.  We  can  begin  to  settle  down  once  again  to 
the  welcome  routine  of  school  and/or  work. 

Now  also  is  when  the  Sunday  school  and  Family  Training 
Hour  programs  usually  begin  to  gain  momentum.  Summer  is 
about  to  fade  into  the  newness  and  exhilaration  of  fall. 
Programs  are  once  again  in  full  swing.  A  new  church  year  has 
begun.  Will  you  be  involved? 

You  have  several  choices.  The  first  choice  is  to  attend  only 
irregularly  and  not  become  involved  at  all  in  what  your 
Sunday  school  class  or  Family  Training  Hour  group  is  doing.  I 
hope  you  will  mark  that  choice  off  your  list. 

The  second  choice  is  to  become  an  active  participant  and 
promoter  of  what  is  going  on  in  every  aspect  of  your 
church's  youth  ministry.  I  hope  you  will  give  this  choice  serious 
consideration. 

The  third  choice  carries  involvement  one  step  further.  You 
can  choose  to  become  involved  in  the  ministry  of  your  local 
church  through  service.  Service  demands  sacrifice — possibly 
that  of  giving  up  the  Sunday  school  class  with  your  friends 
in  order  to  teach  the  two  or  three  year  olds.  It  might  mean 
taking  part  of  a  Saturday  or  Sunday  to  visit  in  the  nursing 
home,  hospital,  or  jail.  It  could  mean  spending  your  allowance 
on  tennis  shoes  for  a  needy  child  rather  than  at  the  pizza 
place. 

Noninvolvement  .  .  .  involvement  .  .  .  service.  The  choice 
is  yours.  No  special  abilities  are  required.  □ 


Write  tor  free 
BROCHURE^ 
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POOLS 
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/CHURCH  PRODUCTS  1 

(615)   875-0679 

351  1 

HIXSON  PIKE.  CHATTANOOGA.  TN  37415 

SALES 

AND 

RENTALS: 

GOSPEL 

TENTS 

Special    prices    to    ministers     For  complete 
information    write: 

VALDOSTA   TENT 
MANUFACTURING  COMPANY 

PO     Box   248,   Valdosta,   Georgia    31601 
Phone    242-0730 


WOLFE  BROS.  &  CO. 

PINEY  PUTS,  TENN. 

Manufacturers  of  DISTINCTIVE 


CHURCH  FURNITURE 


Since     1888.     Write     for     free     estimate. 


BUILR  o«" 

pi  tje^s 

t0tf*  ■■■   bL  Tnis  complete  church  and 

IfU    LD     II     0,hers    bu,l!  and  'urr'Shed 
on  your  lot.  average  price 
$307sq    ft    Designs  for 
seating  130  to  1600 


Includes    Masonry  and  wood  construction 
social  area,  offices,  classrooms  nursery  choir 
robe  rooms,  baptistry,  steeple   carpet   and 
Sanctuary  with  padded  pews 


FAMILY  ACTIVITY  CENTER 

Steel  or  masonry  construction 

from  $20  00/sq  ft 

CHRISTIAN  SCHOOL  DESIGNS 

4  classrooms  and  larger 


rfof 


Write  or  call  tor 

FREE 
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The  problem  with  stress  is  not  how  to  get  rid  of  it.  It's  a  part  of 
life.  And  it's  not  even  all  bad.  The  real  problem  with  stress  is  how  to 
recognize  it  and  control  it.  So  it  doesn't  control  you. 

Your  body  reacts  to  stressful  situations  with  its  nerves,  glands  and 
hormones.  And  because  these  systems  function  throughout  the  body, 
what  affects  them  can  affect  other  parts  of  your  body  that  may  be 
vulnerable  at  the  time. 

That's  why  stress  is  a  factor  in  many  people's  heart  attacks, 
hypertension,  ulcers,  asthma,  possibly  even  cancers,  and  probably 
many  other  ailments.  That's  also  why,  in  these  times  of  many  stresses, 
it's  a  major  factor  in  increasingly  costly  health  care. 

You  can  recognize  stress  by  heeding  the  warnings  of  your  body 
and  emotions.  Frustration.  Anger.  Hostilities  that  build  up.  Heavy 
pressures  of  responsibility  time  demands  and  conflict.  Headaches, 
insomnia,  muscle  tension. 

The  key  to  handling  stress  is  learning.  Learning  to  air  your 
feelings  in  constructive  ways,  to  train  your  body  to  relax,  to  repair  a 
lifestyle  before  you're  faced  with  expensive  medical  repairs.  You  have 
to  learn  what  your  stresses  are  and  the  best  ways  for  you  to  deal 
with  them.  A 

But  they  must  be  dealt  with.  i 

Because  the  longer  you  remain  in  the        LIBERTY! NATIONAL 
grip  of  stress,  the  more  crushing  —  and  life  insurance  company 

costly—  its  effects. 


BIRMINGHAM,  ALABAMA 


I 


For  a  hee  booklet  about  stress  and  preventive  health  care,  write 

Liberty  National,  Communication  Department,  PO.  Box  2612,  Birmingham,  Alabama  35202. 
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Compiled  by  Sonjia  Lee  Hunt 


In  My  Opinion 


THE  CHRISTIAN— 
AT  SCHOOL, 
AWAY  FROM  HOME 

Can  a  Christian  go 
several  hundred 
miles  away  from 
home  and  friends 
and  still  live  for  God  the  way  he  should? 

Today  I  can  say  yes.  Once  I  was  not 
sure. 

Looking  back,  I  remember  wondering 
whether  I  should  even  go  on  to  gradu- 
ate school.  My  friend?  were  married  or 
working.  I  had  a  job.  But  somehow  the 
Holy  Spirit  seemed  to  say,  "More  educa- 
tion, My  daughter." 

So  off  to  school  I  went.  I  moved  into 
what  was  supposedly  a  Christian  envi- 
ronment, but  many  of  the  people  were 
not  as  dedicated  as  I  had  expected. 

None  of  the  churches  I  attended  seemed 
like  home.  I  found  myself  wanting  to 
change  the  music,  the  preaching,  the 
people:  wanting  to  make  them  Into  what 
I  was  used  to.  I  knew  no  one.  Loneli- 
ness, something  I  had  not  known  be- 
fore, overwhelmed  me.  Did  anyone  really 
care  that  I  was  doing  what  God  wanted 
me  to  do? 

Into  my  mind  came  words  my  mother 
often  spoke — "When  you  are  down,  look 
for  someone  who  Is  In  worse  shape 
than  you  and  start  helping  them." 


Not  knowing  who  could  be  in  worse 
shape,  I  prayed  and  in  the  praying  found 
peace  and  joy.  Seldom  have  I  gotten  so 
low  since,  but  from  that  experience  I 
learned  to  do  more  than  just  pray.  I 
learned  to  walk  and  talk  with  God. 

My  talks  with  God  have  been  uplifting. 
He  has  taught  me  to  see  that  He  is  with 
me  when  I  become  lonely.  He  has  loved 
me  during  holidays  when  I  wanted  to  be 
at  home  with  my  family.  His  strength 
has  been  evident  when  I  was  too  tired 
to  study.  God  comforted  me  when  I  felt 
depressed  because  of  not  having  time 
for  church  activities  due  to  school  and 
work.  He  led  me  through  these  periods 
with  His  Holy  Spirit  and  His  written 
Word. 

Now  I  can  say,  "Yes,  one  can  be  a 
Christian  away  from  home  while  in 
school."  □ 

—Claudia  Waltes 
(Note:  Claudia  Waltes  completed  her  MRE 
degree  at  Southwestern  Baptist  Theo- 
logical Seminary  In  Fort  Worth,  Texas, 
and  Is  the  director  of  student  activities 
at  Lee  College.) 

1980  NATIONAL  TEEN 
TALENT  CREATIVE 
WRITING  WINNERS 

The  1980  Teen  Talent  Creative  Writing 
national  first  place  winners  and  runners-up 
were  presented  trophies  at  the  Awards 
Festival  on  Saturday  night  at  the  Gener- 


al Assembly.  State  and  national  compe- 
titions were  conducted  prior  to  the 
Assembly,  and  the  winners  and  runners- 
up  were  notified  to  be  present  to  re- 
ceive their  award. 

First  place  winners  are  Chris  Panneck 
from  Grand  Fork,  North  Dakota— short 
story;  Ruby  Powell  from  Manchester, 
Kentucky— plays  and  skits;  Pansy  Byrd 
from  Dillon,  South  Carolina— articles  and 
essays;  and  Pam  Marcum  from  Hunting- 
ton, West  Virginia— poetry. 

Runners-up  in  each  category  include 
Rebecca  Perkins  from  Baltimore,  Mary- 
land—short story;  Ron  Duprau  from 
Cleveland,  Tennessee— plays  and  skits; 
Zoe  Exum  from  Valdosta,  Georgia— ar- 
ticles and  essays;  and  Jonne  L.  Crick 
from  Cleveland,  Tennessee — poetry. 

Those  receiving  honorable  mention  were 
also  announced  at  the  Awards  Festival, 
and  they  are  Kim  Stamper  from  Phoe- 
nix, Arizona— short  story;  Debbie  May 
from  Petal,  Mississippi— plays  and  skits; 
Sharon  Lynne  Carter  from  Hamilton, 
Ohio— articles  and  essays;  and  Tammy 
Golden  from  Ada,  Oklahoma— poetry. 

Congratulations  to  all  of  these  talented 
young  people!  □ 

—Sonjia  Hunt 

HABITS  CAN  BE  GOOD 

Bite  your  nails?  Crack  your  knuckles? 
Constantly  drum  your  fingers  on  any- 
thing available? 

All  are  habits,  and  not  necessarily 
good  ones.  But  just  as  bad  habits  can 
be  broken,  so  can  good  habits  be 
developed. 

Have  you  ever  known  those  whose 
bubbly  laugh  and  happy  outlook  on  life 
almost  made  you  sick? 

"No  one,"  you  say,  "can  always  wear 
a  smile.  They  can't  always  be  positive." 

Or  can  they? 

Perhaps  they  just  don't  have  prob- 
lems like  the  rest  of  us.  Doubtful!  They 
have  made  a  choice.  They've  mastered 
the  happiness  habit.  Just  like  program- 
ming a  computer,  they've  revealed  to  us 
that  we  can  program  our  mind  to  be 
happy.  Basically,  we  are  about  as  happy 
as  we  decide  to  be. 

God  expects  us  to  be  happy.  With 
faith  that  He  is  in  complete  control, 
actually  we  have  no  choice  but  to  "praise 
the  Lord  for  his  goodness,  and  for  his 
wonderful  works  to  the  children  of  men!" 
(Psalm  107:8). 

So  when  you  start  to  bite  your  nails 
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today,  reflect  on  the  notion  that  perhaps 
happiness  does  begin  with  being  thank- 
ful. Then  develop  a  new  style  of  life,  a 
happiness  habit.  □ 

— Nancy  Neal 

TIDBITS 

Today's  question:  Have  you  ever 
known  someone  who  didn't  own  a  pair 
of  sneakers? 

If  there  are  feet  attached  to  your  an- 
kles, then  you  probably  own  at  least 
one  pair  of  sneakers.  Statistics  say  that 
we  wear  out  more  than  200  million  pairs 
a  year.  In  1950,  a  5  percent  share  of  the 
shoe  market  was  attributed  to  sneakers. 
In  1957,  10  percent.  In  1962,  20  percent. 

But  of  shoes  sold  In  the  United  States 
today,  a  whopping  50  percent  are  sneak- 
ers. □ 


Question:  Where  does  "Big  Foot"  sit 
when  he  goes  to  a  basketball  game? 
Answer:  Anywhere  he  wants.  D 


Said  one  penguin  to  another:  "For 
once  I'd  just  like  to  lounge  around  in  a 
T-shirt  and  jeans."  □ 


IF  YOU  ARE  CALLED  TO  THE  MINISTRY, 
HERE  IS  A  BOOK  YOU  SHOULD  READ. 


MINISTCRIAL 


INT6RNSHIP 


INSTRUCTIONAL     GUIDE 


r.  ■ 
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According  to  the  National  Health  Foun- 
dation, common  cold  sufferers  may  be 
contagious  for  almost  a  week  after  the 
symptoms  dry  up  This  is  bad  news  for 
!ove  on  the  health  front.  Experts  advise 
no  kissing  for  at  least  six  days  after  the 
sniffles. 

It  seems  that  the  common  cold  Is 
serious  business.  D 


The  Church  of  God  Ministerial 
Internship  Program  provides.  . 

•  Seven  months  of  practical 
training 

•  Service  under  a  competent 
pastor 

•  Daily  programmed  growth 
activities  ° 

•Monthly  seminars  with 
outstanding  teachers 


1980-81  TERM  BEGINS  NOVEMBER  9 
(APPLICATION  DEADLINE  OCTOBER  1) 


A  Church  of  God  Youth  Publication 


For  more  information  contact  your  state  office  or  the 

Department  of  General  Education,   Keith  at  25th 

Street   NW,  Cleveland,  Tennessee  37311. 


Azticles 


THE  EMMAEUS  WALK 

Back  of  the  home  and  stable  is  a 
giant  oven.  We  watch  as  Sister 
Jordan  places  eight  giant  salt  pies 
in  the  oven,  pies  made  of  sour 
cream  and  dough,  topped  with  ses- 
ame seeds.  Shortly,  the  pies  are 
scooped  out  of  the  oven  and  laid  in 
the  grass.  They  look  like  giant 
pizzas.  We  hold  them  in  hand, 
eating  them  hot,  with  fresh  apple 
juice.  They  are  slightly  salty. 
Extremely  delicious. 

We  may  have  been  awkward 
with  our  words  but  Sister  Jordan 
smiled  and,  like  a  mother,  seemed 
to  take  pleasure  in  how  we  devoured 
her  succulent  and  private  recipe. 

Too  tired  to  walk  farther,  some 
of  the  counselors  decide  to  ride 
home  in  the  van.  Others  opt  for 
the  train  which  will  be  coming 
shortly. 

"Let's  hurry,"  Heinrich  yells.  "The 
train  won't  wait." 

More  rain.  Back  of  us,  though 
the  sky  is  clear. 

"Won't  be  bad,"  Heinrich  assures 
those  of  us  who  still  want  to  walk. 
"Below  us,  there  .  .  .  the  creek  .  .  . 
that's  where  Herman  Lauster  bap- 
tized his  first  converts.  At  night. 
During  the  war." 

It's  a  tiny  creek.  I  look  into  its 
clear  waters  from  the  bridge,  down 
the  valley  toward  Rudersberg,  across 
wheat  ripe  and  ready  for  harvest 
and  I  think  of  days  past,  of  Herman 
Lauster's  work,  of  fifty-five  Ger- 
man churches  and  growing  signs  of 
revival  and  I  know  again  that  God 
works  in  mysterious  ways. 

The  train  is  coming.  Those  of 
the  group  who  wish  to  ride  run 
awkwardly  toward  the  siding  and 
then  down  to  the  train  station. 
Bonnie  is  last,  blond  hair  to  her 
waist.  Too  tired  to  run  farther,  she 
walks  and  I  visualize  the  train  leav- 
ing her.  With  the  vision  .  .  .  like  a 
sudden   film   override  in  my  mind 


...  I  see  Nazi  soldiers  and  long 
lines  of  poor  people,  sick  people, 
displaced  people,  Jews  queuing  up 
for  a  ride  on  one  of  Hitler's  trains. 

We  troop  down  the  valley,  back 
toward  the  European  Bible  Semi- 
nary, with  Heinrich  still  talking 
about  this  Germany  he  loves. 

The  kids  are  quiet  now,  from 
exhaustion.  It's  been  nearly  eight 
miles.  Each  step  is  effort.  A  bunk 
and  a  nap  seems  most  inviting. 

I  look  at  them  and  know  they 
don't  remember  the  war.  Heinrich 
and  I  do.  We  each  cut  our  teeth  on 
it.  Were  injected  with  full  doses  of 
its  propaganda,  its  horror,  its  ac- 
companying hatreds.  He,  more  than 
I,  for  he  watched  bombers  over- 
head and  stood  by  the  roadside 
when  American  soldiers  came  down 
the  valley. 

It's  a  clean  valley  now  .  .  . 
washed  .  .  .  painted  all  green. 
Heinrich  and  I  ...  all  these  STEP 
team  members  and  these  German 
people  .  .  .  we  are  brothers  by 
God's  grace;  and  it  is  this  knowl- 
edge, the  consciousness  of  Christ's 
unseen  presence,  that  lets  me  know 
even  as  we  approach  the  dormito- 
ry that  we  have  sure  enough  been 
on  an  Emmaeus  walk.  D 

by  HOYT  E.  STONE 


SOME  DAY 

(Continued  from  page  17) 


"Even  though  his  influence  is 
greatly  centered  around  Greeks, 
he's  still  an  honest,  pious  Jew.  That 
I  respect." 

"I  can  see  you  know  a  great  deal 
about  Stephen,"  put  in  Samuel. 

"A  little.  I  still  would  like  to 
meet  him  again.  He's  a  fascinating 
man." 

"Quite,"  agreed  Samuel. 

"But  what  has  Stephen  to  do 
with  the  Nazarene?" 

Samuel  swallowed  hard  and  looked 
up  at  the  shiny  beard.  "He's  be- 
come a  follower  of  the  Nazarene." 

"What?"  chuckled  the  man.  "Oh, 
I  get  it.  A  joke!  You  had  me  going 
there." 

"I'm  telling  the  truth." 

"Stop.  Enough's  enough,  Samuel." 

"Listen  to  me!  I'm  telling  the 
truth." 

"It's  a  lie,"  blurted  the  man. 

"It's  not.  I  tell  you  the  truth." 

"Not  the  same  Stephen.  He's 
pious.  He  would  never  be  so  stu- 
pid as  to  follow  a  fake." 

"Maybe,  but  I  saw  him  preach- 
ing in  the  streets  about  this  Galilean. 
He  believes  in  Him.  His  eyes  show 
it." 

"Believes?"  scowled  the  man. 
"Believes  in  what?  I  tell  you  this 
Jew,  this  Nazarene,  is  a  fake.  A 
lousy  fake.  I've  seen  this  very  Jew 
heal  people.  But  then  I've  seen  the 
same  healings  performed  by  Egyp- 
tian priests.  No,  how  could  an  in- 
telligent and  learned  person  like 
Stephen  follow  a  fake?  Huh,  how?" 

"But  Stephen  believes,"  muttered 
Samuel.  "And  so  do  I." 

The  red-bearded  man  sat  still. 
"You  too  are  a  follower  of  this 
Jew?" 

Samuel  flushed.  "I  am.  And  I'm 
not  ashamed  of  it  either." 

"Bah!  You  are  ashamed  of  it.   I 
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can  tell!  Whenever  you  mention 
His  name  you  become  pale.  Like 
right  now!  You're  scared  of  what 
will  happen." 

"Not  so." 

"Not  so,"  mimicked  the  man. 
"Do  you  know  what  you've  said?" 

"I  know  perfectly  well  what  I've 
said." 

"No  you  don't!"  challenged  the 
man.  "What  of  your  reputation? 
You're  known  among  the  Jews  as  a 
pious  man.  What  would  happen  if 
they  found  out  you've  become  a 
follower  of  this  Jew?  Or  what  if 
Gamaliel  found  out  what  you've 
said?  Or  what  of  the  Sanhedrin?" 

Samuel  shrunk.  "You're  assum- 
ing." 

"Assuming!  Well  I'm  not  assum- 
ing this:  What  do  you  think  of 
your  'Savior'  now  that  He's  dead? 
He  was  crucified." 

"But  He's  not  dead,"  answered 
Samuel.  "He's  very  much  alive." 

"Alive!  Are  you  also  saying  you 
believe  this  fake  didn't  die  but  was 
resurrected?  What  next!  He  didn't 
resurrect!  His  body  was  stolen  by 
His  disciples  so  His  prophecy  would 
become  true.  Or  hadn't  you  heard?" 

"You  haven't  heard  both  sides. 
He  died  to  forgive  us  of  our  sins. 
He  lives  within  those  that  believe 
in  Him.  He  loves  you,  and  He 
wants  you  to  love  Him.  Just  repent 
of.  .  .  ." 

"Foolish  boy.  Can't  you  see  this 
Nazarene  is  a  disease!  He  hypno- 
tizes you  with  silly  prophecies.  It 
isn't  God's  will  you  believe.  No! 
It's  His  will  that  these  silly  proph- 
ecies be  destroyed.  It's  His  will 
that  the  followers  of  this  crazed 
fake  be  destroyed  because  they 
threaten  our  chosen  nation!  So  stop 
this  idiocrasy.  Hold  your  tongue 
and  let  this  fantasy  pass!" 

The  room  was  silent.  "I'm  pre- 
pared to  die  for  my  Lord,"  whispered 
Samuel. 


The  man  straightened  up.  How 
could  he  make  Samuel  understand? 
Hadn't  he  done  enough!  What  else 
could  he  do! 

"You're  stubborn."  The  man 
grinned. 

"Then  is  God  going  to  destroy 
your  mother  and  father?  They  too 
are  followers,"  Samuel  said. 

The  man's  patience  vanished. 

"Get  out,"  he  scowled. 

"Or  what  of  Stephen?" 

"Get  out!  Get  out  of  my  house!" 

Samuel  stopped,  realizing  his 
friend's  quick  temper. 

"All  right.  I'll  go." 

Samuel  turned  slowly  and  walked 
through  the  curtains  toward  the 
front  door.  Reaching  the  doors,  he 
turned  to  look  at  his  friend.  He 
saw  his  glaring  eyes  and  his  angered 
face.  He  saw  his  stubborn  mind 
and  vengeful  heart.  But  looking 
closer  he  saw  his  softened  soul. 

Upon  seeing  this,  Samuel  smiled. 
Looking  again  into  the  glaring  eyes 
and  angered  face,  Samuel  said,  "Per- 
haps someday  you'll  know  Him, 
Saul.  Perhaps." 

And  pulling  the  dirty  hood  over 
his  head  Samuel  disappeared  into 
the  darkness.  D 
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Call  of  the  Master 


An  Unrecognized  Visitor 

The  strangest  thing  has  happened,  Lord, 

Upon  this  Easter  Day, 
We  all  had  gathered  at  the  church 

In  beautiful  display. 
The  men  were  dressed  in  all  their  best, 

The  women,  just  as  fine. 
(Though,  Lord,  if  I  may  make  so  bold, 

No  dress  was  fair  as  mine.) 
Precisely  in  the  middle  of 

The  text  of  John  nineteen 
A  sound  was  heard,  and  when  we  turned, 

The  strangest  sight  was  seen! 
There  stood  a  man  in  ragged  robes 

Once  white,  now  stained  and  worn. 
His  feet  were  bare,  and  gaping  wounds 

Into  his  flesh  were  torn. 
At  last  the  Reverend  Jones  spoke  up, 

And  said  he  must  object 
To  enter  so  the  house  of  God 

Showed  the  grossest  disrespect 
And  so  we  made  him  leave  our  church, 

Our  patience  sorely  taxed, 
We  couldn't  leave  him  bleeding  there  ... 

The  floors  had  just  been  waxed. 

3 

H   Armstrong  Roberts  Photo  Pam  X/lfimim 

By:  Pam  Marcum,  National  Creative 

Writing  Contest  Winner,  Poetry  Division 
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Editorial  /  Hoit  e.  stone 


Heaven's  Symphony 

Sunday  morning  worship  with  French  brothers  and  sisters  in  Munster. 


The  day  seemed  normal.  Ordi- 
nary. Four  of  us  waited  at  the 
Majestic  Hotel,  Colmar,  France,  for 
Pastor  Emmanuel  Guglielmi  to 
come  for  us  in  his  car. 

Emmanuel  came  smiling.  He  al- 
ways smiled.  Then,  in  precise 
English,  he  gave  us  a  tour-guide 
description  of  Alsace-Lorraine  as 
we  made  the  drive  north  to  Mun- 
ster. 

The  Munster  Church  of  God  was 
a  second-floor  flat  located  in  the 
heart  of  town.  As  we  climbed  the 
stairs  and  entered  the  chapel  which 
could  seat  approximately  forty  peo- 
ple, we  heard  chimes  from  the 
nearby  Catholic  cathedral. 

The  communion  table  was  spread, 
bread  and  wine  covered  with  white 
cloth.  Emmanuel  seated  the  three 
ladies,  Lucille  Walker,  Vanessa 
Carey,  and  Kellie  Woodard,  on  the 
front  row;  he  placed  me  in  a 
straight-backed  chair  on  the  small 
platform  with  him.  Thus  we  waited 
as  the  chapel  filled.  Elderly  cou- 
ples, young  parents  with  children, 
singles — all  entered  quietly,  to  sit 
with  bowed  heads,  to  read  their 
Bibles,  or  to  converse  in  muted 
tones. 

Emmanuel  leafed  through  the 
French  hymnal,  leaning  over  and 
humming  tunes  to  make  sure  I 
knew  the  numbers  we  were  to 
sing.  I  knew  them.  And  surprisingly, 
although  the  French  language  was 
beyond  my  grasp  wordwise,  I 
warmed  to  the  music  translation 
and  sang  my  English  version  with 
quiet,  inner  emotion. 


Only  during  prayer  time  or  dur- 
ing announcements  or  introductions 
did  I  feel  out  of  touch;  and,  even 
then,  Emmanuel's  reassuring  smile 
and  nods  from  the  congregation 
assured  me  that  this  my  neigh- 
bor's house  was  a  place  of  love 
and  brotherhood. 

Kellie  and  Vanessa  sang,  youth 
and  beauty  easily  overcoming  the 
language  barrier.  Lucille  Walker  gave 
greetings,  warmly  received  since 
she  and  her  husband  had  known 
a  number  of  families  from  their 
previous  work  in  Europe. 

Then  came  Communion. 

Emmanuel  moved  to  his  task 
with  precision.  We  all  stood  as  he 
read  from  the  Scriptures.  Then 
prayed. 

Bread  was  broken  and  served, 
each  recipient  tasting  and  re- 
sponding as  Pastor  Guglielmi  moved 
among  us,  repeating  the  Lord's 
words. 

Cradling  the  silver  goblet  in  both 
hands,  shoulder-high,  Emmanuel 
touched  it  lightly  to  his  own  lips 
and  then  served  me.  The  grape 
juice  was  sweet:  sweeter  still  the 
thrill  of  my  soul  where  echoed  the 
Lord's  words,  "This  is  my  body 
which  is  given  for  you:  this  do  in 
remembrance  of  me"  (Luke  22:19). 

There  were  but  thirty  of  us  alto- 
gether. The  pastor  served  us  quickly. 
Nevertheless,  one  felt  wave  after 
wave  of  God's  glory,  divine  pres- 
ence, as  the  communion  message 
came  home  again:  "This  cup  is 
the  new  testament  in  my  blood, 
which  is  shed  for  you"  (Luke  22:20). 


Brothers  all!  Sisters  all!  In  Christ! 
Made  so  through  the  power  of  His 
love.  One  faith,  one  Lord,  one 
Spirit.  In  whom  is  neither  bond  nor 
free,  neither  Jew  nor  Gentile,  nei- 
ther French  nor  English. 

Such  was  the  morning  message. 

Outside,  tourists  crowded  the 
streets,  peering  into  shop  windows 
and  munching  pastries.  On  the 
city  square,  a  block  away,  uniformed 
musicians  struck  up  a  tune.  It  was 
the  peak  season  and  secular  Mun- 
ster had  a  message  of  commerce 
for  its  visitors. 

During  the  few  short  moments  it 
took  Emmanuel  to  weave  his  Cit- 
ron past  that  square,  the  band 
never  did  get  itself  tuned  up.  They 
were  trying.  The  bandmaster  was 
valiantly  gesticulating  and  it  is  like- 
ly a  tune  was  forthcoming,  but  not 
for  us. 

We  had  come  from  God's  con- 
cert hall.  Heaven's  symphony  had 
provided  music:  stark  contrast  to 
that  of  this  world.  □ 
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For  Any  Age... 

Sunday  School 


Join  the  bicentennial 
birthday  celebration. 
Be  a  part  of  the 

activities  planned 
for  your  local  church. 


Birthday  Sunday- 

Oct.5,30 
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This  Issue 


Elections. 

Can't  tell  you  what's  going  to 
be  in  November  but  we  can, 
and  do,  note  a  few  changes  that 
took  place  in  August. 

Our  center  spread. 

The  Church  of  God  is 
growing,  stretching  at  the  seams. 
This  past  Assembly  hinted  at 
some  structural  or  organizational 
changes  in  the  making.  If  so, 
we  need  God's  guidance.  Young 
people,  especially,  should  pray 
for  the  church,  since  theirs  is  a 
vested  interest. 

Fritz  Tiemann,  retired  German 
soldier,  tells  how  Christ 
became  Lord  in  his  life.  During 
the  war. 

Debbie  Turner  is  a  coal  miner: 
not  without  misgivings, 
perhaps,  but  she's  got  a  son  to 
think  about. 

Our  cover  photo.  A  frame 
church  in  Yosemite  National 
Park.  Man's  work  overshadowed 
by  God's. 

So  it  should  be. 

So  it  always  is  when  you 
look  closely. 
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Monday 
August  11,  1980 

Dear  Mom, 

It's  hot  in  Dallas. 

They  tell  us  Hurricane  Allen 
is  kicking  up  his  heels  down 
in  the  Gulf  of  Mexico  and  that 
rain  fallout  from  the  storm 
may  cool  things  off  a  bit  but 
there's  no  letup  this  morning. 

Walking  from  hotel  to  arena 
makes  me  sweat.  I  walk  slow, 
though,  and  I  plan  to  make  sure 
the  white  collar  of  my  shirt 
isn't  stained  the  day  I  perform. 
Just  like  you  said. 

Don't  know  if  I  will  win  or 
not.  Lots  of  competition. 
They'll  announce  winners 
Saturday  night. 

Found  a  McDonalds.  Even 
they  are  more  expensive  than 
back  home.  My  first  order 
shouldn't  have  been  over  two 
dollars  at  most.  I  already  had 
my  money  out.  The  girl  said 
$2.52.  I  was  so  embarrassed. 
Had  to  break  a  five. 

Hot  dogs  here  at  the  arena 
are  pretty  good.  With  lots  of 
mustard. 

Hi  to  Dad  and  Sis. 
Ernie 

Alan  Cliburn  Photo 
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Tuesday 
August  12,  1980 

Dear  Dad, 

Like  you  said,  they  let  me  sit 
in  the  balcony  when  the 
Ordained  Minister's  Council  got 
under  way  this  morning.  That 
is,  after  I  registered. 

Things  started  slow,  with 
Ray  Hughes  moderating,  but  I 
could  see  well.  Prayer.  Some 
announcements.  Brother  Hughes 
explained  how  he  wanted  to 
be  fair  and  to  do  everything 
possible  to  see  that  the  men 
on  the  floor  had  full  and  free 
debate. 

I'll  admit  it  was  an  impressive 
group  of  men.  About  two 
thousand  of  them,  if  I  remember 
correctly;  and,  although  some 
talked  and  a  few  moved  about, 
it  was  obvious  they  took  their 
business  seriously. 

Voting  sure  wasn't  the  way 
Grandpa  described  it.  The  men 
now  use  computer  cards  and  it 
only  took  six  minutes  to  count 
the  first  ballot.  By  day's  end, 
and  the  third  session  which  I 
just  left,  the  five-man 
Executive  Committee  had  been 
reelected — or  nominated  as 
they  call  it — and  also  Lamar 
Vest  and  Dickie  Davis  to  the 
Youth  and  Christian  Education 
Department. 

Between  voting,  business  was 
carried  on.  I  had  a  hard  time 
keeping  up  with  the  business — 
main  motions,  amendments, 
questions,  parliamentary  inquiries. 
Lots  of  guys  always  seemed  to 
jump  up  at  once,  all  yelling 
"Mister  Moderator." 

It  seems  to  me  that  Brother 
Hughes  has  a  tough  job. 

He  didn't  seem  to  mind, 
though,  and  there  was  a  lot  of 


laughter  at  times,  although  I 
didn't  know  why. 

Sorry  you  are  sick  and  can't 
be  here.  I  lifted  my  hand  in  a 
special  prayer  request. 
Your  Son, 
Ernie 


Wednesday, 
August  13,  1980 

Dear  Mom,  Dad,  and  Sis, 

It's  late  but  I've  got  to  write! 

You  just  won't  believe  what 
happened  tonight!  In  the 
Ordained  Minister's  Council.  If 
I  hadn't  been  there  and  seen  it 
...  I  probably  wouldn't  believe 
it! 

An  offering  .  .  .  one  single 
offering  ...  of  $200,000.  People 
threw  money  from  the 
balcony.  They  passed  around 
boxes  and  big  handbags.  Then 
they  carried  the  boxes  and  bags 
up  front  and  dumped  them 
out  on  the  pulpit  stand  in  front 
of  Brother  Hughes  and  went 
back  for  more. 

Starting  first  on  the  main 
floor,  among  the  ordained 
ministers  themselves,  and  then 
spreading  into  the  balcony,  men 
stood  up  weeping  and  marched 
forward  either  to  give  or  to 
pledge  money  for  building  a 
new  library  and  Pentecostal 
Research  Center  for  Lee 
College  and  the  School  of 
Theology. 

The  offering  wasn't  even 
planned. 

It  started  when  Ray  Hughes 
introduced  an  item  of  business. 
He  first  passed  out  a  prospectus/ 
proposal  and  then  asked 
certain  key  church  leaders  to 
speak  on  the  subject.  Wade 
Horton  spoke,  saying  the 
building  was  needed  and  that 
in  today's  world  such  a  building 
for  $2.5  million  was  peanuts. 


Grandpa  always  said  he  was  a 
man  of  faith. 

Others  spoke  too:  Paul  Lavern 
Walker,  Charles  Conn,  Cecil 
Knight,  and  E.  C.  Thomas.  The 
men  on  the  floor  seemed  slow 
to  speak  for  a  change. 
Everything  was  sort  of  quiet. 
One  man  asked  about 
government  money  and  if  this 
would  compromise  the  school's 
commitment  to  the  Bible. 

"Not  in  the  least,"  Brother 
Hughes  explained.  The  money 
referred  to  was  for  the  city  of 
Cleveland,  not  for  the  colleges. 

Another  asked  if  there  would 
be  a  general  fund  drive  placed 
on  churches. 

"No." 

Again,  Brother  Hughes  was 
very  emphatic. 

And  that's  when  the  miracle 
began.  Brother  Hughes  started 
talking  about  the  Pentecostal 
message,  about  how  God  had 
blessed  the  Church  of  God  and 
made  it  a  leader  in  our  world 
today,  about  how  Church  of  God 
people  love  to  give  and  how 
they  want  to  teach  and  train 
young  men — like  myself,  for 
example — to  carry  on  with  this 
glorious  gospel,  and  all  of  a 
sudden  the  Holy  Spirit  began  to 
move  over  the  entire 
congregation. 

Never  once  did  Brother 
Hughes  ask  for  an  offering. 

Some  man  just  walked 
forward  and  said,  "I  want  to 
give  a  thousand  dollars." 

Another  said,  "Five  hundred." 
One  said,  "Ten  thousand." 

This  went  on  for  forty-five 
minutes.  Brother  Hughes  stood 
there  calling  off  the  gifts  and 
pledges:  five  hundred,  one 
hundred,  fifty.  Some  small.  Some 
large.  He  called  them  all 
alike. 
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Young  men  gave  gifts  in 
honor  of  dads  who  preached  for 
years,  or  in  honor  of 
grandfathers  or  mothers.  They 
lined  up  to  give.  Money  and 
checks  and  pledge  cards  literally 
covered  the  podium,  finally 
requiring  a  large  box. 

Yet  ...  it  was  the  spirit 
that  seemed  most  beautiful.  Free 
will.  Tears  and  all. 

It  really  made  me  anxious. 
Eager  to  get  out  of  high 
school  and  on  with  my  education 
where  people  think  the 
kingdom  of  God  is  important. 

Helped  me  understand,  too, 
that  all  that  debating  on  the 
Assembly  floor  .  .  .  and  all 
that  disagreement  .  .  .  doesn't 
mean  a  thing  when  the  big 
issues  come  up. 

Sure  wish  you  were  here. 

I'm  about  out  of  money  but  so 
far  I  haven't  had  to  use  your 
credit  card. 
Love, 
Ernie 

Sunday 
August  17,  1980 

Dear  Sis, 

Well  ...  as  you  know  by  the 
phone  call  last  night  ...  I 
didn't  win  Teen  Talent.  Just 
couldn't  keep  up  with  some  of 
the  more  professionally  trained 
kids. 

What's  important,  though,  is 
that  I  got  to  come  to  Dallas 
in  the  first  place.  Guess  I  didn't 
know  our  church  was  so  big 
or  impressive  until  now.  You 
know,  back  home  I  never 
thought  much  of  our  having 
churches  and  members  all 
around  the  world,  many  of  them 
even  behind  the  iron  curtain. 

It's  made  me  see  things  in  a 
new  light. 

This  morning  we  had  a  giant 


missions  service,  with  flags 
displayed  from  more  than  a 
hundred  countries,  and  a 
multivisual  presentation  about 
Christians  in  Communist 
countries. 

I  cried  when  they  told  of 
Romania.  Best  I  remember, 
before  you  and  I  were  born 
.  .  .  way  back  in   1949  ...  a 
Church  of  God  preacher  from 
the  United  States  went  to 
Romania  with  the  Pentecostal 
message.  He  carried  copies  of 
the  Evangel  and  the  Lighted 
Pathway  and  he  started  a 
church. 

Religious  persecution 
clamped  down  hard  when  the 
Communists  took  over  and 
nothing  was  heard  of  that  man's 
work  until  a  few  months  ago. 
It  was  recently  discovered  that 
those  churches  had  multiplied 
and  grown,  in  spite  of 
persecution,  and  that  they  now 
have  a  membership  of  over 
150,000. 

Isn't  that  wonderful? 

The  Church  of  God  general 
overseer  visited  them  in  early 
summer  and  they  have  sent 
delegates  here  to  Dallas. 

Well  .  .   .  that's  about  it  I 
suppose. 

Appointments  will  be  read 
out  this  afternoon  but  we're 
packing  now  to  leave.  Some 
say  we'll  be  getting  a  new  state 
overseer. 

Guess  I'd  beat  this  letter  home 
if  we  weren't  planning  that 
sight-seeing  tour.  And  if  the  old 
bus  holds  up. 

Tell  Laddie  hi. 
Your  brother, 
Ernie 
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VtojeMons  tot  the  Eighties: 


Lamar  Vest  became  general 
director  of  the  Youth  and 
Christian  Education  Department 
of  the  Church  of  God  by 
election  of  his  peers  at  the 
General  Assembly  in  Dallas, 
August  1980. 

That  is  a  simple  fact, 
noteworthy  in  itself,  but  it  is  a 
fact  which  Lamar  files  way 
down  on  his  list  of  priorities.  Not 
that  he  isn't  appreciative,  and 
certainly  not  that  he  doesn't 
recognize  the  signal  honor 
bestowed  on  him,  but  rather  that 
there  are  other  things  more 
important  to  Lamar,  the  primary 
one  being  God's  call. 

Sit  with  Lamar  at  a  table  any 
day  of  the  week,  walk  with 
him  around  any  youth  camp, 
listen  to  the  fiber  of  his  voice, 
and  you'll  suddenly  discover  he's 
a  man  conscious  of  time  and 
the  urgency  of  the  moment. 
Lamar  doesn't  enter  the  office 
with  the  idea  of  Filling  out  two 
to  four  years.  He  isn't 
concerned  with  how  people  will 
view  him  or  with  how  he  will 
be  remembered,  and  he  certainly 
isn't  thinking  of  where  he  will 
go  from  here.  Lamar  has  one 
thing  on  his  mind:  the  role 
God  would  have  him  play  in 
effecting  necessary  changes  for 
his  department  and  for  this 
church. 

Lamar  is  a  youth  director 
matured.  He  is  a  promoter 
now  conscious  that  some 
programs  fail  to  work.  He  is  a 
man  searching  his  own  heart  for 
basics  and  he  wants  very 
much  to  translate  those  basics 
into  meaningful  terms  for  the 
average  youth  and  Christian 


Lamat 
Vest 


education  worker  in  the 
Church  of  God. 

Lamar  Vest  is  even  honest 
enough  to  tell  you  that  he 
realizes  all  of  a  sudden  that 
leadership  isn't  popular.  In  our 
church,  just  as  throughout  our 
nation,  leaders  are  being  viewed 
with  skepticism.  Their  every 
motive  questioned.  Every  act 
scrutinized.  While  he  isn't 
particularly  proud  to  find  himself 
sweating  it  out  beneath  the 
heat  lamps  of  such  attitudes, 
Lamar  isn't  afraid  of  the  heat 
itself.  Nor  does  he  fear  what 
may  happen  to  leadership 
within  this  church  during  the 
coming  decade. 

"Leadership  isn't  necessary  to 
honor  men,"  Lamar  will  tell 
you.  "It  didn't  originate  for  that 
purpose.  Leadership  is 
necessary  for  the  effective  work 
of  God's  kingdom.  It  exists  for 
a  very  practical  purpose.  It  is 
functional.  It  is  designed  to 
accomplish  certain  ends  and,  so 
long  as  it  meets  that  criterion, 
it  will  remain.  If  leadership  fails 


to  perform  it's  intended  task, 
then  leadership  will  be  forced  to 
change,  to  adjust.   While  that 
adjustment  may  be  painful  in 
certain  human  terms,  it  is  at 
the  same  time  a  necessary  part 
of  progress  and  we  may  as 
well  face  up  to  it." 

To  put  it  bluntly,  Lamar 
isn't  interested  in  being  general 
director  at  all  unless  he  is 
able  to  devote  time,  energy,  and 
resources  to  the  nurturing  of 
those  things  which  have  eternal 
value.  His  questions  are:  "Will 
I  focus  on  Kingdom  priorities 
rather  than  on  temporary 
popular  approval  or  preconceived 
ideas?  Will  I  speak 
forthrightly?  Will  I  face  issues 
head-on?  Will  I  evaluate 
properly  and  with  an  eye  to  the 
overall  program?  Will  I  be 
willing  to  give  as  well  as  to 
receive?  Will  I  succeed  as  a 
life-changing  minister  and  not 
just  as  an  office  holder?" 

It  is  against  this  backdrop  of 
philosophy  and  ideas  that  the 
Lighted  Pathway  interviewed  and 
herewith  presents  some  of 
Lamar  Vest's  projections  for  the 
eighties.  Lamar  isn't  a  seer,  a 
prophet,  a  prognosticator  of  the 
future.  He  makes  no  claim  to 
infallibility  or  even  to  being 
exceptional  in  ability;  but  he 
does  believe  leaders  must  lead 
and  he  has  projected  a  course 
of  action  which  he  feels  will 
demand  meaningful  adjust- 
ments in  goals  and  emphasis  for 
the  Youth  and  Christian 
Education  Department  during  the 
coming  decade. 

Read  him  with  care. 
—Hoyt  E.  Stone 
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In  terms  of 
where  we're  go- 
ing in  the  eigh- 
ties, I  can  say 
that  we  are  com- 
mitted to  one 
absolute:  a  min- 
istry to  young  people. 

The  Youth  and  Christian 
Education  Department  is  one  of 
the  oldest  in  the  church  but  it 
still  isn't  a  department  which  can 
take  itself  for  granted.  We  too 
must  constantly  evaluate  our 
purposes  and  reevaluate  our 
goals. 

Even  our  department  title 
notes  a  broad  purpose.  We 
minister,  in  the  Christian 
education  sense,  to  people  of  all 
ages,  from  cradle  roll  to  senior 
citizens;  and  some  have 
expressed  fear  that  we  are 
veering  away  from  a  youth 
ministry  emphasis.  Not  so.  We 
are  the  only  department  with 
youth  as  a  primary  objective 
and  we  are  not  about  to  forget 
that  fact.  Any  redefining  of 
objectives  will  be  toward,  and 
not  away  from,  youth  ministry 
emphasis. 

What  I'd  like  to  see  is  a 
better  defined  and  better 
understood  philosophy  of  youth 
ministry.  We  haven't  really  had 
such  a  philosophy.  We  have 
ministered  to  youth,  yes,  but  we 
seem  to  have  done  so  on  the 
basis  of  crisis,  in  accordance  with 
current  fads,  or  in  terms  of  a 
tradition  that  hasn't  always 
related  to  changing  social, 
economic,  or  educational  realities. 

Ministering  to  youth  needs 
to  become  an  open  and  declared 
priority  of  the  church. 
Heretofore  we've  always  been 
blessed  with  great  numbers  of 
youth.  They  have  come  to  our 
churches  almost  automatically 
as  a  result  of  the  winning  of 
moms  and  dads  or  as  a  result 


of  sheer  numbers.  That  is 
changing.  Fewer  children  are 
being  born.  Fewer  families  are 
bringing  their  children  to 
church.  Rather  than  an  approach 
that  ministers  to  youth 
because  they  are  present,  we  are 
going  to  need  organized  efforts 
for  reaching  out,  finding  and 
bringing  them  to  church.  In 
the  eighties  more  than  ever 
before,  churches  failing  to  do 
this  will  find  themselves  dying. 

Over  the  years  we  have 
adopted  and  followed  certain 
trends.  That  isn't  necessarily 
bad,  except  for  the  fact  that,  by 
the  time  we  get  around  to  the 

trend,  our  young 
people  have 
moved  on  to 
something  else. 
For  example,  we 
presently  seem  to 
be  in  an  era  of 
emphasizing  the  "fun  and  games" 
approach  to  youth  ministry. 
Many  of  our  leaders  grew  up 
in  an  age  when  young  people  had 
nothing  to  do:  no  entertainment, 
sports,  or  television.  If  you 
want  to  get  young  people  into 
church,  so  these  people  will 
argue,  then  make  church  fun  and 
games.  But  the  truth  of  the 
matter  is,  today's  young  people 
are  satiated  with  fun  and  games. 
That's  what  they  have  in  school, 
in  community  playgrounds  and 
in  parks  and  recreation  centers, 
and  even  in  the  family  living 
room.  The  church  does  have  a 
responsibility  to  provide 
opportunities  for  church-related 
social  and  recreational 
activities,  but  they  must  not  be 
the  main  thrust  of  youth 
ministry.  Young  people 
expect — and  they  have  a  right 
to  expect — something  more 
meaningful  from  the  church. 

Perhaps,  too,  we've  made  a 
mistake  by  helping  to  foster  a 


spirit  of  "separatism"  in  our 
ranks.  That  spirit  is  now 
haunting  us.  We  have  youth 
programs  and  church 
programs,  two  distinct  and 
separate  items.  We  have  our 

funds  and  theirs, 
our  Sundays  and 
theirs,  our  nights 
and  theirs;  and, 
in  the  highlight- 
ing of  this  dis- 
tinction, we  have 
broadened  the  generational  gap 
right  at  the  precise  point  in 
life  where  we  should  be  bringing 
families  together. 

We  need  to  give  more  thought 
to  cross-generational  activities. 
God's  purpose  is  family 
togetherness.  Children  do  not, 
by  nature,  feel  separated  from 
older  generations — as  witness 
the  closeness  between 
grandparents  and  grandchildren — 
so  we  certainly  ought  not 
wedge  open  the  breach. 

One  of  our  key  objectives  in 
the  eighties  will  be  to  emphasize 
a  singleness  of  ministry,  with 
youth  a  vital  part  of  everything 
going  on  in  church:  not  a 
token  thing,  not  some  special 
day  only,  nor  some  isolated 
program,  but  true  involvement  in 
church  as  a  whole.  We've  seen 
this  trend  coming  prior  to  now 
but  we  must  commit  ourselves 
to  moving  on  with  it  even  if  it 
means  painful  adjustment. 

Finally,  our  major  emphasis 
must  be  the  orienting  of 
young  people  into  Bible  truths. 
Thank  God,  this  is  one 
emphasis  we've  never  lost.  We've 
never  abandoned  this 
principle,  even  though  there  may 
have  been  times  when  it 
seemed  relegated  to  a  back 
burner. 

When  the  chips  are  down, 
when  the  final  chapter  is 
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Fritz  Tiemann 


CHRIST 
IS  LORD 


Testimony  of  a  German  Army 
officer  converted  during  World 
War  II  under  the  ministry  of 
Herman  Lauster 


Today,  even  in  his 
mid-sixties,  Fritz  Tiemann  walks 
and  moves  like  an  army 
officer.  He  is  big  physically,  with 
a  voice  that  matches,  and  he 
speaks  and  gestures  as  one 
accustomed  to  being  heard. 

It  was  on  a  Wednesday  night 
in  his  native  Germany  that 
Fritz  stood  before  a  group  of 
visiting  young  men  and 
women  from  the  United  States 
and  told  of  the  miraculous 
way  in  which  God  had  blessed 
his  life.  He  spoke  in  German, 
translated  by  Heinrich  Scherz. 
It's  possible  that  not  every 


word  came  across  to  this  writer 
correctly;  but,  basically,  here 
is  the  story. 

*     *     * 

When  I  was  young,  times  were 
hard  in  Germany.  There  were 
few  jobs  during  those  depression 
years  of  the  thirties  and  the 
military  offered  one  of  the  best 
opportunities  around.  I  became 
a  professional  soldier,  moving  up 
in  rank  and  eventually 
becoming  an  officer. 

The  Nazis  came  to  power.  I 
tried  to  be  a  good  soldier, 
obeyed  orders,  and  fought  on 
the  Russian  front.  From  there  I 
was  transferred  to  Guernsey 
Island  off  the  coast  of  France,  a 
disillusioned  and  very  unhappy 
young  man.  I  sought  relief  from 
the  boredom,  and  peace  for 


my  mind,  through  fleshly 
indulgence,  drinking  heavily 
and  never  thinking  of  God  or  of 
eternal  things. 

One  day  a  question  popped 
into  my  mind.  I  can't  explain 
why  it  was  suddenly  there  or 
what  caused  it,  but  for  some 
reason  I  asked,  "What  is  the 
purpose  of  my  life?" 

I  couldn't  answer  that  question. 
I  tried  to  talk  to  some  of  my 
fellow  officers  and  they  couldn't 
tell  me. 

One  of  my  comrades  went  to 
church.  That  was  rather 
unusual  but  I  thought  maybe 
religion  could  help  me  and 
decided  to  go  to  church  with 
him. 

I  listened  to  the  sermon  and 
was  totally  bored.  The 
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minister  was  also  an  officer;  and, 
after  the  service,  he  invited  us 
to  a  Bible  study. 

The  Bible  study  was  held  in 
a  nice  house,  with  plush  carpet, 
soft  chairs.  We  smoked.  Had  a 
short  prayer. 

Again  I  was  bored. 
Everything  seemed  organized, 
right  out  of  the  books,  with  all 
the  questions  and  answers 
arranged  beforehand.  Others 
said  it  was  great  but  I  didn't  see 
why. 

It  was  during  this  Bible  study 
that  I  first  noticed  a  soldier  to 
my  left.  He  had  a  worn  Bible, 
all  crinkled,  and  I  observed 
that  he  had  written  in  it.  I 
didn't  like  that  at  all  and 
couldn't  imagine  what  kind  of 
man  would  so  desecrate  the 
Bible. 

When  Bible  study  was  over, 
this  little  soldier  asked  a  few 
questions  and  then  proceeded 
to  contradict  the  minister  in 
charge.  He  spoke  like  a 
farmer.  Obviously  he  wasn't 
highly  educated  but  he  quoted 
scriptures  and  he  made 
references  to  the  Bible  that 
left  no  doubt  he  knew  what  he 
talked  about.  Where  did  he 
learn  all  that? 

Suddenly  I  liked  the  little 

guy- 
Later,  asking  around,  I 
discovered  that  the  little  fellow 
was  Herman  Lauster.  He  was 
a  guard  on  a  tower  and  I  went 
out  to  visit  him  at  his  post  of 
duty. 

God's  Spirit  had  put  a  hook 
in  my  heart.  If  Herman  were 
right,  then  I  was  lost.  I  went 
to  my  quarters.  I  prayed  and 
wept  but  I  found  only 
condemnation. 

Next  time  I  went  to  the 
Bible  study,  Herman  wasn't 
there  and  I  was  disappointed. 


Third  Sunday  Herman  was  there 
and  he  preached  a  sermon 
right  during  the  discussion.  I 
went  home  and  tried  to  find 
the  Scriptures.  Couldn't  sleep. 
Started  drinking  all  the  more. 

So  things  continued  for  five 
Sundays.  I  knew  my  life  had 
to  change.  But  how? 

We  had  a  room  in  the 
recreation  hall  that  would 
accommodate  about  thirty 
people,  so  I  asked  Herman  to 
hold  services  there.  He 
preached  and  God's  Spirit 
touched  me  so  that  I  began  to 
weep  right  in  front  of  everyone. 
Such  was  unheard  of. 
Everyone  stared  ...  a  German 
officer  crying! 

Service  over,  I  told  Herman  to 
forget  the  officer  routine.  I 
wanted  us  to  be  friends.  He 
hugged  me  right  there  on  the 
spot. 

Although  I  still  wasn't 
saved,  Herman  and  I  started 
talking  and  one  day  he  asked 
me  right  out,  "Fritz,  do  you 
want  to  give  your  heart  to  the 
Lord?" 

I  knew  what  was  ahead  for 
me. 

Herman  quoted  Isaiah: 
"Come  now,  and  let  us  reason 
together,  saith  the  Lord: 
though  your  sins  be  as  scarlet, 
they  shall  be  as  white  as 
snow;  though  they  be  red  like 
crimson,  they  shall  be  as 
wool"  (Isaiah  1:18). 

I  couldn't  pray.  My  mouth 
was  locked.  Finally  Brother 
Lauster  prayed  for  me,  saying 
the  words  slowly  so  I  could 
repeat  them  like  a  child.  God 
humbled  me,  totally  broke  me; 
and,  while  I  couldn't  speak  on 
my  own,  God  looked  at  my 
heart. 

Brother  Lauster  said  amen.  I 
said  amen.  Someone  started 


singing,  "There  is  a  fountain 
filled  with  blood." 

On  the  last  verse  of  that  song 
a  light  begin  to  shine  in  my 
heart.  The  Spirit  told  me  I  was 
free.  My  sins  were  all  gone. 
Everything  was  new.  Changed. 

From  that  moment  on,  I 
knew  my  life  belonged  to  Jesus. 

Next  day  I  wrote  letters  to 
all  my  family.  Apologizing. 
Asking  forgiveness.  I  found 
out  later  they  thought  I  had 
gone  crazy. 

The  war  was  winding  down. 
The  Allies  starved  us  out  on 
the  island  of  Guernsey  and 
hundreds  of  us  were  taken  to 
England  as  prisoners  of  war. 
Things  didn't  go  well  for  me 
in  the  prisoner  of  war  camp  for 
I  was  persecuted  by  the  Nazi 
prisoners.  It  was  some  time  later 
that  I  heard  the  voice  of  a 
little  German  speaking  again  and 
discovered  that  Herman  also 
had  survived  and  had  come  to 
the  war  camp.  He  was  already 
preaching  and  holding  services  in 
the  camp. 

I  became  Herman's  assistant. 

In  March  of  1946,  Herman 
was  released,  returning  to 
Germany  to  resume  his 
ministry  for  the  Church  of  God. 
I  stayed  on  in  England, 
reading  my  Bible  and  trying  to 
understand  more  of  the 
spiritual  truths  Herman  had 
shared  with  me.  I  had  special 
difficulty  with  the  baptism  of  the 
Holy  Ghost.  I  believed  it  but 
I  didn't  understand  it. 

In  September  of  1946,  I 
was  suddenly  called  in, 
examined,  declared  sick,  and 
sent  home.  What  was  strange 
about  it  was  that  I  didn't  feel 
sick.  I  arrived  in  northern 
Germany  to  find  my  home 
bombed,  my  in-laws  unhappy 
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hen  you  see  Deborah 
Ann  Turner,  there's 
just  one  question  that 
inevitably  pops  into  mind: 
"What's  a  young  lady  like  this 
doing  in  the  coal  mines?" 

Even  if  one  admits  that  some 
women  are,  Debbie  just  isn't 
the  coal  miner  type.  Miss 
America,  maybe.  Or  a 
candidate  for  Teen  Talent  at  the 
General  Assembly.  But  coal 
miner? 

Nevertheless,  Debbie  is  a 
coal  miner.  A  card-carrying 
member  of  the  UMW 
Classified  as  an  underground 
general  laborer.  She  works 
night  shift.  Miners  call  it  the 
hoot  owl  shift.  She's  been  on 
the  job  for  close  to  two  years 
now  and,  so  far  as  one  can 
detect,  she  seems  to  have  no 
plans  for  looking  elsewhere  for 
work. 

When  I  met  her,  I  asked 
the  question  right  off. 
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"Why?" 

"Money." 

That  was  Debbie's  answer, 
straightforward  and  to  the  point; 
and,  while  it  didn't  exactly 
leave  me  speechless,  it  did  for  a 
moment  leave  me  in 
something  of  a  quandary  as  to 
what  I  should  ask  next. 

Thinking  back  on  it  now,  I 
suppose  there's  some 
significance  in  that  fact.  Why  did 
I  expect  some  more  abstract, 
perhaps  some  more  noble, 
answer  to  my  obviously  trite 
question?  Could  it  be  that  in 
spite  of  all  my  trying  I  am 
yet  so  chauvinistic,  so  prejudiced 
in  favor  of  a  man's  world,  that 
I  can't  accept  a  woman's  right  to 
work  where  she  pleases? 

Ours  is  a  changing  world.  For 
better  or  for  worse  Debbie  is 
just  one  more  example  of  how 
startling  some  of  these  changes 
can  be.  She  is  also  living  proof 
that,  regardless  of  age  or 
looks,  regardless  of  stereotypes 
already  cast,  a  woman  can 
demand  and  carve  for  herself  a 
niche  if  she  has  grit  and 
determination. 

Debbie  also  has  the 
motivation.  Divorced  and  the 
mother  of  an  eight-year-old 
son,  Debbie  lives  in  rural 
Alabama  where  jobs  for 
women  are  not  easily  found. 

"Before  I  went  in  the 
mines,"  Debbie  said,  "I  worked 
in  Birmingham  as  an  assistant 
buyer  in  a  department  store.  I 
liked  the  job  well  enough  and 
the  boss  was  training  me  as  a 
buyer,  but  the  hours  were 
long  and  the  pay  low.  I  had  to 
commute  to  work.  I  had  to 
work  on  Saturdays.  I  seldom  had 
time  for  my  son  Justin.  The 
coal  mine  offered  me  opportunity 
to  get  out  on  my  own,  away 
from  dependence  on  Mother  and 


Dad,  although  they  were  kind    ' 
enough;  and  it  also  promised  me 
some  hope  of  raising  my  son 
properly  and  giving  him  a  good 
education." 

"What  is  a  miner's  pay  now, 
Debbie?" 

"I  make  $78.38  a  day,  plus  an 
excellent  insurance  packet  and 
a  number  of  other  fringe 
benefits." 

"Do  you  usually  get  in  a  full 
week?" 

"Yes.  In  fact,  I've  worked 
more  than  a  year  without 
missing  a  shift.  However,  we 
may  have  a  strike  coming  up 
this  next  spring." 

"Will  you  be  on  the  picket 
line?" 

"Most  likely.  We  women 
take  our  assignments  right  along 
with  the  men." 

"Are  there  a  lot  of  women 
working  with  you?  Not  so 
much  on  the  shift  but  are  there 
many  women  employed?" 

"Not  a  lot.  Twenty  or  more  I 
suppose.  As  compared  to 
something  like  four  hundred 
men.  Company  policy  now 
requires  the  hiring  of  women  and 
it's  much  easier  for  us  to  get 
on  than  it  was." 

"You're  a  general  laborer. 
What,  precisely,  is  the  nature  of 
your  work?" 

"For  one  thing,  I  work  on  a 
shift  where  no  coal  is  being 
run.  This  means  no  dust  and 
little  noise.  I  get  my 
assignments  each  evening  when  I 
arrive  at  the  mine  and  I  work 
with  different  crews,  depending 
on  what  is  needed  at  the 
time. 

"I've  had  opportunity  to  bid 
on  other  jobs,  better  jobs,  but 
I've  refused  because  that 
would  put  me  in  with  a  regular 
crew  and  I  think  it's  better 
that  I  move  around." 


"You  do  maintenance  work? 
Clean  up?  Things  like  that?" 

"Mostly.   Set  conveyor  belts. 
Get  ready  for  the  next  shift. 
Something  different  all  the 
time.  I  like  that  part." 

Outside  the  mines,  Debbie 
lives  a  more  ordinary  life.  Since 
her  shift  is  from   11  p.m.  to  7 
a.m.,  Justin  usually  stays  with 
his  grandfather  and 
grandmother,  the  Reverend  and 
Mrs.  James  Hockensmith, 
Sumiton.  Debbie  sleeps  until 
time  for  Justin  to  arrive  home 
and  then  spends  most  evenings 
with  him.  Justin  is  involved  in 
Little  League,  something  which 
takes  a  great  deal  of  time. 
Mother  and  son  often  go  roller 
skating  or  ice  skating  together 
or  else  they  go  out  for  an 
evening. 

Raised  in  a  pastor's  home, 
Debbie  has  known  her  share 
of  sorrow  and  personal  difficulty. 
She  married  young,  became  a 
mother  early,  and  then  went 
through  the  tragedy  of 
divorce.  During  that  same  period 
of  time,  Debbie  was  a 
backslider  on  the  Lord,  running 
from  her  own  conscience  and 
trying  to  find  peace  and 
satisfaction  in  things  other 
than  church. 

Turning  point  in  her  life 
came,  Debbie  will  tell  you,  when 
her  brother  Stephen  died 
accidently  in  her  car.  Stephen 
was  with  a  friend  and  the  two 
died  without  suspecting  that  a 
faulty  muffler  was  sending 
poisonous  carbon  monoxide  fumes 
into  the  automobile. 

"That  accident  brought  the 
Hockensmith  family  together 
once  again,"  Debbie  says.  "At 
least  it  brought  me  back  into 
the  family  circle.  Stephen  and  I 
were  close.  I  came  to  realize 
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It  was  a  hot  August  afternoon, 
around  twelve  noon,  when 
thirty-three  young  people 
climbed  aboard  a  two-ton  diesel 
bus  headed  for  Monterrey, 
Mexico.  Nothing  alarming.  Not 
anything  out  of  the  ordinary, 
perhaps,  but  these  were  the 
Crichton  Teen  Singers  from 
Mobile,  Alabama.  They  were 
taking  a  singing  tour  into  places 
where  no  Church  of  God 
youth  group  had  gone  before. 

Other  choirs  go  on  tour 
during  the  summer  months, 
singing  in  large  churches 
throughout  the  States,  but  this 
group  headed  south  of  the 
border,  into  an  area  where  no 
offering  would  be  received, 
where  few  choirs  had  ever  been, 
and  where  it  would  be  an 
impossibility  to  stay  in  members' 
homes.  An  ambitious  goal. 

We  were  invited  on  this 
venture  by  Overseer  Cornelio 
Castello.  As  choir  director  I  first 
met  with  the  Parent  Choir 
Boosters  Club  and  we  began 
plans  for  PROJECT 
MEXICO!  The  total  cost  was 
estimated  at  seven  thousand 
dollars.  High!  But  these  young 
people  were  determined. 

During  spring  and  summer 
months  the  youth  raised 
money  selling  candy  and  candles, 
through  car  washes,  a  gong 
show,  a  slave  auction,  cakewalks, 
and  a  rock-a-thon,  as  well  as 
individual  efforts.  The  goal  was 
reached  through  community 
support  as  well  as  church 
backing. 

Leaving  Mobile  the  Teen 
Singers  ministered  to 


congregations  on  the  way:  Baker, 
Louisiana;  Pasadena,  Texas; 
Victoria,  Texas;  and  at  the  Deer 
Park  Church  in  Houston.  In 
these  churches,  twelve  were 
saved  and  four  received  the 
Holy  Ghost! 

Before  crossing  the  national 
boundary  the  choir  got  a  taste  of 
Mexico  by  singing  to  a  group 
of  mostly  Spanish-speaking 
people  at  the  Institute  of 
Ministry  in  Houston. 

Memorable  events  took 
place  during  the  next  ten  days. 
Thirty  miles  over  the  border, 
at  the  first  inspection  station,  the 
bus  was  searched  and  forced 
back  to  the  border  for  a  Tourist 
Pass  emblem. 

First  stop  in  Mexico  was  at 
Nuevo  Laredo.  Pastor  Pedro 
Reyna  and  his  wife  greeted  us 
warmly  and  we  readily  felt  at 
home.  The  service  was  anointed 
of  the  Lord  and  the  church 
was  packed.  After  service  the 
people  treated  the  choir  to  a 
delicious  Mexican  dish.  Not  only 
had  the  teens  come  to  sing 
but  they  had  brought  clothes, 
Sunday  school  literature, 
blankets,  sheets,  pillows  and  toys 
that  they  now  shared  with 
Mexican  families. 

We  did  a  three-day  singing 
revival  with  Hector  Galindo  at 
the  Church  of  God  in 
Monterrey,  Mexico.  Other 
churches  in  Monterrey  were 
asked  to  join  us.  What  a  time  of 
singing  and  sharing! 

Many  could  not  understand 
the  words  being  sung,  but  the 
Holy  Spirit  convicted  and  folks 
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The  Ventriloquist  bv  g 


When  Peggy  True  went 
away  to  college,  she  soon 
became  the  envy  of  girls  in  her 
dormitory.  Not  surprising. 
Peggy  was  one  of  the  most 
fortunate  people  on  earth.  She 
seemed  to  have  everything  any 
girl  could  want. 

Peggy  resembled  her  mother, 
an  exceptionally  beautiful 
woman.  Tall  and  slender,  Peggy 
also  had  her  mother's  rich 
auburn  hair  and  dark  brown 
eyes.  In  those  eyes  sparkled 
an  intelligence  that  had  made 
Peggy  valedictorian  of  her 
high  school  class. 

Peggy's  days  in  high  school 
had  not  been  restricted  to 
studying  though.  She  had  been 
a  cheerleader.  She  had  led  the 
girls  volleyball  team  to  two 
league  championships.  She  had 
played  first  trumpet  in  the 
stage  band.  All  of  which  had 
been  done  while  she  also 
served  on  the  student  council. 

No  wonder  other  girls  were 
eager  to  know  her  and  be  close 
to  her.  They  came  to  her 
room  at  all  hours  of  day  and 
night.  They  spent  hours 
admiring  her  medals,  trophies, 
photographs,  and  other 
mementos. 

Mostly  they  came  to  talk. 
Some  girls  were  away  from 
home  for  the  first  time,  lonely 
and  frightened.  Peggy's  room 
radiated  a  strength  and 
security  they  hoped  to  absorb 

Girls  shared  their  thoughts, 
their  problems,  their  dreams. 
They  asked  Peggy  foi  advice 
and  for  help  in  doing  everything 
from  homework  to  writing 
letters  to  parents.  No  matter  how 
much  she  had  to  do,  Peggy 


had  time  for  them.  Seldom  did 
anyone  leave  without  feeling 
better  than  when  she  came  in. 

Peggy  had  a  special  gift,  the 
ability  to  communicate.  Without 
trying,  sometimes  without  even 
saying  anything,  she  could  help 
others  get  over  an  obstacle  or 
through  a  crisis.  Somehow  the 
girls  came  to  know  themselves 
a  little  better,  the  kind  of 
knowledge  one  could  never 
learn  from  a  book  or  in  a  class. 
Yet  it  could  be  found  in 
Peggy's  room. 

If  the  girls  on  second  floor 
of  Bennett  Hall  had  voted  on 
who  was  most  likely  to 
succeed,  the  vote  would  have 
been  unanimously  for  Peggy 
True.  Peggy  had  everything  a 
girl  could  want:  beauty,  brains, 
and  an  army  of  loyal  friends. 
Who  could  ask  for  more? 

Peggy  was  asking  for  more. 

There  was  something 
missing  from  Peggy's  life.  She 
didn't  know  what  it  was,  but 
she  knew  her  life  wasn't  whole. 
No  one  in  Bennett  Hall  would 
have  guessed  it,  and  Peggy 
would  never  have  admitted  it 
to  them;  but,  with  all  her 
mementos  and  all  her  new 
friends,  Peggy  was  a  sad  and 
lonely  young  lady. 

To  only  one  pair  of  ears  did 
Peggy  ever  whisper  this  truth. 
Those  ears  belonged  to  Smilin' 
Sam  Smith. 

Smilin'  Sam  lived  in  a  special 
compartment  of  a  trunk  at  the 
foot  of  Peggy's  bed.  He  was 
made  mostly  of  wood,  with  a 
little  metal  thrown  in  for  the 
hinges  at  his  joints.  Some 
people  would  have  called  Sam  a 
dummy.  For  this  reason  Peggy 


never  let  anyone  in  the  dorm 
see  Sam.  Sam  was  Peggy's 
friend  and  she  didn't  want 
anyone  making  fun  of  him. 
Nor  did  she  want  to  share  him 
with  anyone  else. 

Just  as  Peggy  was  always 
there  when  other  girls  needed 
her,  so  Smilin'  Sam  was  always 
there  when  Peggy  needed 
him. 

"Where  else  could  I  go?" 
Sam  often  said  to  her. 

Sam  and  Peggy  had  been 
friends  since  Peggy's  eighth 
Christmas.  Walking  hand  in 
hand  with  her  father  through  a 
shopping  mall  one  day,  she 
had  been  captivated  by  a 
ventriloquist  putting  on  a  show 
for  holiday  shoppers.  His  puppet 
had  been  a  gloomy  fellow 
named  Sad  Sam  Smith,  who  was 
afraid  he  wouldn't  get 
anything  for  Christmas.  Peggy 
was  so  touched  that  she  cried 
all  the  way  home. 

Mr.  True  noticed  Peggy's 
interest.  When  Peggy  opened  her 
package  on  Christmas  morning, 
the  face  that  greeted  her  wore  a 
delightful  smile.  Peggy 
immediately  named  her  puppet 
Smilin'  Sam.  When  she  was  in 
an  unusually  good  mood,  she 
often  called  him  "Smitty." 

"I'll  be  your  friend,"  Peggy 
said  to  Sam.  "You'll  never 
have  to  be  sad  again." 

Peggy  spent  hours  with  her 
new  friend.  She  developed  a 
voice  for  him,  and  she  became 
an  expert  ventriloquist.  While 
her  lips  remained  perfectly 
still,  Sam  told  jokes  and  stories 
and  sang  silly  songs  and 
laughed  with  glee.  When  Peggy 
was  sad,  Sam  never  failed  to 
cheer  her  up. 


■  fj 


Lighted  Pathway,  October,  1980 


nith 


Stories 


But  Sam's  job  of  cheering 
Peggy  up  got  harder  all  the 
time.  The  more  Peggy 
learned,  the  less  she  really 
understood.  The  more  honors 
she  won,  the  less  she  really 
seemed  to  have  accomplished. 
Something  was  missing.  There 
seemed  another  voice  she  was 
not  hearing. 

Sam  was  of  less  help.  Peggy 
had  far  less  time  to  be  with  him. 
Other  girls  seemed  to  stay  in 
her  room  forever.  Secretly, 
Peggy  sometimes  wished  her 
friends  would  leave  her  alone, 
but  her  face  always  wore  a 
smile,  just  like  Sam  Smith's. 

Late  one  night  when  finally 
alone,  Peggy  quietly  took  Sam 
out  of  the  trunk.  Placing  him 
on  her  knee,  she  sat  in  front  of 
the  mirror.  After  years  of 
practicing  before  a  mirror,  that 
was  the  only  place  she  really 
felt  at  home. 

Peggy  looked  at  Sam's 
reflection  and  her  own.  The 
smile  had  slide  off  her  face. 
She  looked  tired  and  sad,  a 
vivid  contrast  to  Sam's  happy 
wooden  grin. 

"So,  what  are  you  so  happy 
about  tonight,  Mr.  Smith?" 
Peggy  asked.  "Why  have  you 
got  that  big  grin  on  your  face? 
What  is  there  to  be  happy 
about  anyway?" 

"Oh,  I  don't  know,"  Sam 
said,  trying  to  chuckle.  "I  guess 
there's  always  something  to 
feel  good  about." 

"Like  what?" 

"Well,  you're  really  a  very 
lucky  girl,  you  know." 

"So  I've  been  told." 

"You  ought  to  be  thankful 
for  that.  And  as  for  me,  well, 


I'm  thankful  to  have  a  friend 
like  you." 

"I've  heard  that  too.  They 
all  tell  me  that.  But  they  don't 
care  about  my  problems.  No 
one  ever  wants  to  help  me  out." 

"Maybe  that's  because  you 
never  give  anyone  a  chance." 

Peggy's  eyes  grew  wide.  She 
stared  at  the  little  wooden  man 
in  her  lap.  She  hadn't  said 
that!  She  had  not  thrown  her 
voice  at  all,  yet  Sam  had 
spoken!  Peggy  looked  into  the 
mirror  and  blinked.  Then 
looked  back  at  Sam.  Was  she 
going  crazy  or  had  he  really 
spoken? 

Again  Sam  spoke.  "If  you 
would  share  your  problems  with 
others,  they  might  be  able  to 
help.  They  would  at  least  listen." 

"But  I  can't,"  insisted 
Peggy.  "They  have  too  many 
problems  of  their  own. 
Besides,  mine  are  different.  I 
don't  really  have  anything  in 
common  with  the  other  girls.  I've 
always  had  to  solve  my  own 
problems,  and  I  always  will." 

"There  are  some  problems  a 
person  can't  solve  alone," 

Sam  said.  "I  think  you'd  be 
surprised  how  much  you  have  in 
common  with  some  of  the 
other  girls." 

Peggy  leaned  back  in  her 
chair  and  rubbed  her  eyes.  Her 
mouth  dropped  open.  She 
didn't  know  what  to  think  or 
what  to  do.  What  Sam  was 
saying  made  so  much  sense.  But 
he  couldn't  really  be  saying 
that,  could  he?  After  all,  he 
couldn't  really  talk! 

"We  dummies  are  a  lot 
smarter  than  you  think." 


This  time  Sam's  voice  came 
from  across  the  room.  Very 
slowly  Peggy  turned.   Standing 
just  inside  the  door  was  Julie, 
the  girl  from  the  next  room. 
Julie  was  speaking  in  Sam's 
voice. 

"There  are  people  here  who 
care  about  you,"  Julie  said  softly, 
"even  if  you  don't  realize  it. 
Every  night  I've  heard  you  in 
here  talking  to  Sam.  Every 
night  I've  wished  I  could  do 
something  to  help.  Tonight  I 
decided  it  was  time  to  try." 

"You  can  throw  your 
voice?"  said  Peggy.  "It  was  you 
who  'made  Sam  say  those 
things?" 

"I  can  throw  my  voice," 
said  Julie,  "although  I'm  not 
nearly  as  good  as  you.  But 
that's  only  one  of  the  things  that 
we  have  in  common.  There's 
something  much  more  important 
than  that." 

Julie  crossed  the  room  and  sat 
on  the  edge  of  the  bed  near 
Peggy. 

"Peggy,  just  from  listening 
to  you  talk  to  Sam,  I've  come  to 
know  you.  That's  when  you 
show  who  you  really  are.  And 
that's  what  matters.  I  know 
you  a  little,  but  there's  someone 
else  who  knows  you- — who 
knows  all  of  us — much  better. 
Someone  we  can  all  take  our 
problems  to.  And  it's  His  voice, 
His  words,  that  we  need  to 
hear.  It  doesn't  matter  whether 
it's  you  or  me  or  Smilin'  Sam 
who  speaks  them." 

A  tear  formed  in  Peggy's 
eye. 

"When  I  was  younger,"  she 
whispered,  "sometimes  kids  used 
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Don  Alberto  stood  on  a 
ramp  in  Sacramento,  lead- 
ing to  the  1-80  freeway.  He 
stuck  out  his  thumb,  but 
no  car  stopped. 

It  was  October,  the  beginning 
of  the  rainy  season  in 
northern  California.  The  sky  was 
full  of  gray  clouds.  Maybe 
running  away  at  sixteen  and 
living  on  his  own  wasn't  such 
a  good  idea  after  all,  Don 
thought. 

But  he  had  to  leave.  Don 
couldn't  take  the  bullies  in 
school,  taunting  him  because  he 
was  half  Anglo,  half  Mexican. 
He  was  an  outsider,  one  who 
didn't  belong  anywhere. 


The  rain  fell  softly  at  first. 
Don  thought  about  going  back 
home,  but  his  folks  were  always 
fighting.  They  didn't 
understand  him. 

A  semitruck  slowed  down  at 
the  freeway  entrance.  The  horn 
tooted. 

Don  climbed  into  the  cab, 
carrying  his  small  bag  that 
contained  a  change  of  clothes. 

"Where  are  you  headed, 
Son?" 

"Uh,  San  Francisco." 

"That's  where  I'm  going.  Only 
I'm  going  to  stop  first  at  the 
truck  stop  in  Vallejo." 

"Fine." 

Don  liked  the  feel  of  riding  in 


the  big  eighteen  wheeler.  The 

truck  sped  along  in  the  rain. 

The  windshield  wipers  clapped 

in  time.  The  CB  radio  crackled. 
"Live  in  San  Francisco?" 
"No,"  Don  said.  "Just  going  for 

a  visit.  But  I  might  stay." 
"Aren't  you  still  in  school?" 
"Naw,  I  quit.  I'm  sixteen. 

I'm  going  to  San  Francisco  to 

get  a  job." 

"What  kind  of  work?" 
"Oh,  anything  at  first. 

Dishwasher.  Busboy." 

"I  heard  there's  a  big  strike 

at  the  hotels  that's  practically 

shut  down  the  city." 

"Well,  I'll  find  something." 
There  was  silence  as  the 
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truck  hummed  along  the 
highway.  Don  wondered  if  the 
trucker  would  turn  him  over  to 
the  police  as  a  runaway. 

Then  the  truck  pulled  off  the 
freeway  at  the  truck  stop. 

"I've  been  waiting  hundreds  of 
miles  for  some  of  their 
delicious  apple  pie  and  hot 
coffee.  What  do  you  say?" 

"Oh,  no  thanks,"  Don  said. 

"Treat's  on  me." 

"Right  price,"  Don  said, 
smiling. 

They  hurried  into  the  coffee 
shop. 

"Usual,  Molly,"  the  trucker 
said  to  the  waitress.  "Make  it 
a  double  order." 

"Right,  Herman.  Don't  tell 
me  that's  your  kid?" 

"No,  just  a  rider." 

Don  was  surprised  how 
delicious  the  cinnamon  apple 
pie  tasted.  Hot  coffee  hit  the 
spot.  He  felt  better. 

"What  kind  of  cargo  you 
carrying?" 

"Dynamite,"  Herman  said.  He 
grinned.  "Just  kidding. 
Actually  they're  empty  trailers 
I'm  deadheading  from 
Portland.  In  Frisco  I'm  picking 
up  some  container  cargo  off  a 
ship  from  Tokyo,  trailers  that 
I'm  hauling  down  south." 

"See  you  on  the  return  trip," 
the  waitress  said.  "And  take 
some  of  the  rain  to  Los 
Angeles." 

They  were  back  on  the  road 
again. 

"You're  running  away  from 
something.  Are  you  in 
trouble?" 

"No,"  Don  said. 

"Do  you  have  any  relatives? 
Friends  in  Frisco?" 

"No." 

"It  can  be  mighty  lonely  in 
a  big  city  all  by  yourself." 


"I've  been  lonely  all  my 
life,"  Don  said.  "I'm  not  Anglo 
or  Chicano.  Mom's  white, 
Dad's  Mexican.  Kids  at  school 
call  me  a  half-breed." 

"There's  only  one  color,  as  far 
as  I'm  concerned.  The  red 
blood  that  flows  in  all  of  us." 

"That  makes  sense." 

"Listen,  Son.  I  don't  mean  to 
get  personal,  but  maybe  you 
should  go  back  home." 

Don  was  angry.  The  trucker 
was  like  all  adults,  telling  him 
what  he  should  do.  He  didn't 
want  any  advice.  He  was 
running  away,  and  that  was 
that. 

"You  can  let  me  out  at  the 
next  exit." 

"It's  raining  pretty  hard. 
You'll  get  soaked." 

"I'll  live." 

The  trucker  rubbed  his  head. 
"You  know,  I  was  about  your 
age  when  I  left  home.  I  bummed 
around  the  country  a  lot. 
Worked  odd  jobs  and  hit  the 
honky-tonks.  Suddenly  I  was 
thirty  years  old,  and  that  shook 
me." 

Don  looked  out  the  window. 
He  didn't  want  to  hear  this 
guy's  sad  story.  All  he  wanted 
was  a  ride. 

"I  didn't  have  any  family.  I 
was  just  a  drunk,  headed 
nowhere.  Then  He  found  me, 
and  changed  my  life 
completely." 

"Who?"  Don  asked. 

"Jesus." 

"I'm  not  religious,"  Don 
said. 

"Don't  worry,  I'm  not  a 
fanatic.  It's  just  that  you  don't 
ever  have  to  be  lonely,  if  you 
know  Him." 

"I  only  believe  in  what  I 
can  see." 

"Jesus  is  as  real  as  the  rain. 


Once  you  accept  Him  into  your 
life." 

"I  don't  need  anyone,"  Don 
said.  "I  can  take  care  of 
myself." 

"That's  what  I  thought." 

"How  far  are  we  from  Frisco?" 

"See  up  ahead,  that's  the 
Bay  Bridge.  As  soon  as  we  cross 
it,  we're  in  San  Francisco." 

As  they  drove  across  the 
bridge,  Don  looked  at  the 
skyline,  the  big  buildings.  He 
shook  off  the  feeling  of 
loneliness. 

The  trucker  pulled  off  the 
freeway  and  stopped.  "Downtown 
is  straight  ahead.  If  you  ever 
need  a  friend,  remember  Jesus." 
He  handed  Don  a  pocket 
Bible. 

"Yeah,  sure,"  Don  said. 
"Thanks  for  everything."  Don 
put  the  book  inside  his  jacket 
pocket. 

Don  was  glad  the  rain  had 
stopped  for  a  while.  He  felt  the 
change  in  his  pants.  He  didn't 
have  to  count  it.  It  was  only 
eighteen  cents,  not  even 
enough  for  a  candy  bar.  But 
he'd  make  out  somehow. 

Don  walked  up  Fifth  Street  to 
Market.  People  climbed 
aboard  the  cable  car  at  the 
turntable.  He  continued 
walking  up  Powell  Street  until 
he  came  to  Union  Square. 
Then  he  sat  down  on  a  yellow 
metal  bench.  Pigeons  cooed 
around  the  towering  winged 
victory  statue. 

Don  looked  around.  A  ragged 
old  man  huddled  in 
newspapers  on  a  bench  nearby. 

The  sky  opened,  and  rain 
poured. 

Don  walked  back  down 
Powell,  then  along  Market  until 
he  came  to  the  bus  depot  on 
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Revival  fires  burn  when  fueled  by  prayer  and  expectant  faith. 
October  15-19  is  set  aside  for  Youth  Emphasis  Week  in  the 
Church  of  God.  The  theme  is  "Youth  in  Revival."  Your  pastor 
has  suggestions  for  revival  activities  in  his  planning  guide. 

The  General  Department  staff  is  praying  for  a  revival  among 
the  youth  of  the  Church  of  God. 

We  are  praying  for  a  revival  of  intercessory  prayer.  As  young 
persons,  we  may  sometimes  be  guilty  of  negligence,  coldness  in 
prayer,  unbelief,  and  lack  of  real  love.  Prayer  rights  these  wrongs. 
Intercessory  prayer  kindles  concern  for  spiritual  matters,  melts 
unbelief,  and  causes  God's  love  to  come  alive  in  us. 

We  are  praying  for  a  revival  of  New  Testament  living.  The 
earliest  Christians  anticipated  the  imminent  return  of  the  Lord 
Jesus  Christ.  This  expectation  colored  their  conduct.  New  Testa- 
ment living  makes  a  difference  in  our  life,  visibly  evident  in  our 
concern  for  the  person  across  the  street  as  well  as  in  our  con- 
cern for  the  whole  world. 

We  are  praying  for  a  revival  of  witnessing.  This  kind  of  revival 
in  our  churches  will  touch  the  entire  community.  It  will  turn  idle 
young  people  into  active  ones.  It  will  jolt  the  unconcerned  and 
awake  the  sleepers.  It  will  turn  silent  Christians  into  vocal 
witnesses. 

God  wants  to  use  us  in  this  revival!  In  fact,  He  is  preparing 
each  of  us  for  this  task  right  now.  As  a  vision  of  the  needy 
world  grips  us,  we  will  realize  to  a  great  extent  that  revival 
depends  on  individuals.  We  must  be  willing  to  pay  the  price  for 
revival,  whatever  that  price  may  be. 

We  must  expect  revival.  There  is  tremendous  power  in  prayer 
and  united,  expectant  faith.  The  Holy  Spirit  uses  young  people 
who  care.  We  believe  you  care. 

Write  the  General  Department  of  Youth  and  Christian  Education 
and  tell  us  about  "Youth  in  Revival"  at  your  church.  □ 
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LAMAR  VEST: 

PROJECTIONS  FOR 

THE  EIGHTIES 

(Continued  from  page  7) 

outlined  and  the  last  paragraph 
written,  it's  how  effective  we 
are  in  teaching  the  Word  that 
matters.  Everything  we  do, 
every  concept  we  promote  and 
emphasize,  should  be  inspected 
closely  in  light  of  this  objective. 
God's  Word  is  eternal.  Its 
truths  never  become  outdated. 
The  Bible  must  remain  the 
lodestone  around  which  all  else 
revolves. 

In  terms  of  this  philosophy, 
most  changes  will  take  place 
on  local  levels,  spearheaded  by 
pastors,  teachers,  and  youth 
leaders  whose  hearts  burn  with 
God's  Spirit.  We  know  this. 
The  Youth  and  Christian 
Education  Department  wishes 
to  aid  in  these  changes — in  every 
sense  of  the  word,  we  wish  to 
avoid  an  image  of 
obstructionism — and  we'd  like 
to  be  viewed,  as  often  stated 
before,  as  partners  with  you  in 
ministry.  We  want  to  be  helpful, 
cooperative,  your  resource  aid; 
for  in  this  alone  is  the  fulfillment 
of  our  ministry  and  calling. 
— Lamar  Vest 

FRITZ  TIEMANN: 

CHRIST  IS  LORD 

(Continued  from  page  9) 

because  they  had  heard  I  had 
joined  a  religious  sect,  and  no 
work.  For  the  next  four  years, 
I  had  it  very  hard. 

It  was  in  1950  that  I 
received  a  telegram  from 
Herman  Lauster.  He  came  in 
an  old  Chevrolet  and  found  me 
in  poverty.  He  invited  me  to 
move  with  him  to  southern 
Germany  where  I  lived  in  the 
basement  of  the  church  and 
eventually  found  work. 


Herman  insisted  that  first  of 
all  I  needed  to  be  baptized  in 
water.  I  finally  agreed.  Then, 
after  making  restitution  for 
some  money  I  had  stolen,  God 
baptized  me  with  the  Holy 
Spirit. 

What  a  glorious  moment 
that  was! 

Since  then  I've  been 
preaching  the  gospel,  living  here 
in  southern  Germany  with  my 
family,  and  enjoying  the 
blessings  of  God. 

I'm  now  retired.  The 
government  pays  me  a  pension 
to  live  on  and  I  spend  my  time 
telling  others  about  the 
goodness  and  the  love  of  God. 

Jesus  is  Lord!  □ 
by  Hoyt  E.  Stone 


DIAL  &elM  -800-446-7400 

VA.  Call  Collect  804-797-3277 


BOWLING  UNITED  INDUSTRIES 


IN  A  MAN'S  WORLD 

(Continued  Irom  page  11) 

shortly  afterwards  that  I  simply 
couldn't  make  it  without  the 
Lord." 

Since  then,  Debbie  has 
played  an  active  role  in  the 
Sumiton  church.  She  sings  in 


the  youth  choir  and  is  a  regular 
attender,  along  with  Justin. 
Best  of  all,  she  is  now  close  to 
her  family  again  and  thankful 
for  the  grace  of  God. 

Future  plans? 

Debbie  doesn't  know.  Maybe 
another  job.  Or  marriage.  But 
for  now,  Debbie  Turner  has  a 
son  to  raise  and  that  means 
going  into  the  mines  every  night. 
Doing  eight  hours.  One  day  at 
a  time.  □ 
by  Hoyt  E.  Stone 
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ACTION 

Ne  ws  0  Views 


General  Department 
of  Youth  and  Christian 
Education 

Compiled  by  Sonjia  Lee  Hunt 


IN  MY  OPINION 


THE  CHRISTIAN— AT 
SCHOOL,  AWAY 
FROM  HOME 

Being  a  Christian 
in  a  college  or 
university  setting 
away  from  the  in- 
fluence of  your 
family  and  friends 
can  evoke  a  variety 
of  feelings. 

You  may  experi- 
ence a  sense  of 
independence  and  a  feeling  of 
excitement  in  beginning  a  new 
adventure.  At  the  same  time  you 
may  feel  lonely  when  you  have  to 
face  the  rigorous  demands  of 
academia  without  the  emotional 
support  of  those  familiar  people 
and  places  you  have  left  behind.  You 
may  begin  to  lose  your  sense  of 
personal  identity  when  you  find 
yourself  In  the  unfamiliar  settino  of 
a  large  university. 

It  takes  a  while  to  get  adjusted 
to  a  new  lifestyle  of  class  schedules 
and  study  hours.  Soon  you  begin 
looking  around  for  resources  to  build 
a  support  system  like  the  one  you 
gave  up  when  you  left  your  family 
and  friends  to  attend  college. 
A  first  resource  would  be  to  check 


out  Christian  clubs  or  organizations 
on  your  campus.  These  groups 
provide  opportunity  to  meet  other 
students  who  share  similar  interests 
and  beliefs. 

A  second  resource  for  building  a 
support  system  away  from  home 
would  be  to  find  a  church  that  meets 
your  spiritual  needs.  Regular 
attendance  and  active  participation  in 
a  church  introduces  you  to  other 
Christians  whose  personal  experiences 
encourage  you  in  your  faith.  By 
establishing  relationships  with  others 
in  the  church  you  can  feel  a  part 
of  a  church  family.  Finding  a  place 
where  you  belong  will  help  you 
build  your  own  identity  away  from 
home. 

A  third  resource  would  be  your 
personal  daily  devotions.  By 
waking  thirty  minutes  early  you  can 
have  the  time  each  day  to  talk  to 
God  and  to  read  devotional  passages. 
Ask  God  to  meet  your  academic 
needs  as  well  as  your  spiritual, 
physical,  financial,  and  social 
needs. 

Be  specific  when  you  talk  to  God 
about  your  problems  in  school.  Being 
specific  allows  you  to  better 
recognize  when  God  answers  your 
requests.  Answers  to  vague, 
general  requests  are  often  difficult  to 
recognize.  God  is  concerned  about 
your  class  schedule,  the  study  habits 
you  want  to  improve,  the  research 


paper  you  must  write,  and  the 
material  you  have  to  study  for  that 
next  exam.  Share  the  academic  area 
of  your  life  with  God  as  you  would 
your  spiritual  needs. 

After  many  hours  of  attending 
classes  and  studying  textbooks,  you 
will  probably  find  it  difficult  to 
discipline  yourself  to  regular  Bible 
study.  Of  all  areas  of  personal 
devotions  Bible  reading  becomes  one 
of  the  hardest  for  students.  One 
method  I  have  found  is  to  keep  a 
cassette  tape  recorder  in  my 
bedroom.  I  can  listen  to  recordings  of 
the  Old  and  New  Testaments  while 
I  am  getting  ready  for  school. 

Early  prayer  time,  in  addition  to 
morning  Bible  recordings,  will  make 
you  sensitive  to  God  in  your  daily 
life. 

In  the  evening  take  twenty 
minutes  or  more  to  relax.  Give  your 
body  and  your  mind  time  to 
unwind  before  going  to  bed.  Go  over 
the  events  of  the  day  and  thank 
God  for  His  interventions. 

Be  aware  of  God's  help  in  your 
studies,  in  your  interpersonal 
relationships,  and  in  meeting  your 
needs.  When  you  let  God  share  the 
daily  routine  of  your  life,  you  will 
begin  to  sense  that  you  are  not  alone 
in  your  efforts  at  college.  He  is 
there,  understanding,  caring,  and 
actively  supporting  you — at  school, 
away  from  home.  □ 
— Dianne  Walker 

{Note:  Dianne  Walker  is  presently 
working  to  earn  her  doctoral 
degree  in  educational  psychology  at 
Brigham  Young  University.) 

YOUTH  AND 

PERSONAL  BIBLE  STUDY 

"Improving  my  private  devotional 
life"  and  "making  my  private  Bible 
study  more  meaningful"  were  the 
top  two  responses  496  young  people 
gave  to  the  question,  "In  what 
areas  of  your  life  do  you  need  help 
and  guidance?" 

As  one  youth  leader  aptly  put  it: 
"The  survey  indicates  that  our 
young  people  want  more  than  pizza 
parties  and  social  recreation  from 
their  church  and  church  youth 
groups." 

The  survey  also  revealed  that  most 
of  these  young  people,  even 
though  they  came  from  Christian 
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homes  where  parents  were  regular 
in  church  attendance  and  involved  in 
the  local  congregation,  seldom 
participated  in  a  joint  family  Bible 
study  or  had  serious  discussions 
with  other  family  members  about  their 
faith  and  how  it  related  to  their 
life.  □ 

(Taken  from  the  Sunday  School 
Counselor,  May  1980,  "Developing 
Devotions  and  Bible  Study  for 
Youth"  by  Thomas  W.  Klewin) 

SCHOLARSHIP  WINNER 

Gregory  Hugh 
Roach,  a 
senior  at 
Franklin 
County  High 
School,  is 
among  the 
ninety-eight 
state  winners  and  nearly  nineteen 
hundred  national  winners  of  college 
sponsored  four-year  Merit 
Scholarships. 

Greg,  the  son  of  Hugh  and 
Marlene  Roach,  is  sponsored  under 
the  Georgia  Institute  of  Technology 
Merit  Scholarship.  He  is  a  recipient  of 
the  University  of  Georgia's 
Certificate  of  Merit,  a  Georgia 
Governor's  Honor  Nominee  in 
science,  and  Franklin  County's  STAR 
student.  He  is  also  represented  in 
the  1978-1979  and  1979-1980  editions 
of  Who's  Who  Among  American 
High  School  Students.  He  was 
selected  to  be  featured  in 
America's  Outstanding  Names  and 
Faces  1979-1980. 

Greg  has  maintained  an  A  average 
since  junior  high  school  and  will 
graduate  in  the  top  10  percent  of  his 
class.  He  was  voted  "Most  Likely 
to  Succeed"  by  his  fellow  classmates 
and  "Best  Offensive  Lineman"  by 
his  teammates.  He  played  varsity 
football  for  the  FCHS  Lions  for 
three  years. 

Greg  is  a  member  of  the 
Sc-ence-Math  Club,  serving  as 
president  last  year.  He  received  the 
Achievement  Award  in  science  this 
year. 

Greg  is  a  regular  attender  of  the 
Lavonia  Church  of  God  and  is  an 
active  Peacemaker.  Gregs  plans  for 
the  future  are  to  enter  Georgia 
Tech  this  summer  where  he  will  major 
in  chemical  engineering. 

—Billy  J.  O'Neal,  N.  Georgia  State 
Youth  and  CE  Director 


MEXICO  BOUND 


(Continued  from  page  13) 

wept  and  rejoiced  and  raised 
their  hands  in  praise.  An 
interpreter  translated  for  those 
who  testified,  thrilling  the  hearts 
of  all  who  listened. 

The  congregations  were 
surprised  and  full  of  joy  at 
hearing  their  American  visitors 
sing  "I  Surrender  All"  or 
"Nothing,  But  the  Blood."  They 
applauded  with  great 
appreciation. 

Those  were  days  we  will 
never  forget.  We  went  up  to 
beautiful  Horsetail  Falls,  rode 
up  high  mountain  trails  on 
burros,  visited  Spanish  forts 
and  museums  and  open  market 
places.  The  trip  couldn't  have 
taken  place  without  the 
chaperons  of  Jens  Carlsen  (the 
bus  driver)  and  his  wife  Virginia, 
Harold  and  Ruth  Ratliff, 
Denise  Harris  (the  pianist),  Tim 
Lovelace  (the  bass  player), 
Dave  Sammons,  Donna  Allen, 
and  Penny  Mauldin  who  all 
ended  up  singing  with  the  choir 
on  the  way  back. 

The  group  returned  home  a 
little  different.  They  were 
tired — some  even  a  little 
sick — but  there  was  more  love 
for  one  another,  more  of  a  spirit 
of  ministry,  more  appreciation 
for  things  that  are  often  taken 
for  granted.  Yes,  the  Crichton 
Teen  Singers  had  become 
different  through  the 
leadership  of  the  Holy  Spirit.  D 

PROJECT  MEXICO?  .  .  . 
MISSION  ACCOMPLISHED 
FOR  CHRIST. 


Note:  The  pastor  of  the  Crichton 
Church  of  God  is  the  Reverend  Clyne 
W.  Buxton.  The  conductor  of  the 
Crichton  Teen  Singers  is  Walt  Mauldin, 
minister  of  music  and  youth. 
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NEEDING  PEWS? 


to  tap  on  Sam's  head  and  say 
"Knock  on  wood.'  I  didn't  like 
that  because  he  was  my 
friend.  So  I  only  talked  to  him 
at  night  when  I  was  alone.  I 
didn't  want  people  to  laugh  at 
him.  Or  at  me." 

"What  you  and  Sam  say  to 
each  other  is  nothing  to  laugh 
at.  I  know,  because  I've  heard 
some  of  it.  I'd  like  to  have  a 
friend  like  him.  And  I'd  like  to 
have  a  friend  like  you  too, 
Peggy." 

Peggy  smiled  faintly  through 
her  tears  and  held  Sam  close  to 
Julie's  face. 

"We'd  like  that  too,"  Sam  said. 

"Why,  thank  you,  Mr. 
Smith."  Peggy  kissed  him  on  his 
forehead.  Both  girls  laughed. 

Sam  said,  "Aw,  shucks,"  which 
made  them  laugh  even  more. 

Finally  Peggy  went  on.  "Eut 
being  friends  means  sharing 
the  successes  and  the  failures 
too.  It  means  sharing  the  bad 
with  the  good.  Doesn't  it,  Mr. 
Smith?" 

"It  sure  does,"  Sam  said. 
"You  know,  Julie,  that's  what 
I've  been  trying  to  tell  Peggy 
here  for  years.  When  your 
best  friend  is  made  of  wood,  you 
have  to  expect  a  few  splinters 
and  termites  now  and  then." 

Julie  laughed  again,  and 
Peggy  laughed  with  her. 

The  two  girls  talked  for 
hours  that  night,  the  beginning 
of  a  long  friendship.  It  was 
the  beginning  of  something  more, 
too,  the  sharing  of  God's  love.  D 


Seventh  Street,  where  he  went 
inside  out  of  the  rain.  From 
the  loading  platform  he  watched 
people  get  on  and  off  buses. 

For  no  apparent  reason  Don 
started  to  cry.  He  was 
lonesome  and  hungry.  He 
quickly  wiped  his  eyes. 

Home  isn't  perfect,  Don 
thought.  But  my  folks  do  care 
about  me.  They'll  be  mad  that  I 
ran  away,  but  they'll  forgive 
me. 

Suddenly  the  bullies  at 
school  didn't  seem  so  bad 
compared  to  the  prospect  of 
being  on  his  own  in  a  cold 
world.  But  Don  had  blown 
everything.  He  was  ninety  miles 
from  home.  And  it  was  raining 
like  crazy.  No  money.  Don  sure 
needed  a  friend. 

Don  pulled  the  small  New 
Testament  out  of  his  pocket 
and  opened  it  to  the  spot  where 
the  marker  was. 

Was  he  ever  surprised! 

The  marker  was  actually  a 
folded  ten-dollar  bill. 

It  was  a  miracle.  Don  knew 
what  he  had  to  do.  He  rushed  to 
the  ticket  counter. 

Maybe  there  was  something  to 
this  Jesus  trip  after  all. 
Perhaps  he  could  make  it  in 
Sacramento  now  that  he  had  a 
real  friend.  D 
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Stress  can  squeeze  years 

off  your  life  if  you  don't  know 

how  to  handle  it. 
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The  problem  with  stress  is  not  how  to  get  rid  of  it.  It's  a  part  of 
life.  And  it's  not  even  all  bad.  The  real  problem  with  stress  is  how  to 
recognize  it  and  control  it.  So  it  doesn't  control  you. 

Your  body  reacts  to  stressful  situations  with  its  nerves,  glands  and 
hormones.  And  because  these  systems  function  throughout  the  body, 
what  affects  them  can  affect  other  parts  of  your  body  that  may  be 
vulnerable  at  the  time. 

That's  why  stress  is  a  factor  in  many  people's  heart  attacks, 
hypertension,  ulcers,  asthma,  possibly  even  cancers,  and  probably 
many  other  ailments.  That's  also  why,  in  these  times  of  many  stresses, 
it's  a  major  factor  in  increasingly  costly  health  care. 

You  can  recognize  stress  by  heeding  the  warnings  of  your  body 
and  emotions.  Frustration.  Anger.  Hostilities  that  build  up.  Heavy 
pressures  of  responsibility  time  demands  and  conflict.  Headaches, 
insomnia,  muscle  tension. 

The  key  to  handling  stress  is  learning.  Learning  to  air  your 
feelings  in  constructive  ways,  to  train  your  body  to  relax,  to  repair  a 
lifestyle  before  you're  faced  with  expensive  medical  repairs.  You  have 
to  learn  what  your  stresses  are  and  the  best  ways  for  you  to  deal 
with  them.  L 

But  they  must  be  dealt  with.  | 

Because  the  longer  you  remain  in  the        LIBERTY* 3 
grip  of  stress,  the  more  crushing  — and 
costly—  its  effects. 


LIBERTYiNATIONAL 

LIFE  INSURANCE  COMPANY 
BIRMINGHAM.  ALABAMA 


For  a  iree  booklet  about  stress  and  preventive  health  care,  write 

Liberty  National,  Communication  Department.  P.O  Box'2612.  Birmingham,  Alabama  35202. 
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Call  of  the  Master 


awoke  suddenly.  Mom  was 

crying  and  calling  Dad's  name. 

I  ran  to  their  bedroom  and 

found  her  hovering  over  Dad. 

I  tried  to  pray,  but  didn't  know 
how.  My  sister  tried 
mouth-to-mouth  resuscitation.  To 
no  avail. 

The  ambulance  came. 

I  rode  up  front  with  the 
driver  and  Mom  sat  in  the  back 
with  Dad.  It  had  happened  so 
suddenly.  Just  last  night,  Dad 
was  laughing  and  talking. 
Everything  was  fine. 

I  used  to  cry  when  I 


thought  of  losing  Mom  and  Dad. 
I  felt  as  though  I  could  not 
bear  it.  Now  it  was  happening. 
Dad  was  dead  on  arrival. 

I  can't  explain  the  calmness 
that  I  felt  there  in  the 
hospital  emergency  room. 
Although  I  didn't  know  God, 
He  surely  knew  me  and  He  had 
His  loving  hand  upon  me. 

I  returned  to  school  after  the 
funeral  and  it  was  there  a 
friend  spoke  to  me  about  my 
need  for  God.  I  didn't 
understand  how  to  accept  Jesus 
as  my  Savior  but,  from  a 


small  child,  I  had  known  there 
was  a  God.  Our  family  didn't 
go  to  church  much  but  we  did 
acknowledge  there  was  a  God. 
I  knew  of  Him  with  my  mind.  I 
had  never  accepted  Him  into 
my  heart. 

Dad's  death  prompted  us  to 
return  to  a  little  church  we  had 
visited  a  short  time  before, 
the  Bailey  Church  of  God.  They 
were  having  revival  and  it 
was  there  I  accepted  Jesus  as 
my  Savior.  In  His  love  and 
mercy,  God  found  me. 

Only  sixteen,  I  was 
determined  to  live  for  God.  I 
became  a  new  creature  in 
Christ  and  my  life  was 
completely  changed. 

Little  did  I  dream  then  that 
five  years  later  Mom  would 
become  a  victim  of  cancer. 
However,  it  was  all  different 
with  Mom.  I  knew  that  she  was 
ready  to  meet  God.  Her  death 
was  not  the  end.  It  was  the 
beginning  of  a  more  glorious 
life.  God  was  my  comfort.  He 
stood  by  me.  He  has  been  all 
that  His  Word  promised  He 
would  be. 

Today,  I'm  twenty-eight  years 
old  and  married  to  a  fine 
man.  We  have  two  wonderful 
boys.  God  has  blessed  me 
above  measure. 

I  know  how  David  felt 
when  he  penned  Psalm 
139:17,18.   "How  precious  also 
are  thy  thoughts  unto  me,  O 
God!  how  great  is  the  sum  of 
them!  If  I  should  count  them, 
they  are  more  in  number  than 
the  sand:  when  I  awake,  I  am 
still  with  thee. " 

I  would  not  want  to  face  one 
day  without  Jesus,  my  Friend 
and  Lord.  □ 


Editorial     Hoi; t  E.Stone 


Keep  the  Faith 


„„,,  „  So  much  is  wrong. 

It's  easy  to  become 

.....      .  ...      ,        Leadership  seems  inept, 

disillusioned  in  todays  always  bung|ingj  moving  one 
world,  to  major  in  negatives,  step  forward  and  two 

to  become  Cynical,  backward.  The  system  doesn't 

seem  to  work  anymore.  All 
those  answers  which  promised 
so  much  have  now  come 
back  to  haunt  us  and  the 
heroes  we  backed  are  now 
dressed  out  as  clowns. 

Young  people  are  especially 
prone  to  hero  worship.  Thus  it  is 
that,  when  the  foibles  and 
weaknesses  of  men  are 
revealed,  it  is  youth  who 
suffer  most,  youth  who  know  the 
greater  pain,  youth  who  have 
most  difficulty  maintaining 
equilibrium. 

I  once  heard  a  young  man  tell 
of  his  sudden  discovery,  as  a 
teenager,  that  his  father  was 
involved  with  another  woman. 
That's  soap-opera  drama  today, 
common  as  grass,  but  I  knew 
when  listening  that  the  man  was 
describing  the  day  his  world 
fell  apart.  Years  had  passed  but 
he  still  hurt,  still  felt  the 
excruciating  pain,  still  carried  a 
scar  which  would  not  go 
away. 

One  way  or  another  we  all 
get  squeezed  through  the 
wringer.  If  not  in  our  personal 
life,  then  in  our  professional  or 
educational  or  political  pursuits 
we  confront  hypocrisy,  we  bump 
up  against  deceit,  or  else  we 
stumble  into  that  ghastly 


revelation  that  things  aren't 
what  they  seem. 

It  can  make  us  wish  to  die. 

It  can  also  make  us  grow  up 
.  .  .  mature  .  .  .  face  the  next 
day  with  a  little  more  realism. 

If  we  keep  the  faith. 

It  isn't  necessary  that  we 
define  precisely  what  that 
is — there  may  be  discrepancy 
between  how  we  define  it  and 
how  our  parents  or  our  pastor 
defines  it — but  we  must  follow 
our  heart.  Look  to  the  True 
Shepherd.  Turn  back  to  our 
Lord's  example  and  remember 
that  Christ  never  found  heroes 
in  His  world.  Those  multitudes 
who  followed  Him. ..how  fickle. 
Those  disciples  .  .  .  even  Peter 
.  .  .  how  carnal.  Yet  Jesus 
didn't  lose  hope.  He  didn't  give 
up  on  them. 

Even  yet,  God  hasn't  given  up 
on  this  human  race. 

Neither  should  we. 

Redemption  is  possible 
through  Christ.  Keep  the  faith. 
Stay  with  it.  Hang  on.  Those 
who  run  the  entire  race, 
those  who  cross  the  finish 
line,  those  who  endure  to  the 
end.  .  .  . 

.  .  .  "The  same  shall  be 
saved"  (Matthew  24:13).  □ 
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This  Issue 

Good  health. 

We  value  it  most  when  it  is 
gone. 

This  sense  of  value  often 
comes  after  we  have 
established  poor  physical  fitness 
habits  or  after  we  have 
damaged  our  bodies  to  where 
restoration  is  difficult  if  not 
impossible. 

We  have  tried  to  approach 
the  health  theme  broadly,  within 
a  theological  framework. 
Unregenerate  man  can  make  a 
fetish  of  anything.  That 
includes  our  present  society's 
emphasis  on  "body  beautiful." 

While  disavowing  humanistic 
tendency  to  worship   "flesh," 
we  nonetheless  maintain  that 
these  bodies  are  temples  of 
the  Holy  Spirit.  Within  each 
believer  dwells  Christ  the 
Lord.  One  cannot  honor  the 
Lord  while  at  the  same  time 
defiling  His  temple. 

Our  word  is  stewardship. 
Christians  should  value  and 
preserve  and  use  wisely  all 
God's  gifts.  That  includes 
physical  resources. 

Our  writers  were  especially 
selected,  according  to  fields  of 
interest.  Subjects  were  assigned.  □ 
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Gloriously 
Made 
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merica  now  lives 
in  what  some  term  the 
"Post-Christian  Era."  Once 
considered  little  lower 
than  the  angels,  man  is 
now  portrayed  as  a  few 
chance  advances  up  the 
evolutionary  ladder  from 
dog  and  cat  From  fetus 
to  the  grave,  man  seems 
to  be  experiencing  an  ero- 
sion of  human  dignity. 

The  humanistic  trend 
is  to  consider  man  inde- 
pendent of  God;  but,  it 
should  be  noted  that  a 
denial  of  man's  creation 
by  a  personal  God  is  sure- 
ly the  first  step  toward 
dehumanization. 

It  is  both  fitting  and 
needful  that  we  remind 
ourselves,  and  the  world 
around  us,  that  we  are 
the  handiwork  of  God. 

At  the  precise  moment 
the  human  ovum  is  fer- 
tilized, most  physical 
characteristics  resulting 
from  this  union  are  de- 
termined. Within  hours, 
the  zygotic  cell  begins  to 
divide — first  2,  then  4, 
then  8,  16,  32,  64— until 
billions  of  cells  finally 
comprise  the  completed 
organism. 

Each  cell  thus  formed 
carries  with  it  the   total 


instruction  packet  or  ge- 
netic code  of  more  than 
100,000  genes.  If  these 
instructions  contained  in 
the  coiled  chemical  sub- 
stance deoxyribonucleic 
acid  or  DNA  were  printed 
in  words,  it  is  estimated 
that    they    would    fill    a 
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thousand  books  of  six 
hundred  pages  each.  Yet 
the  total  DNA  in  the  hu- 
man body  will  fit  into  a 
small  matchbox. 

We  have  gained  some 
understanding  and  appre- 
ciation of  the  mechanism 
through   which   a   single 


cell  will  duplicate  its  ge- 
netic material  and  divide 
into  two  identical  daugh- 
ter cells,  but  the  best  sci- 
entists are  still  baffled  in 
attempting  to  understand 
how  cells  differentiate  to 
form  various  organs  and 
tissues  such  as  the  brain, 
heart,  lungs,  liver,  and 
kidneys. 

As  early  as  the  fourth 
week  of  gestation,  the  first 
feeble  heartbeat  can  be 
detected.  During  the  sixth 
week,  the  thyroid  and  ad- 
renal glands  begin  their 
important  functions.  By 
the  twelfth  week,  even  the 
baby's  fingerprints  are  in- 
delibly in  place,  never  to 
be  altered  and  never  to 
be  duplicated. 

The  Psalmist  David 
wrote:  "My  substance  was 
not  hid  from  thee,  when 
I  was  made  in  secret,  and 
curiously  wrought  in  the 
lowest  parts  of  the  earth. 
Thine  eyes  did  see  my 
substance,  yet  being  un- 
perfect  [unformed];  and  in 
thy  book  all  my  members 
were  written,  which  in 
continuance  were  fash- 
ioned, when  as  yet  there 
was  none  of  them"  (Psalm 
139:15,  16). 

While  in  the  womb,  the 
baby  must  receive  its  ox- 
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ygen  from  the  mother's 
circulation.  The  necessary 
arrangements  for  this 
were  all  included  in  the 
instruction  packet  re- 
ceived at  conception.  Even 
the  changeover  to  atmo- 

"It  is  both  fitting  and 
remind  ourselves  that 
handiwork  of  God." 

spheric  breathing  was 
prearranged. 

When  the  neonate  takes 
its  first  breath  and  lets 
out  a  cry,  an  opening  be- 
tween the  chambers  of 
the  heart  is  closed,  thus 
rerouting  blood  up 
through  the  lungs  to  al- 
low for  normal  breathing. 
If  this  closing  does  not 
occur,  the  infant  experi- 
ences respiratory  distress 
and  may  require  open- 
heart  surgery  for  correc- 
tion. 

The  heart  itself,  because 
of  its  faithfulness,  is  of- 
ten taken  for  granted.  In 
a  normal  adult,  the  heart 
pumps  up  to  twenty  tons 
of  blood  each  day,  beat- 
ing about  seventy  times 
per  minute.  If  capillaries 
into  which  blood  is  even- 
tually pumped  were  joined 
end  to  end,  they  would 
extend  more  than  62,000 
miles,  despite  the  fact  that 
it    takes    twenty-five    of 

"Man's  greatest  architectural 
achievements  are  quickly  dwarfed  before 
the  Creator's." 


and  energy.  A  healthy 
body  normally  contains 
about  five  million  red 
blood  cells  per  cubic  mil- 
limeter, providing  an  area 
larger  than  a  football  field 
for  the  exchange  of  res- 

needful  that  we 
we  are  the 


piratory  gases.  An  esti- 
mated 200  to  300  million 
molecules  of  the  complex 
hemoglobin  protein  are 
packed  within  one  of 
these  tiny  red  blood  cells. 

White  blood  cells  are 
equally  fascinating.  They 
provide  the  body's  main 
defense  against  invading 
microorganisms.  When 
some  pathogens  manage 
to  get  through  the  skin 
barrier,  thousands  of 
these  cells  rush  to  the 
scene  to  engulf  the  or- 
ganism or  to  initiate  the 
formation  of  antibodies 
that  compose  the  immune 
response.  This  helps  ex- 
plain why  physicians  de- 
pend so  heavily  on  blood 
tests  to  determine  the 
cause  of  a  patient's  ill- 
ness. 

Our  skeletal  system 
provides  a  place  of  at- 
tachment for  muscles, 
thus  permitting  the  vast 
array  of  movements  avail- 


them  to  reach  a  single 
inch!  One  cubic  inch  of 
muscle  tissue  contains 
more  than  one  and  a  half 
million  of  these  important 
microscopic  vessels. 

Red  blood  cells  have 
been  specifically  equipped 
to  carry  oxygen  to  cells 
throughout  the  body  and 
to  pick  up  carbon  diox- 
ide resulting  from  the  me- 
tabolism necessary  for 
producing  the  body's  heat 


able  to  man.  In  the  aver- 
age life  span,  we  will  walk 
more  than  65,000  miles! 
Our  bones  also  protect 
vital  organs  such  as  the 
brain,  heart,  lungs  and 
liver.  They  further  serve 
as  a  storehouse  for  cal- 
cium and  phosphorous 
and  the  marrow  within 
the  hollow  bone  shaft  is 
responsible  for  hemopoi- 
esis or  blood  cell  forma- 
tion. 


When  we  consider  the 
strength,  agility,  and  dex- 
terity that  this  bony 
structure  allows,  man's 
greatest  architectural 
achievements  are  quick- 
ly dwarfed  before  the  Cre- 
ator's. 

And  what  structure 
made  by  man  can  heal  or 
correct  itself  when  in  need 
of  repair? 

Our  skin,  together  with 
the  nervous  system, 
serves  as  a  mediator  be- 
tween man's  internal  and 
external  world.  Not  only 
does   it  protect  us   from 


about  its  mechanism  for 
controlling  emotions,  rea- 
soning, and  memory. 

It  is  the  uniqueness  of 
our  mind  (or  "heart"  as 
the  Scriptures  so  often 
refer  to  it)  that  really 
distinguishes  us  from  the 
rest  of  creation.  It  is  here 
that  the  image  of  God  in 
us  is  best  seen  in  the 
qualities  of  morality,  ra- 
tionality, reasoning,  prob- 
lem-solving, and  our  ca- 
pacity for  love,  commu- 
nication, and  creativity. 
Our  superiority  over  the 
rest  of  creation  does  not 


"As  wonderful  as  creation  appears,  it  is 
not  the  last  word  in  God's  involvement 
with  man." 


excessive  water  loss  and 
the  entrance  of  harmful 
organisms  into  the  body, 
it  also  houses  the  nerve 
endings  sensitive  to  heat, 
cold,  pressure,  and  pain. 
The  senses  of  taste,  smell, 
hearing,  and  vision  are 
specialized  functions  of 
the  body's  outer  covering. 
The  human  brain  receives 
signals  from  130  million 
light  receptors  in  the  eyes, 
100,000  hearing  receptors 
in  the  ears,  3,000  taste 
buds  on  the  tongue  and 
30,000  heat  spots,  250,000 
cold  spots  and  500,000 
touch  spots  in  the  skin. 
Some  of  these  sensations 
can  travel  at  rates  of  270 
miles  per  hour  and  the 
nerves  which  transmit 
them  can  handle  up  to 
2,000  impulses  per  sec- 
ond before  being  over- 
loaded. 

Some  scientist  has  said 
that  a  computer  big 
enough  to  do  the  work  of 
the  human  brain  for  one 
day  would  have  to  be  a 
mile  high  and  as  big  as 
the  state  of  Texas!  While 
that  can't  be  verified,  we 
do  know  the  human  brain 
is  extremely  complex. 
Much  is  yet  to  be  known 


reside  in  the  composition 
and  arrangement  of  our 
organs  and  tissues  but 
in  the  Godlike  qualities 
that  enable  us  to  have 
dominion  "over  every  liv- 
ing thing"  and  to  respond 
to  God's  manifold  grace 
and  love  through  worship 
and  submission  to  His 
will. 

All  that  God  has  creat- 
ed is  fearfully  and  won- 
derfully made.  Such  intri- 
cate design  and  immense 
variety  has  been  attributed 
Continued  on  page  12 
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hese  are  the  best 
of  times  .  .  .  the  worst  of 
times" — in  the  area  of 
health  care,  no  quotation 
could  be  closer  to  the 
truth.  Medical  science  has 
amassed  much  knowl- 
edge regarding  health 
care  risks  but  communi- 
cation of  these  findings 
to  patients  has  been 
largely  ignored  or  poorly 
done. 

There  are  four  areas 
of  thought  I  would  like 
to  highlight:  (1)  self-abuse 
as  it  relates  to  stress, 
and  how  this  affects  our 
health;  (2)  dietary  rules 
we  should  know  and  live 
by;  (3)  physical  inactivi- 
ty and  its  consequences; 
and  (4)  other  environ- 
mental and  spiritual  ad- 
justments that  can  be 
made  to  improve  our 
health. 

A  book  which  has 
greatly  affected  my  ap- 
proach and  philosophy  to 
treatment  of  coronary 
artery  disease  was  au- 
thored in  1973  by  Dr. 
Meyer  Friedman  and  Dr. 
Ray  H.  Rosenman.  Enti- 
tled Type  A  Behavior 
and  Your  Heart — meaning 
stress  behavior  and  your 
heart — the  book  deals 
with  various  risk  factors 


Your  Health- 

UOnt        by  C.Dewayne  Knight 

Abuse  It 


'    .'liHfi 


which  result  in  heart  at- 
tacks. 

Friedman  and  Rosen- 
man  concluded,  "In  the 
absence  of  type  A  (stress) 
behavior  patterns,  coro- 
nary heart  disease  al- 
most never  occurs  before 
seventy  years  of  age,  re- 
gardless of  fatty  foods 
eaten  or  the  lack  of  ex- 
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ercise.  But  when  this  be- 
havior pattern  (stress)  is 
present,  coronary  heart 
disease  can  erupt  in  one's 
thirties  or  forties." 

Researchers  have  dis- 
covered that,  almost  in- 
variably, heart  patients 
under  sixty  exhibit  an 
habitual  sense  of  time 
urgency  and  an  excessive 


competitive  drive.  Studies 
done  ten  years  ago  indi- 
cate there  is  no  question 
but  what  serum  choles- 
terol levels  may  vary  di- 
rectly with  the  intensity 
of  stress. 

This  type  A  or  stress 
personality  pattern  is 
seen  most  frequently  in 
successful,  perfectionistic 
types  who  are  involved 
in  a  chronic  struggle  to 
achieve  more  and  more 
in  less  and  less  time.  This 
time  urgency  .  .  .  "hurry 
up  and  wait"  .  .  .  sick- 
ness is  often  seen  in  two 
professions  very  close  to 
me,  the  clergy  and  the 
physician. 

Such  men  often  appear 
obsessed  by  numbers  or 
money.  "Last  year,  my 
company  grossed  a  prof- 
it, before  taxes,  of  five 
million  dollars,"  one  per- 
son may  state.  "Last  year 
I  performed  one  hundred 
and  fifty  appendectomies," 
a  physician  says.  "In  my 
last  revival,  we  ran  three 
hundred  and  fifty  each 
night,"  a  pastor  says. 
These  individuals  use 
money  or  numbers  to  ex- 
press their  prowess  or 
achievements;  but  this 
may  only  underscore  in- 
security   and    highlight 
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"Science  knows  much  about  health  care 
risks  but  communication  of  these 
findings  to  patients  has  been  largely 
ignored  or  poorly  done." 

further  stress  they  are 
placing  on  their  health. 

Somewhere  in  the  de- 
velopment of  this  person- 
ality process,  our  type  A 
patient  begins  to  mea- 
sure the  value  of  his  to- 
tal personality  by  the 
number  of  his  achieve- 
ments. The  only  possible 
relief  from  this  continu- 
ous self-abuse  occurs 
during  fleeting  moments 
when  he  believes  the 
number  of  his  achieve- 
ments are  increasing  at 
a  satisfactory  rate. 

There  are  some  guide- 
lines which  can  be  used 
to  defuse  this  destructive 
behavior  pattern  and  al- 
low a  more  healthy,  hap- 
py, victorious  life.  I  rec- 
ommend Dr.  Paul  Walk- 
er's recent  book.  Courage 
for  Crisis  Living. 

Diet  is  a  second  area 
that  significantly  affects 
health.  Much  data  in  this 
area  is  now  being  ques- 
tioned, especially  in  terms 
of  heart  attacks  and  hy- 

"Some  men  use  money  or  numbers  to 
express  their  prowess  or  achievements 
but  this  may  only  underscore  insecurity 
and  highlight  further  stress." 


most  a  century  ago,  "Late 
supper  should  be  avoided. 
There  is  death  in  the  pot 
for  angina  patients  and 
a  surfeit  of  food  may  be 
as  fatal  as  poison." 

This  same  advice  is 
important  in  regard  to 
eating  before  physical  ex- 
ercise. When  you  plan  to 
work,  play,  or  sleep,  do 
so  with  a  stomach  that 
is  not  distended  by  food. 

Another  safe  habit  is 
to  enjoy  as  many  natu- 
ral and  home-cooked 
meals  as  possible.  Addi- 
tives in  increasing  num- 
bers are  being  listed  as 
possible  carcinogens,  a 
worrisome  note  in  our 
fight  against  cancer. 

My  proposed  diet  would 
include  2600  calories  and 
a  few  simple  rules.  In 
general,  avoid  oversup- 
plying  yourself  with  cho- 
lesterols,  animal  fats,  and 
sugars;  see  that  you  have 
sufficient  protein,  but  also 
the  necessary  minerals 
and  vitamins. 


pertension;  but  in  re- 
viewing this  data,  the 
primary  fact  is  that  these 
diets  will  not  hurt  you 
and  that  they  probably 
will  help  you. 

Certainly  the  one  di- 
etary precaution  that 
may  be  of  life-and-death 
importance  to  you  is  that 
at  no  time  should  you 
eat  a  meal  rich  in  pro- 
tein or  fat  within  two 
hours  of  bedtime.  As  Sir 
William    Olsler    said    al- 


At  the  same  time,  per- 
sons over  thirty-five  years 
of  age  should  not  indulge 
in  severe  forms  of  exer- 
cise no  matter  how  long 
or  how  often  they  did  so 
in  earlier  years.  Moder- 
ate physical  activity 
means  any  form  of  exer- 
cise which  does  not  cause 
panting,  excessive  accel- 
eration of  your  heartbeat 
— that  is,  above  120  beats 
per  minute — or  that  does 
not  leave  you  unduely  fa- 


tigued. 

Remember,  approxi- 
mately 200,000  men  who 
had  never  experienced  a 
single  symptom  of  coro- 
nary heart  disease  died 
suddenly  last  year.  So  see 
your  doctor,  adhere  to 
prescribed  dietary  and 
drug  protocols,  then  ex- 
ercise in  moderation. 

Also  there  are  certain 
environmental     hazards 


with  angina  or  chest 
pain,  related  to  heart  ox- 
ygen insufficiency;  pa- 
tients with  intermittent 
claudication  or  leg 
cramps,  related  to  occlu- 
sive arterial  disease;  and 
patients  with  cardiac 
failure. 

A  nonsmoker  who 
spends  one  hour  in  a 
smoke-filled  bar  car  in 
the  New  York  City  com- 


"One  dietary  precaution  .  .  .  at  no  time 
should  you  eat  a  meal  rich  in  protein  or 
fat  within  two  hours  of  bedtime." 


we  should  avoid  as 
health  risks.  Most  of  this 
reading  audience  does 
not  smoke  or  use  alco- 
hol; but  I  am  not  so  sure 
that  when  it  comes  to 
health  we  are  vocal 
enough  for  our  rights  as 
consumers  and  nonsmok- 
ers. 

Here  are  some  interest- 
ing facts.  Studies  have 
shown  that  even  passive 
exposure  to  carbon  mon- 
oxide content  in  cigarette 
smoke  may  be  harmful 
to  patients  with  estab- 
lished cardiovascular  dis- 
ease. These  are  patients 


C.  Dewayne  Knight:  medical 
physician  practicing  in  Chat- 
tanooga. Lee  Graduate.  Lec- 
turer. Seminar  speaker.  Active 
church  member. 


muter  train  inhales  as 
much  of  the  carcinogen, 
dimethyl  nitramine,  as 
though  he  had  smoked 
nine  filtered  cigarettes. 

In  summary,  smoking 
is  harmful  to  the  smoker 
and  also  in  varying  de- 
grees to  nonsmokers. 
While  a  complete  ban  on 
smoking  in  public  places 
may  not  now  be  feasible, 
institution  of  separate 
nonsmoking  areas  may 
be  a  realistic  solution. 

These  are  my  guide- 
lines to  make  life  health- 
ier: (1)  select  the  proper 
physician;  (2)  submit  to 
all  necessary  diagnostic 
procedures  in  order  to  de- 
termine the  status  of  your 
health;  (3)  introduce 
changes  in  your  dietary, 
smoking,  and  exercise 
habits;  and  (4)  eliminate 
all  compulsive  personal- 
ity patterns  from  your 
daily  living. 

With  these  guidelines 
and  faith  in  Christ,  you 
can  have  positive  power 
and  health  in  a  negative, 
unhealthy  world.  □ 
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uch  is  being 
said  about  how  we  ac- 
tively abuse  our  physical 
bodies.  Far  too  many 
people,  young  and  old 
alike,  tend  to  misuse 
drugs,  to  pop  pills,  to  de- 
pend on  alcohol,  or  to 
demand  tranquilizers  in 
order  to  make  it  through 
another  day. 

Others  of  us  work  too 
hard,  too  long,  or  too  fast; 
without  proper  rest  and 
without  the  type  foods 
necessary  for  maintain- 
ing physical  strength. 

Such  living  patterns  are 
abusive  to  our  body;  and, 
for  the  most  part,  we  rec- 
ognize the  nature  of  this 
abuse  and  tend  to  con- 
demn it  both  in  ourselves 
and  others. 

However,  there  is  an- 
other, more  subtle  man- 
ner in  which  we  may 
defile  our  body:  passive 
abuse,  or  neglect 

It  is  easy  to  see  and  to 
condemn  the  alcoholic  or 
the  drug  addict — such 
men  and  women  have 
embarked  on  a  sure  route 
to  suicide — but  less  com- 
fortable to  look  in  the 
mirror  or  to  take  your 
own  pulse  and  admit  that 
you  have  come  short  in 


What  You 
Dont 


by  Kenneth  Beard 


Do  May  Hurt 


terms  of  your  own  phys- 
ical health. 

It  is  really  not  my  in- 
tent to  make  every  over- 
weight or  physically  out- 
of-shape  reader  more 
uncomfortable — I  myself 
have  to  look  in  the  mir- 
ror— but  I  do  want  to  set 
the  matter  forth  for  con- 
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sideration,   especially  in 
terms  of  the  young. 

Life  in  today's  world 
differs  greatly  from  that 
of  a  generation  back. 
Fewer  and  fewer  people 
earn  their  living  through 
actual  physical  labor.  We 
have  become  a  sedentary 
generation,    burning    up 


fewer  calories  but  eating 
more.  For  some  time  now 
we  have  been  able  to  see 
physical  signs  of  this 
overeat,  underexercise 
way  of  life  but  it  has 
only  been  in  the  last  dec- 
ade or  so  that  scientific 
studies  have  verified 
what's  happening  in 
terms  of  our  health. 

Dentistry,  my  own  pro- 
fessional field  of  study, 
now  places  great  empha- 
sis on  preventive  treat- 
ment; but  it's  my  opinion 
that,  as  a  rule,  too  many 
health-care  dollars  are 
still  going  to  the  treat- 
ment of  disease  and 
physical  disorders  and 
not  enough  for  prevention. 

On  this  premise,  I  have 
become  a  strong  advocate 
of  physical  fitness  pro- 
grams. Such  activity 
should  be  viewed  as  pre- 
ventive medicine,  rather 
than  as  mere  sport,  and 
everyone  should  set  for 
himself  a  daily  regimen 
of  activity  that  will  pro- 
duce maximum  health. 

What  you  don't  do  may 
very  well  hurt  you.  It  may 
shorten  your  life  or  bring 
you  to  a  premature  state 
of  physical  handicap. 

I  believe  one  of  the  best 
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programs  is  that  which 
has  come  to  be  known 
as  Aerobics,  based  on  the 
work  of  Ken  Cooper.  Con- 
sidered by  many  to  be 
the  father  of  Aerobics 
programs.  Ken  gives  this 
definition:  "Aerobics  is  a 
system  of  exercise  de- 
signed to  improve  your 
overall    health,    but    par- 


or  country  roads  for 
workouts  which  leave 
them  feeling  healthier 
and  more  at  peace  with 
themselves  and  others. 

A  warning,  though.  No 
matter  what  you  have 
done  in  the  past,  no  mat- 
ter how  strong  or  how 
healthy  you  feel,  you 
should     observe     some 


"It's  easy  to  condemn  the  alcoholic  and  the 
drug  addict:  not  so  easy  to  look  in  the 
mirror  and  admit  that  you  have  come  short 
in  terms  of  your  own  physical  health." 

ticularly  the  condition  of 
the  heart,  lungs,  and 
blood  vessels." 

Many  activities  can  fall 


into  this  category.  How- 
ever, it  seems  to  be  true 
— and  the  many  books 
presently  on  the  market 
would  seem  to  verify — 
that  walking,  jogging,  or 
running  are  the  programs 
most  commonly  associ 
ated  with  Aerobics. 

It  is  not  uncommon  for 
physicians  to  prescribe 
daily  periods  for  walking 
or  running  and  more  and 
more  people  are  making 
their  way  to  high  school 
tracks,  to  gymnasiums, 
or  out  onto   city  streets 


a. 

Kenneth  Beard:  Dentist.  Lee 
college  graduate.  Active  in  his 
home  church  at  Westmore  in 
Cleveland.  Physical  fitness  en- 
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commonsense  precau- 
tions before  launching 
into  any  program. 

First,  see  your  physi- 
cian. Do  not  start  jogging 
or  running  until  you  have 
clearance  from  him.  Even 
then,  move  into  the  pro- 
gram slowly,  pay  atten- 
tion to  your  body,  and 
when  you  tire  or  start 
breathing  rapidly,  stop. 
Your  program  should  be 
gradual,  preferably  su- 
pervised. 

In  other  words,  don't  go 
too  far  too  fast 

You  should  also  devel- 
op a  program  of  stretch- 
ing exercises  prior  to  jog- 
ging. These  normally  take 
only  five  to  ten  minutes 
but  they  keep  down  strain 
and  pulled  muscles. 

Jogging  will  force  you 
to  breathe  deeply.  It  will 
circulate  blood  faster.  It 
will  place  tremendous 
strain  on  foot,  ankle,  and 
leg  muscles.  The  best  sur- 
face on  which  to  jog  is 
mother  earth.  Wood  sur- 
face is  better  than  black- 
top. Concrete  is  worst  of 
all.  Most  of  us  have  little 
choice  in  terms  of  run- 
ning surface  and  this 
makes  it  all  the  more 
important  to  choose  a 
good  running  shoe. 

A    recent    study    lists 


"Too  many  health  care  dollars  are  going 
for  the  treatment  of  disease  and  not 
enough  of  them  for  prevention." 


seven  good  health  hab- 
its which  many  now  feel 
contribute  to  longevity:  (1) 
always  eat  breakfast;  (2) 
eat  regularly,  avoiding 
junk  foods;  (3)  eat  mod- 
erately; (4)   no   smoking; 

(5)  no  alcohol  or  drugs; 

(6)  exercise  regularly;  and 

(7)  maintain  regular  pe- 
riods of  rest 


As  Covert  Bailey  says 
in  his  book,  Fit  or  Fat. 
getting  used  to  daily  ex- 
ercise may  not  be  a  bed 
of  roses.  There  are  times 
when  all  of  us  want  to 
quit,  put  up  our  feet,  and 
dream  of  a  pill  that  will 
make  us  healthy.  But 
health  doesn't  come  in  a 
bottle  or  a  diet 


"First,  see  your  physician.  Do  not  start 
jogging  or  running  until  you  have 
clearance  from  him." 


It  has  been  estimated 
that  since  the  jogging 
craze  began  in  1968,  we 
now  have  168,000  per- 
sons still  alive  who  oth- 
erwise, statistically,  would 
have  died. 


Give  thought  to  your 
physical  fitness  now. 

And  remember  .  .  .  what 
you  don't  do  may  hurt 
as  much  as  some  ex- 
cesses. □ 


"When  will  we  learn?  Health  doesn't 
come  in  a  pill  or  from  a  diet." 
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he  world  says,  "If 
you  think  you  are,  you 
are." 

Christianity  says,  "What 
you  think  .  .  .  you  are." 

Your  thinking  is  impor- 
tant! It's  important  to  you 
and  to  your  future.  You're 
the  only  one  who  can 
control  it  and  that  makes 
it  one  of  your  most  excit- 
ing potentials. 

An  airplane  depends  on 
a  "right  attitude"  for  prop- 
er takeoff,  for  successful 
flight,  and  for  safe  land- 
ing. It  doesn't  matter  if 
the  plane  is  in  perfect 
condition,  with  full  tanks, 
and  on  a  proper  course  if 
the  plane's  attitude  is  bad 
for  long,  it  will  crash. 

"Attitude"  is  a  naviga- 
tional term  which  de- 
scribes a  plane's  angle  of 
attack.  A  plane's  attitude 
must  be  nose  up  for  take- 
off, nose  up  for  climbout 
and  for  touchdown:  it 
must  be  near  level  for 
cruising,  and  nose  down 
for  descent 

You  too  must  have  a 
right  attitude.  As  you  pre- 
pare for  takeoff,  through 
education,  keep  an  up- 
ward look.  A  pessimistic 
attitude  will  keep  you 
from  getting  off  the 
ground  in  the  first  place. 


Asa 

Man     by  Al  Taylor 

Thinketh 


^^«««*** 


And  don't  try  to  climb 
too  rapidly:  you  may  stall. 
Perhaps  you  have  seen 
people  whose  optimism 
had  no  touch  with  reali- 
ty. Life  for  such  people 
becomes  one  failure  (stall) 
after  another.  And,  as  with 
flying,  a  stall  may  bring 
on  a  crash. 
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Remember  .  .  .  your  at- 
titude is  as  important  to 
your  life  as  a  plane's  at- 
titude to  its  flight 

Every  great  accomplish- 
ment existed  first  in 
someone's  thoughts.  Ev- 
ery great  invention,  bridge, 
or  building  was  at  one 
time    just    an    idea.    A 


thought 

What  will  come  from 
your  life?  From  your 
thoughts? 

Thought  motivates  ac- 
tion. Action  forms  habit 
Habit  produces  circum- 
stances. Right  now  you 
are  either  enjoying  or  suf- 
fering circumstances  pro- 
duced by  the  summary 
of  your  previous  thoughts. 
If  you  don't  like  your 
circumstances,  then  you 
are  most  likely  to  change 
them  by  changing  your 
way  of  thinking. 

Do  you  hope  for  good 
circumstances  in  the  fu- 
ture? Then  do  some  good 
thinking  now.  The  Bible 
advises,  "Whatsoever 
things  are  true,  whatso- 
ever things  are  honest, 
whatsoever  things  are 
just,  whatsoever  things 
are  pure,  whatsoever 
things  are  lovely,  whatso- 
ever things  are  of  good 
report;  if  there  be  any  vir- 
tue, and  if  there  be  any 
praise,  think  on  these 
things"  (Philippians  4:8). 
The  next  verse  promises 
that  for  doing  this  "the 
God  of  peace  shall  be  with 
you." 

No  matter  man's  great 
accomplishments,  there 
are    many    good    things 
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which  have  never  come 
to  be. 

Why? 

Because  more  people 
think  wrong  than  right 
Thousands  of  worthwhile 


Jesus  said  it  simply  and 
powerfully:  "All  things  are 
possible  to  him  that  be- 
lieveth"  (Mark  9:23). 

Perhaps,  for  the  Chris- 
tian,  the   term   "positive 

"You  must  have  the  right  attitude. 
Pessimism  will  keep  you  from  getting  off 
the  ground  in  the  first  place." 


accomplishments  have 
been  lost  through  improp- 
er thinking:  others  have 
almost  been  attained,  only 
to  be  lost  when  right 
thinking  changed  under 
pressure. 

Psychocybernetics 
makes  a  strong  case  for 
the  fact  that  you  will  find 
it  impossible  to  do  what 
you    believe   you    cannot 


thinking"  isn't  compre- 
hensive enough.  The 
Christian  must  depend 
upon  scriptural  thinking. 
By  faith  we  understand. 
God  instructed  Joshua 
to  think  the  Word  day 
and  night  and  to  never 
let  the  Word  depart  out 
of  his  mouth  (Joshua  1:8). 
In  other  words,  God  ex- 
pected everything  Joshua 


"If  you  don't  like  your  circumstances, 
then  you  are  most  likely  to  change  them  by 
changing  your  way  of  thinking." 


do.  Negative  belief  can  ac- 
tually become  a  goal.  Our 
talents  will  unite  to  reach 
a  goal  of  failure,  estab- 
lished by  wrong  thinking, 
just  as  they  will  strive 
for  success  through  right 
thinking. 

Outward  circumstances 
may  be  contrary  to  your 
worthy  objective.  Don't  be 
discouraged.  Problems  are 
actually  opportunities  for 
you  and  for  God.  They 
will  not  determine  what 
you  are:  they  will  reveal 
what  you  are.  Warm  sun 
will  soften  wax  and  hard- 
en clay  on  the  same  day. 

Of  course,  the  merits 
of  positive  thinking  have 
been  discussed  over  and 
again.  Some  feel  it  doesn't 
work,  that  the  concept 
doesn't  deal  with  reality. 
I  submit  that  there  are 
many  examples  which 
demonstrate  that  positive 
thinking  is  the  only  think- 
ing which  produces  a 
positive  result  Negative 
thinking  works  too:  it 
produces  negative  results. 


thought  and  spoke  to  ei- 
ther agree  with  Scripture 
or  to  be  Scripture. 

Did  Joshua  have  prob- 
lems? Of  course.  Did  he 
have  worthy  goals?  Ab- 
solutely! Did  he  achieve 
them?  Positively!  He  was 
one  of  the  most  success- 


Al  Taylor:  Layman,  salesman, 
manager,  motivator,  public 
speaker.  For  the  past  eight 
years,  Administrative  Assistant 
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ardship at  the  Church  of  God 
General  Offices,  Cleveland,  TN. 


ful  men  who  ever  lived. 
He  was  a  Scripture-thinker 
and  God  guaranteed  his 
success. 

God  will  guarantee  your 
success  in  life  on  the 
same  basis  (Joshua  1:1- 
18). 

Your  success  guarantee 
is  explicitly  stated  in  the 
first  Psalm.  You  will  find 
this  amazing  guarantee 
elsewhere  throughout  the 
Old  and  New  Testaments. 


tion  in  a  Christian's  life 
comes  from  failure  to 
obey  this  powerfut  in- 
struction. 

Many  converts  are  sur- 
prised to  discover  that  al- 
though they  have  been 
born  again,  although  they 
have  new  life  through  the 
Spirit,  their  minds  and 
bodies  are  not  new.  That's 
why  Paul  instructs  us  to 
present  our  body  a  living 
sacrifice    and    be    trans- 


"Problems  will  not  determine  what  you 
are:  they  will  reveal  what  you  are." 


It  is  yours  if  you  think 
the  Word,  if  you  speak 
the  Word,  and  if  you  obey 
the  Word. 

The  question  is  this: 
How  do  you  get  from 
where  you  presently  are 
to  that  place  where  your 
thinking  will  work  for  you 
as  it  should? 

The  Apostle  Paul  gives 
the  answer:  "Be  not  con- 
formed to  this  world:  but 
be  ye  transformed  by  the 
renewing  of  your  mind, 
that  ye  may  prove  what 
is  that  good,  and  accept- 
able, and  perfect,  will  of 
God"  (Romans  12:2).  Per- 
haps the  greatest  frustra- 


formed  by  the  renewing 
of  our  mind  (Romans  12:1, 
2).  We  present  our  body 
through  service  to  God. 
We  renew  our  mind  by 
meditating  in  His  Word 
day  and  night  This  is  the 
way  to  success  and  hap- 
piness in  the  Lord:  the 
only  way  we  become 
God's  proof  on  earth  that 
His  Word  is  true  and  that 
His  way  is  right 

When  you  chose  Jesus, 
you  chose  life.  Now, 
choose  scriptural  thinking 
.  .  .  practice  the  art  of 
thinking  right  .  .  .  and 
you  will  know  abundant 
peace  and  joy  in  the  Holy 
Spirit  □ 
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ho  are  you? 

What  are  you? 

Two  simple  questions 
which,  when  examined, 
turn  out  to  be  not  so 
simple  after  all. 

There  are  probably  cer- 
tain assumptions  which 
can  be  made  about  the 
average  Church  of  God 
young  man  or  woman. 
You  recognize,  for  exam- 
ple, that  life  is  made  up 
of  things  spiritual  and 
things  material.  You  at- 
tend church  where  em- 
phasis falls  heavily  on  the 
spiritual  side  of  this  di- 
chotomy. You  work,  play, 
go  to  school,  and  often 
struggle  in  your  heart  with 
the  materialistic  elements 
of  life. 

Thus,  your  image  may 
blur.  Simple  answers  may 
not  always  fit  that  com- 
plex and  inner  individual 
struggling  to  establish 
identity;  and  it  may  even 
seem  at  times  that  those 
trying  to  help — your 
church,  your  parents,  your 
friends — only  add  to  the 
confusion. 

Let's  start  with  a  sin- 
gle fact:  you  are  a  puz- 
zling, unique,  highly  spe- 
cialized work  of  the  Cre- 
ator's art  That's  what  the 
Bible  tells  us  (Genesis 
1:26-31);  and,  if  that's  an 
acceptable  premise,  it  log- 
ically follows  that  simple 
answers  will  not,  and  in- 
deed should  not,  satisfy 
you.  As  you  have  grown 
and  matured  and  broad- 
ened   the    base    of   your 


Real  You 


thinking,  then  it's  only 
natural  that  you  seek 
more  comprehensive  an- 
swers. Such  searching 
doesn't  necessarily  mean 
doubt:  it  means  growth. 
So  don't  become  fright- 
ened or  discouraged  in 
your  search. 

My  oldest  son  was  four 
years  old  when  he  walked 
into  the  house  one  day 
and  asked  his  mother, 
"Where  is  God  anyhow?" 

"Why,  Eddie,  God  is  in 
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heaven,"  my  wife  said. 

Eddie  shrugged  his 
shoulders  and  walked  out 
His  mother  went  back  to 
her  cooking. 

Moments  later,  Eddie 
returned. 

"Are  you  sure  about 
that.  Mommy?  I've  been 
out  in  the  back  yard 
looking  everywhere  and 
all  I  see  are  clouds  and 
sky." 

Point  being,  while  it's 
altogether   possible    that 


we  give  answers  that  are 
too  simplistic  for  that  bat- 
tle in  your  heart,  or  while 
answers  once  satisfacto- 
ry and  drilled  into  you 
may  no  longer  seem  to 
fit,  this  gives  you  no  right 
to  conclude  the  answers 
aren't  there.  Nor  does  it 
necessarily  place  blame 
on  those  who  taught  you. 
It  means  you  have  broad- 
ened your  concepts. 

So  .  .  .  who  are  you? 
What  are  you? 

In  a  sense,  this  entire 
issue  of  the  Lighted 
Pathway  is  seeking  to  ad- 
dress that  question.  If 
you've  read  the  previous 
articles  already,  then  you 
understand  our  acknowl- 
edgment that  you  are  a 
physical  being.  You  have 
definite  and  personal 
physical  characteristics, 
traits  to  be  valued. 

Not  only  so,  but  you 
have  a  responsibility  to 
preserve  your  physical 
body  and  to  properly  use 
your  physical  resources 
in  the  interest  of  others. 

Conventionally  we  speak 
of  man  as  being  of  a  tri- 
une or  tripartite  nature. 
We  are  body,  soul,  and 
spirit  We  are  that  which 
is  physical,  the  body;  that 
which  is  human,  the  will; 
and  that  which  is  divine, 
the  soul — three  elements 
in  one,  each  of  which  is 
clearly  defined  in  Scrip- 
tures, and  each  of  which 
occupies  a  specific  place 
in  human  consciousness. 

Sometimes    we    fail    to 
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note,  however,  that  our 
Creator  blended  these 
three  elements  into  some- 
thing totally  different  and 
unique.  You  are  more 
than  the  sum  total  of  your 
parts.  In  other  words,  soul 
plus     your     ability     to 


guidelines;  but  He  also 
speaks  to  you  personally 
in  the  sanctuary  of  your 
own  heart  and  through 
the  communion  of  prayer. 
It's  great  to  have  oth- 
ers tell  us  about  God — 
like  learning  to  walk  or 


"Simple  answers  may  not  always  fit  that 
complex  and  inner  individual  struggling 
to  establish  identity." 


choose,  plus  your  body 
does  not  exactly  equal 
you:  not  any  more  than 
flour,  plus  milk,  plus  sug- 
ar and  butter  equals  cake. 

You  are  body,  soul,  and 
spirit:  yes,  but  you  are  at 
the  same  time  a  special 
blending  of  these  ele- 
ments, and  you  are  being 
molded  and  shaped,  heat- 
ed and  prepared  into  a 
unique  sample  of  the  Cre- 
ator's genius. 

What's  beautiful  about 
this  totally  scriptural  con- 
cept is  that  if  God  is  will- 
ing to  give  personal  at- 
tention to  your  life,  as 
Jesus  clearly  taught,  then 
He  is  at  the  same  time 
willing  to  lend  a  person- 
al ear  to  your  thoughts. 


like  learning  good  man- 
ners, we'd  make  a  lot  of 
foolish  mistakes  if  some- 
one didn't  show  us  the 
way — but  invariably  there 
comes  that  morning  when 
we  take  a  deep  breath  and 
we  look  up  and  ask,  "All 
right,  God,  where  are 
You?" 

The  real  you  is  a  being 
perfectly  capable  of  asking 
and,  through  grace,  alto- 
gether equipped  to  answer 
that  inquiry. 

God  deals  with  you  in 
terms  of  your  wholeness. 
Think  of  yourself  that  way. 
You  are  not  a  nice  guy 
with  a  dirty  mind.  You 
are  not  someone  basical- 
ly good,  with  fleshly  ap- 
petites out  of  control.  You 
are  not  two  different  peo- 


God  listens  to  you.   God 

"Just  because  certain  answers  will  not 
fit  .  .  .  this  gives  you  no  right  to  conclude 
the  answers  aren't  there." 


wishes  to  commune  with 
you.  He  speaks  through 
His  Word,  the  Bible,  with 
general    principles    and 
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pie,  or  three,  depending 
on  the  day  of  the  week 
or  the  circumstances  of 
the  moment  You  may  be 
all  these  things  at  one 
and  the  same  time  and 
God  knows  it  full  well. 

In  His  marvelous  plan 
of  redemption,  God  didn't 
provide  for  the  salvation 
of  a  part  of  you:  but  for 
all  of  you,  body,  soul,  and 
spirit  Sin  disrupted  you, 
split  you  apart;  created 
enmity  between  you  and 
God  and  between  body 
and  soul,  flesh  and  will. 
God's  marvelous  grace 
can  bring  harmony  back 
into  your  life;  and  God's 
total  redemption,  finalized 
at  the  Cross,  can  make 
you  what  God  intended. 

The  real  you  steps  for- 
ward upon  understanding 


and  accepting  the  great 
truths  of  the  Bible.  God 
loves  you  as  you  present- 
ly are.  God  wishes  you  to 
become  your  best  in  ev- 
ery way  possible.  He 
wants  you  to  live  posi- 
tively, at  peace  with  your- 
self and  with  others;  and 
He  is  present  to  aid  you 
in  all  phases  of  the  ef- 
fort 

God  will  not  force  you 
into  becoming  something 
you  do  not  wish  (although 
Satan  certainly  will)  and 
God  is  always  willing  to 
aid  you  in  growing  up. 
Like  a  Father,  His  under- 
standing knows  no  limit 

When  you  are  upset 
emotionally,  or  spiritually, 
it  is  likely  that  your  body 
will  register  the  conflict 
in  some  form.  This  is 
especially  true  if  the  con- 
flict spreads  over  a  long 
period  of  time.  It  is  equal- 
ly true  that  some  physical 
malfunction  of  your  body 
can  depress  your  spirit 
and  cause  you  to  feel  in 
the  dumps.  Health  comes 
when  body  and  spirit 
know  harmony,  when 
spiritual  issues  have  been 
settled  in  Christ — all  guilt 
removed — and  the  real 
you,  within  a  properly 
functioning  body,  makes 
melody  in  your  heart  unto 
the  Lord. 

The  real  you  is  all  of 
you.  Give  attention  to 
yourself,  within  a  scrip- 
tural framework,  and  you 
will  discover  life  is  worth- 
while both  now  and  for- 
ever. □ 


WONDROUSLY 
AND  GLORIOUSLY 
MADE 

(Continued  from  page  4) 


by  some  as  the  result  of 
chance  events,  an  evolu- 
tionary process  of  trial 
and  error,  or  survival  of 
the  fittest  Only  ignorance 
or  rebellion  against  truth 
can  lead  to  such  a  posi- 
tion. All  creation,  and 
especially  mankind,  de- 
clares life  in  all  its  forms 
to  be  the  work  of  an  all- 
knowing  and  all-powerful 
being! 

The  Apostle  Paul  de- 
clared the  same  to  the 
Romans:  "For  the  invisi- 
ble things  of  him  from 
the  creation  of  the  world 
are  clearly  seen,  being 
understood  by  the  things 
that  are  made,  even  his 
eternal  power  and  God- 
head; so  that  they  are 
without  excuse"  (Romans 
1:20). 

Nevertheless,  as  won- 
derful as  creation  appears, 
it  is  not  the  last  word  in 
God's  involvement  with 
man.  We  were  not  creat- 
ed and  left  in  a  world 
governed  by  natural  laws 
to  fend  for  ourselves.  Long 
after  creation,  David  ac- 
knowledged God's  contin- 
ued involvement  in  the 
affairs  of  man: 

"Many,  O  Lord  my 
God,  are  thy  won- 
derful works  which 
thou  hast  done,  and 
thy  thoughts  which 
are  to  us-ward:  they 
cannot  be  reckoned 
up  in  order  unto 
thee:  if  I  would  de- 
clare and  speak  of 
them,  they  are  more 
than  can  be  num- 
bered" (Psalm  40:5). 
You  are,  indeed,  won- 
drously  and  gloriously 
made.  D 
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The  problem  with  stress  is  not  how  to  get  rid  of  it.  It's  a  part  of 
life.  And  it's  not  even  all  bad.  The  real  problem  with  stress  is  how  to 
recognize  it  and  control  it.  So  it  doesn't  control  you. 

Your  body  reacts  to  stressful  situations  with  its  nerves,  glands  and 
hormones.  And  because  these  systems  function  throughout  the  body, 
what  affects  them  can  affect  other  parts  of  your  body  that  may  be 
vulnerable  at  the  time. 

That's  why  stress  is  a  factor  in  many  people's  heart  attacks, 
hypertension,  ulcers,  asthma,  possibly  even  cancers,  and  probably 
many  other  ailments.  That's  also  why,  in  these  times  of  many  stresses, 
it's  a  major  factor  in  increasingly  costly  health  care. 

You  can  recognize  stress  by  heeding  the  warnings  of  your  body 
and  emotions.  Frustration.  Anger.  Hostilities  that  build  up.  Heavy 
pressures  of  responsibility  time  demands  and  conflict.  Headaches, 
insomnia,  muscle  tension. 

The  key  to  handling  stress  is  learning.  Learning  to  air  your 
feelings  in  constructive  ways,  to  tram  your  body  to  relax,  to  repair  a 
lifestyle  before  you're  faced  with  expensive  medical  repairs.  You  have 
to  learn  what  your  stresses  are  and  the  best  ways  for  you  to  deal 
with  them.  \, 

But  they  must  be  dealt  with.  II 

Because  the  longer  you  remain  in  the        LIBERTYsl 
grip  of  stress,  the  more  crushing  — and 
costly—  its  effects. 

I  "~  "  JL 

For  a  free  booklet  about  stress  and  preventive  health  care,  write 

Liberty  National.  Communication  Department,  P.O.  Box  2612,  Birmingham.  Alabama  35202. 
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Report  on 

EUROPEAN 
SUMMER  SCHUU1 
OF  MISSIONS 


Can  you  imagine  standing  on  one  of 
the  most  famous  marketplaces  of  Europe 
(Marienplatz  in  Munich,  West  Germany) 
sharing  your  faith  with  a  multinational 
team  of  young  people  from  West  Ger- 
many, Canada,  Yugoslavia,  Great  Brit- 
ain and  the  United 
States? 

Can  you  imagine  a 
"world-in-miniature" 
on  one  location  where 
Connie  from  Canada 
and  Kay  from 
Ohio  witness 
to  Scots?  A 
group  of  Aus- 
tralian  tour- 
ists pass  by 
saying,  "Praise  the  Lord, 
we  know  Him  too,"  and 
Pavlov    (Paul)    steps    out 
to   testify   in    his    native 
Yugoslavian? 

Impossible?    Too    far- 
fetched? Exaggerated? 

No,  just  the  New  Testament  style 
church  in  action.  Church  of  God  young 
people  from  six  states  and  Canada  found 
themselves  right  in  the  middle  of  such 
excitement  during  the  third  annual  Eu- 


ropean Summer  School  of  Missioi 
(ESSM)  held  May  22  through  June  1 
1980,  at  the  European  Bible  Semina 
in  Rudersberg,  West  Germany. 

The  ESSM  team  came  from  Alabamj 
Ohio,  Kentucky,  California,  West  Virgin! 
Pennsylvania,  and  from  Saskatchewal 
Western   Canada.   They  were   symbol 
young  people,  representative  not  oa 
of  various  regions  and  schools,  but  all 
typical  of  the  new  breed  of  twentie 
century  Church  of  God  missionaries 
advancing    under    the    commission 
Jesus  Christ,  armed  with  biblical  trail 
ing  and  with  professions  which   alio] 
them  entrance  into  areas  no  longer  opa 
to  traditional  missionaries. 

The  European  Summer  School  of  Mil 
sions  is  a  program  born  out  of  intend 
prayer  that  "the  Lord  of  the  harvest  wi 
send  forth  laborers  into  His  harvesi 
.  .  .  even  into  Europe.  It  has  produce] 
lasting  results  and  new  avenues  of  sej 
vice  for  alumni  of  the  school. 

One  girl  will  return  next  year  for  I 
year's  study  at  the  European  Bible  Senj 
inary.  This  will  allow  her  to  contintJ 
her  orientation  to  cross-cultural  worl 
earn  academic  credit,  and  minister  alonj 
side  of  her  European  counterparts  witll 
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the  framework  of  the  Church  of  God 

Europe.  Another  man  intends  to  fin- 
ri  his  program  at  Lee  College  and 
turn  to  Europe  in  order  to  minister  at 
Servicemen's  Center  while  teaching 
hool  in  a  United  States  military  base. 

Chicago  girl  applied  for  secretarial 
jrk  at  a  Bible  college  in  India  as  a 
suit  of  the  vision  she  caught  at  the 
)79  European  Summer  School  of  Mis- 
ons.  A  Florida  student  returned  to 
>cial  work  in  Gainsville,  testifying  that 
all  had  a  deeper  meaning  and  took  on 
new  perspective  after  attending  ESSM. 
Although  the  European  Summer  School 

Missions  offers  travel  opportunities, 
dtural  enrichment,  and  academic  cred- 

world  evangelization  remains  our  cen- 
al  objective. 

Our  next  session  will  be  June  4-30, 
)81.  Pray  about  it  and  write  us  for 
ore  information.  □ 

l/  GRANT  McCLUNG 


EUROPEAN  SUMMER  SCHOOL  OF  MISSIONS 
European  Bible  Seminary 
Postfach  168,  7062  Rudersburg 
West  Germany 

or 

REVEREND  GRANT  McCLUNG 
Church  of  God  World  Missions 
Keith  at  25th,  N.W. 
ClevelandJN  37311 
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Thanksgivings  Forgotte 

I     lory^    by  Henry  N.  Ferguson 


Few  people  recognize  his 
name  today,  but  in  the 
early  years  of  the  New  World 
he  was  known  as  the  Indian 
Saint  of  Plymouth,  and  the  col- 
ony's Governor  Bradford  called 
him  "a  special  instrument  sent 
by  God  for  their  good  beyond 
expectation." 

Historians  are  quick  to  point 
out  that  without  this  copper- 
skinned  native,  there  would  have 
been  no  first  Thanksgiving  Day 
359  years  ago.  Had  this  Indian 
warrior  not  helped  the  Pilgrims 
they  would  have  had  no  crops 
to  give  thanks  for. 


But  he  is  almost  a  forgotten 
man  now.  There  are  no  towns 
named  for  him,  no  highways 
or  bridges.  Only  a  lonely  point 
on  the  Massachusetts  coast  and 
a  dreary  little  side  street  in 
Plymouth  bear  his  name. 

His  name  was  Tisquantum,  a 
Patuxent  Indian  whom  the  Pil- 
grims called  Squanto. 

Few  men  have  crammed  as 
much  pure  adventure  into  a 
lifetime  as  did  this  Indian  brave, 
even  though  most  of  it  was 
forced  upon  him. 

Squanto  first  came  to  the  at- 
tention of  the  whites  when  he 


was  captured  in  1605  by  an 
English  exploring  party  led  by 
Captain  George  Weymouth  who 
wanted  a  souvenir  of  his  trip 
to  the  New  World. 

The  young  brave  was  taken 
back  to  England  and  placed  on 
exhibition  as  a  curiosity.  There 
is  little  information  concerning 
the  nine  years  he  spent  in  this 
manner  but  it  is  known  that 
he  was  returned  to  America  in 
1613  with  Captain  John  Smith. 

His  freedom  was  of  short  du- 
ration. 

One  of  Smith's  ships  had  or- 
ders to  remain  for  a  while  in 
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what  is  now 
Plymouth  Harbor 
after  the  rest  of 
the  fleet  depart- 
ed. They  were  to 
trade  with  the 
Indians  for  fish 
and  furs.  When 
he  was  ready  to 
return  home, 
the  captain  lured 
some  natives  on 
board  his  ves- 
sel, had  them 
seized,  and  then 
sailed  across 
the  ocean  and 
sold  his  cap- 
tives as  slaves 
in  Spain.  Squan- 
to  was  one  of 
these  prisoners. 
Luckily  for 
Squanto,  he  was 
bought  by  a 
compassionate 
group  of  reli- 
gious men  who 
treated  him  well 
and  converted  him  to  Chris- 
tianity. 

Several  years  later  Squanto 
was  able  to  escape  and  make 
his  way  to  England  where  kind- 
hearted  men  sent  him  back  to 
America  with  Captain  Thomas 
Derner.  He  landed  at  Plymouth 
about  six  months  before  the 
Pilgrims  came.  With  two  round 
trips  to  Europe  behind  him,  he 
was  no  doubt  the  most  trav- 
eled Indian  on  the  whole  North 
American  continent 

But  homecoming  this  time 
was  a  thing  of  sadness.  Dis- 
eases— probably  measles  or 
smallpox — had  killed  Squanto's 
entire  family  and  wiped  out  his 
tribe.  He  attached  himself  to 
the  neighboring  Wampanoag 
tribe,  also  much  weakened  by 
disease.  Several  months  after 
the   Pilgrims   landed,   Squanto 


joined  forces  with  the  colony 
of  Europeans.  As  a  Christian 
he  felt  it  his  duty  to  assist 
these  strangers  in  unraveling 
the  mysteries  of  the  wilderness. 

Squanto's  personal  tragedy 
proved  to  be  of  lifesaving  good 
fortune  for  the  Pilgrims.  If  the 
little  band  of  Englishmen  had 
landed  in  territory  held  by  a 
strong  tribe  of  Indians,  they 
would  probably  have  been  killed 
or  driven  off  immediately.  But 
they  happened  upon  the  desert- 
ed Patuxent  lands.  Then  came 
Squanto,  Governor  Bradford's 
"special  instrument  sent  by 
God,"  to  show  the  Pilgrims  how 
to  plant  the  seed  corn  they 
had  found  hidden  by  a  tribe  on 
Cape  Cod  where  they  had 
stopped  before  coming  to 
Plymouth.  They  had  appropri- 
ated the  corn — an  action  that 
would  later  cause  the  settlers 
embarrassment 

The  Patuxent  lands  were  old 
and  not  too  fertile,  but  Squanto 
showed  the  Pilgrims  how  to 
plant  the  corn  in  properly 
spaced  hillocks.  He  warned 
them  that  unless  they  fertilized 
their  corn  ground  with  fish  the 
crop  would  come  to  nothing. 

This  caused  consternation.  By 
now  the  colonists  had  learned 
from  bitter  experience  that  the 
fish  hooks  they  had  brought 
were  too  large.  So  far  they  had 
caught  only  a  single  cod.  What 
could  they  do? 

Calmly  Squanto  assured  them 
that  in  a  few  days  the  Town 
Brook  would  be  swarming  with 
alewives.  When  these  fish  ar- 
rived exactly  on  schedule, 
Squanto  showed  the  Pilgrims 
how  to  catch  them  and  set  them 
in  the  ground — three  to  each 
hill  of  five  kernels,  with  the 
fish  heads  close  to  the  seeds. 
Finally,  he  told  the  white  men 


to  set  a  guard  over  the  fields 
for  the  next  fourteen  nights 
until  the  fish  decayed,  or  else 
wolves  would  dig  them  up.  The 
guard  was  set,  the  wolves  were 
kept  away,  and  the  corn  began 
to  prosper. 

Squanto  showed  his  new 
friends  how  to  hunt  and  fish 
in  the  strange  woods  and 
streams,  which  crops  were  good 
to  eat  and  how  they  could  be 
grown,  and  acted  as  a  tireless 
CONTINUED  ON  PAGE  20 


S  A  S  CHURCH  PEW  CUSHIONS 

Reversible  cushions  or  padded  seats 
Call  measurements  collect  for  estimate. 

(803)269-3643       or  write: 
107  Goodrich  St.,  Greenville,  S.  C  29611 


Christian 
Service  Corps 


Classified 
Ads 

The  Corps  challenges  you  to  two  years 
on  the  mission  field.  We  help  train  you, 
raise  support,  and  match  you  to  your 
best  mission. 

TEACHER — Certificate  preferred. 
Teach  nationals  in  Papau  New  Guinea. 
OFFICE  WORKER— Two  years  experi- 
ence. Type  55  wpm  desired.  Opening  in 
Europe. 

AGRICULTURALIST— Christian  with 
knowledge  of  agriculture  needed  to 
share  skills/faith  in  Moslem  Africa. 
NURSES — Openings  to  serve  with  mis- 
sion in  Zaire.  Experienced  R.N.  pre- 
ferred. Many  other  openings  available. 


yp  Christian  Service  Corps 

P.O.  Box  56518,  Washington,  D.C.  20011 
Attn:  Robert  Meyers  Tel:  (301)  589-7636 
Yes,  send  me  more  information.  LP1180 
Skill 


Address 


Phone  ( 
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I  stood  in  the  grocery  line 
waiting  for  the  boy  in  front 
of  me  to  make  up  his  mind. 
He  shifted  his  weight  from 
one  foot  to  the  other,  chewing 
anxiously  on  his  finger.  It 
seemed  he  took  an  interminably 
long  time  to  decide  between  a 
Mars  and  a  Milky  Way. 

I  smiled,  remembering  when 
that  decision  was  my  biggest 
of  the  day.  It  was  like  living 
childhood  over  again  through 
someone  else. 

The  boy  was  no  more  than 
eight  years  old.  Jeans.  Obvious- 
ly new.  Faded  Star  Wars  shirt 
Small  feet  pushed  into  worn 
tennis  shoes.  Sandy-colored  hair 
with  defiant  cowlicks.  Freckles 
lining  his  nose.  The  picture  of 
health. 

He  finally  laid  a  quarter  on 
the  counter  and  tore  into  the 
wrapping. 

I  wrote  a  check  for  my  gro- 
ceries and  started  for  my  car 
with  the  heavy  bag  in  my  arms. 

Footsteps  followed  me. 

I  turned  and  there  he  stood, 
looking  at  me  brightly  and 
intently.  His  voice  sounded 
grown-up  and  rather  strained. 

"I  suppose  you  heard  my 
grandfather  died.  Yesterday." 

I  peered  at  him  over  the  bag 
of  groceries,  at  a  loss  for  words. 
How  could  I  tell  a  child  that  in 
our  city  someone's  grandfather 
died  every  day?  How  could  I 
toss  him  a  flippant  phrase?  My 
head  pounded  from  the  tension 
of  a  long  day  but  I  knew  I 
would  try  to  answer  him.  He 
needed  to  talk. 

I  sat  my  groceries  beside  the 
car  and  pulled  my  coat  closer 
against  a  bleak,  barren  Novem- 
ber chill.  The  boy  stood  looking 
up  at  me. 

"You  loved  your  grandfather 
very  much?" 
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His  words  came  back  faltering 
and  slow. 

"A  stroke  .  .  ."he  hesitated. 
"A  stroke  .  .  .  that's  what  he 
had.  He  had  five  of  them  in 
one  year.  But  it  was  this  last 
one  that  got  'em."  He  brushed 
hair  from  his  eyes  and  I  won- 
dered if  he  were  going  to  cry. 
"My  grandmother,  you  know, 
she  never  left  him.  I  can  re- 
member when  he  was  still  here 
and  we  could  go  to  the  park. 
He  almost  always  took  me  to 
the  park." 

From  two  different  worlds  we 
stood  facing  each  other.  I  felt 
awkward.  Ill  at  ease.  Grown- 
ups have  a  tendency  to  feel 
like  that  when  children  talk 
about  death.  They  are  so  mat- 
ter-of-fact As  if  they  have  ex- 
plored summer  and  found  an- 
swers they  can't  share. 

Glancing  around  the  parking 
lot  I  saw  a  small  bike  with  a 
broken  basket  I  didn't  have  to 
ask  him  who  owned  it  It  sort 
of  had  the  same  gentle  quality 
that  the  child  had.  I  knew  he 
had  ridden  it  to  the  store. 

I  stuffed  my  hands  in  my 
pocket,  trying  to  keep  them 
warm.  My  nose  and  my  feet 
were  getting  cold.  Somehow  I 
wanted  to  go  home  and  sit  in 
front  of  the  fireplace.  Wanted 
to  forget  I  had  ever  seen  this 
child.  But  I  couldn't  Not  yet 

A  boy  I'd  never  seen  was 
talking  to  me  about  someone 
he  loved.  He  should  have  been 
home  talking  to  his  parents. 
Sharing  his  confusion.  Why  had 
he  chosen  me?  Maybe  because 
I  was  a  stranger  and  it  was 
easier  that  way.  Not  so  person- 
al. Strangers  walk  away. 

I  must  have  become  absorbed 
in  my  thoughts.  The  boy  pulled 
at  my  coat  sleeve. 
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others,  designed  built  and 

furnished  on  your  lot  average 

price  S30/sq  It  We  design  (or 

seating  130  to  1600 

(Not  prefabricated) 


Includes  Masonry  and  wood  construction,  social  area, 

oflices,  classrooms,  nursery,  choir,  robe  rooms,  baptistry, 

steeple,  carpet,  and  Sanctuary  with  padded  pews 


FAMILY  ACTIVITY  CENTERS 
Steel  or  masonry  trom  S20/sq  ft 

CHRISTIAN  SCHOOL  DESIGNS 
A  classrooms  and  larger 


Write  or  call  for  FREE  information  and  brochures 
(803)  268-7297      (803)  268-7090 
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WHAT  IS  A  CUSTOM  SOUND  SYSTEM? 
Yes  No      MUSIMATIC  ELECTRONICS 

Less  expensive  than  standard 
system 
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Built  by  us  for  you 
Custcrr,  is  designed  to  meet  your  needs, 
not  someone  elses  standards. 
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.         1500  steeple  installations. 
*       Extensive  design  selection 
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*  Youth 

UPDATE 

by  W.  A.  Davis,  Assistant  General 
Director  of  Youth  and  Christian  Education 


A  NEW  LEADERSHIP— 
A  NEW  DEDICATION 

Lamar  Vest  has  been  sharing  some  powerful  things  with  you 
in  this  space  for  the  past  two  years.  During  the  recent 
General  Assembly  in  Dallas,  Texas,  Lamar  was  elected  general 
director  of  youth  and  Christian  education,  and  I  was  chosen 
to  serve  as  his  assistant. 

Lamar  Vest  is  a  creative  and  visionary  youth  leader. 
Under  his  leadership  the  days  ahead  will  certainly  be  filled  with 
dynamic  youth  ministry  for  the  Church  of  God.  I  am  excited 
about  working  with  Lamar  Vest  and  also  sharing  with  you  each 
month  in    "Update." 

After  serving  as  a  state  youth  and  Christian  education 
director  for  the  past  seventeen  years  and  observing  young 
people  in  youth  camp,  Teen  Talent  competition,  Family  Training 
Hour,  youth  retreats,  camp  meetings,  Teen  Days,  and  local 
Sunday  school  classes,  I  can  say  without  hesitation,  "I  believe 
in  Church  of  God  young  people."  You  are  a  vital  part  of 
today's  church  and  your  church  cares  about  you. 

The  people  who  lead  the  General  Department  of  Youth 
and  Christian  Education  welcome  your  letters,  telephone  calls, 
and  visits.  We  want  to  hear  what  you  have  to  say.  You're 
important  to  us,  so  that  makes  what  you  are  feeling  and 
saying  important  to  us.  If  you  like  something,  tell  us  about 
it    If  you  don't  like  something,  tell  us  about  that  too.  By  the 
way,  we're  praying  for  you  every  day,  and  it  would  be  very 
encouraging  to  know  you're  praying  for  us.  [~1 


THANKSGIVING'S 
FORGOTTEN  HERO 


(Continued  from  page  1i 


interpreter  between  the  Pilgrims 
and  neighboring  Indians. 

He  acted  as  interpreter  at  the 
Treaty  of  Plymouth,  signed  in 
1621,  between  the  Indian  chief 
Massasoit  and  Governor  William 
Bradford. 

Throughout  that  summer  the 
colonists'  relations  with  the 
Indians  continued  to  improve. 
There  was  only  one  hitch.  The 
hostile  Nauset  Indians  were  un- 
happy with  the  Pilgrims  for  hav- 
ing helped  themselves  to  the 
Indians'  hidden  grain  on  Cape 
Cod  when  they  first  arrived. 
Massasoit  agreed  to  serve  as 
peacemaker.  He  sent  envoys  to 
explain  why  the  white  men  had 
taken  the  corn  and  to  offer 
restitution.  The  matter  was 
eventually  settled  amicably. 

The  treaty  that  had  been 
signed  by  Bradford  and  Mas- 
sasoit was  to  last  for  fifty  years. 
This  covenant  gave  the  Pilgrims 
peace  and  the  opportunity  to 
build  their  first  little  settlement 
into  a  thriving  town. 

Only  once  was  this  peace  se- 
riously threatened.  At  a  nearby 
village,  a  minor  chief  named 
Corbitant      began      making 
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speeches  against  Massasoit's 
treaty  with  Plymouth.  When 
Squanto  visited  the  village  to 
try  to  heal  the  breach,  he  was 
seized.  Corbitant  threatened  to 
kill  him,  shouting  that  if  he 
were  dead,  the  white  men  would 
"lose  their  tongue." 

This  alarming  news  was 
brought  to  Plymouth  by  an 
Indian  who  had  witnessed  the 
scene,  and  Governor  Bradford 
immediately  called  an  emergen- 
cy session  of  the  colony's  lead- 
ers. Their  decision  was  to  risk 
a  show  of  strength.  With  ten 
men,  Miles  Standish  made  a 
surprise  attack  on  the  village 
at  night,  surrounding  the  chiefs 
hut  Corbitant  managed  to  es- 
cape, but  Squanto  was  released 
to  the  colonists  unharmed. 

The  following  year  this  great 
friend  of  the  white  man  agreed 
to  guide  a  party  under  Bradford 
on  an  exploring  trip  around 
Cape  Cod.  He  became  ill,  and 
before  the  party  could  return 
he  had  died  of  a  so-called 
"Indian  fever." 

Squanto's  title  of  the  Indian 
Saint  of  Plymouth  was  earned 
— not  given.  Those  who  could 
stick  to  the  most  stern  regula- 
tions of  the  hard  Pilgrim  life 
were  called  "saints."  Those  fam- 
ilies who  did  not  quite  mea- 
sure up  were  known  as  "stran- 
gers." 

Squanto,  the  onetime  slave 
and  captive,  lived  up  to  the 
most  rigid  standards;  no  one 
more  richly  deserved  the  title 
of  Saint  □ 

THE  AWAKENING 

(Continued  from  page  19) 

"I  took  these  when  nobody 
was  looking.  Was  that  all  right?" 

He  held  up  a  fistful  of  crum- 
pled flowers.  Wilted  and  ludi- 
crous against  the  November  sky. 
Snow  trickled  down. 

Suddenly  I  knew  why  I  had 
stayed  to  talk.  Knew  why  I  had 
felt  drawn  to  the  boy.  Years 
rolled  back  and  I  was  ten  years 


old.  Ten  and  my  own  grandfa- 
ther had  died.  How  many  years 
had  it  been  since  I  had  hidden 
flowers  in  my  Bible,  wanting  to 
keep  something  that  would  re- 
mind me  of  him? 

The  puzzle  fit  with  jolting 
clarity  and  I  felt  ashamed  of 
my  former  smugness.  God  had 
led  a  boy  to  me,  a  boy  who 
needed  to  talk.  Did  the  child 
sense  we  had  shared  some- 
thing? Had  something  in  com- 
mon? 

Suddenly  I  knew  all  the  things 
I  wanted  to  tell  him.  Things  no 
one  had  bothered  to  tell  me. 

Don't  feel  guilty  for  living. 
Don't  be  afraid  because  you 
are  still  alive.  Treasure  each 
day.  You  are  young,  healthy, 
intelligent  That  makes  you  rich! 
Wake  up  in  the  morning  and 
give  thanks  because  your  legs 
work.  Because  your  sleepy 
hands  can  cover  a  yawn  and 
your  eyes  can  see  the  sky.  Cel- 
ebrate life.  Grieve  for  those  who 
are  gone.  But  don't  die,  too,  in 
the  process.  Live!  Live!  If  some- 
one had  only  told  me. 

I  stooped  to  touch  his  shoul- 
der. 

"You  know,  when  I  was 
young — someone  I  loved  went 
away  too.  I  felt  guilty  because  I 
was  happy  and  healthy.  I  felt 
funny  because  I  could  still  run 
and  play  and  eat  ice  cream. 
But  I  prayed  and  it  helped." 

I  wanted  to  tell  him  more 
but  instead  I  said,  "You'd  better 
hop  on  your  bike  .  .  .  it's  get- 
ting late." 

We  stood  a  moment  in  si- 
lence, getting  into  the  routine 
of  being  strangers  again. 

I  waved  goodbye  until  he  was 
just  a  speck  peddling  off  in  the 
distance.  Then  I  smiled  because 
I  knew  I  was  going  home.  Home 
to  a  warm  fireplace  and  to  a 
loving  family. 

I  too  had  something  to  cele- 
brate. □ 
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Vocal  Solo  (Male) 
Vocal  Solo  (Female) 
Instrumental  Solo 

Piano 
Instrumental  Solo 

Organ 
Instrumental  Solo 

Woodwind 
Instrumental  Solo 

Brass 
Instrumental  Solo 

Strings 
Instrumental  Solo 

Percussion 

(Definite  Pitch) 
Instrumental  Solo 

Percussion 

(Indefinite  Pitch) 
Instrumental  Ensemble 

(Small) 
Instrumental  Ensemble 

(Large) 
Vocal  Ensemble  (Small) 
Vocal  Ensemble  (Large) 
Choir  (Small) 
Choir  (Large) 

Bible  Reading 
Bible  Teaching 
Bible  Quizzing 


Regi  Stone 
Becky  Burris 
Kenny  Anderson 
Jean  Addison 
Anita  Burroughs 

Cindy  Lou  Wright 

Michael  Raye  Childers 

Ford  Sisters 

Loudon  Avenue  Band 

Brotherhood 

New  Creation  Singers 

Elmwood  Avenue  Youth  Choir 
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Ceramics 

Graphics 

Painting 

Photography 

Sculpture 

Textiles 


Short  Story 
Articles  and  Essays 
Plays  and  Skits 
Poetry 


611316  DIVISION 
Stephanie  Lewis 
Robert  Daugherty,  Jr. 
Warrior 

CFKATIV6  ART  DIVISION 
Randy  Arnold 
Debbie  Phillips 
Mike  Scearce 
Devrus  Deal 
Dana  Ferguson 
Debbie  Gamblin 

CFKATIV6  UJRITING  DIVISION 

Chris  Panneck 
Pansy  Byrd 
Ruby  Powell 
Pam  Marcum 


Kentucky 
North  Georgia 
Tennessee 
South  Carolina 
Tennessee 


Virginia 
South  Georgia 
Alabama 

Tennessee 
Southern  Ohio 
North  Georgia 
Texas 
Louisiana 
Alabama 


North-South  Dakota 
South  Carolina 
Kentucky 
West  Virginia 
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PRAYERS  THAT  ARE  AN- 
SWERED, Betty  Malz.  What  sets 
this  volume  apart  from  other  books 
on  prayer  is  the  extra  depth  of 
Betty's  encounter  with  the  Living 
Lord — an  encounter  that  happened 
twenty  years  ago  when  she  "died" 
and  returned  to  life.  As  Catherine 
Marshall  put  it:  "She  had  more 
than  a  glimpse  of  eternity;  she 
had  an  awareness  of  the  power  of 
prayer  given  only  to  a  few." 

Betty  Malz  and  her  family  live  in 
a  secluded  area  of  the  Coteau  de 
Prairie,  a  range  of  hills  overlooking 
the    Red    River    Valley    in    South 


Dakota.  Betty  is  an  active  public 
speaker.  She  appears  frequently 
on  network  television  talk  shows. 
Her  husband,  Carl,  is  a  writer  and 
researcher  for  a  radio—  television 
ministry  and  a  seminar  speaker. 
Along  with  their  daughter,  April, 
they  also  raise  quarter  horses  and 
collies.  (Chosen  Books,  Lincoln, 
VA  22078,  distributed  by  Word)  □ 
*    *    * 

CONFESSIONS  OF  AN  ARMS 
PEDDLER,  Donn  R.  Grand  Pre. 
Donn  R.  Grand  Pre  sold  weapons 
— billions  of  dollars  in  heavy 
weaponry — designed  to  arm  nations 
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for  war.  It  was  the  war  within  his 
own  soul,  however,  the  war  that 
invaded  his  marriage  and  family, 
that  brought  him  to  the  brink  of 
disaster. 

This  book  is  filled  with  intrigue, 
billion-dollar  deals,  and  the  men 
and  women  behind  them.  With  the 
brisk  pace  of  an  absorbing  novel, 
Donn  R.  Grand  Pre  gives  candid 
insight  into  some  of  the  evils  that 
are  inherent  in  arms  sales,  ranging 
from  deception  and  manipulation, 
to  payoffs  and  blackmail. 

Donn's  wartime  friend  and  Army 
chaplain   attempts  to  point   Donn 
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toward  the  path  of  real  security, 
but  only  when  Grand  Pre's  major 
arms  negotiations  start  to  flounder 
and  his  friends  suffer  tragic  deaths 
does  he  begin  facing  hard  realities. 
(Chosen  Books,  Lincoln,  VA  22078, 
distributed  by  Word)  □ 

*  *    * 

DEADLINE  IN  ROME,  Max  Call 
In  his  first  historical  novel,  Max 
relates  the  exciting  adventures  of 
Phoebe  who  broke  with  tradition 
to  deliver  Paul's  letter  to  the  Ro- 
man Christians.  This  compelling 
account  spans  the  winter  and  spring 
of  A.D.  55-56,  but  Max  Call  re- 
veals, in  the  person  and  dramatic 
experiences  of  Phoebe,  how  God 
speaks  to  us  today  as  He  spoke 
to  Paul — in  unquenchable  love  for 
all  His  creatures,  female  and  male. 

Who  is  Phoebe? 

She's  a  young  widow  and  in- 
triguing businesswoman  from 
Cenchrea,  Greece — the  woman  the 
Apostle  Paul  so  trusted  that  he 
chose  her  to  carry  his  letter  of 
faith  into  the  very  heart  of  a  sav- 
age police  state.  (Chosen  Books, 
Lincoln,  VA  22078,  distributed  by 
Word)  □ 

*  *    * 

THE  HIDDEN  RICHES  OF  SECRET 
PLACES,  Hazel  McAlister.  A  book 
of  poetry,  blank  verse,  so  packed 
with  insight  and  with  spiritual  wis- 
dom that  you  will  find  it  ideal  for 
daily  devotional  reading.  Beautiful- 
ly designed.  Quality.  (Thomas  Nel- 
son Publishers,  Nashville,  TN)  □ 

*  *    * 

CLIMB  UP  THROUGH  YOUR 
VALLEYS,  Evaline  Echols.  Wife 
of  a  college  administrator,  mother 
of  two,  administrative  assistant  to 
a  college  president,  and  popular 
speaker  Evaline  Echols  shares  with 
her  readers  those  spiritual  truths 
which  came  to  her  following  a 
near  fatal  accident.  Travel  with  her 
through  the  Shepherd  Psalm.  (Path- 
way Press,  Cleveland,  TN  3731 1 )  □ 


THE  INNER  QUEST,  Hoyt  E.  Stone 
Written  primarily  for  youth  but  from 
a  backdrop  of  twenty-five  years  in 
the  ministry,  the  book  sets  forth 
the  author's  guidelines  for  living 
victoriously  in  this  present  world. 
Search  for  Faith,  Know  Who  the 
Enemy  Is,  Tear  Down  Those  Per- 
sonal Barriers,  Learn  to  Trust,  Give 
Thanks  in  Everything,  Develop  Your 
Potential,  Determine  to  Win — these 
are  some  chapter  titles.  Great  gift 
idea  for  Christmas.  (Pathway  Press, 
Cleveland,  TN  37311)  □ 
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LITTLE  GIANT 

The  name  to  remember  lor 


FIBERGLASS  BAPTISTRIES 

SPIRES— CROSSES 
WATER  HEATERS 

Church  credit  plans  available 
Free  colored  brochure 

LITTLE  GIANT  MANUFACTURING  CO.,  INC. 
Dept.  27/  Box  518  /  Oraige,  Texas  77630 
Phone:  713-883-4246 


A  Guaranteed  Fund  Raiser 

Raise  as  much  money  as  needed  with  our  two  most 
popular  cookbooks!  If  your  church  group  is  in  need  of 
funds  raise  them  with  "good  taste'TOur  "Old  El  Paso 
Sun  Country  Mexican  Cook-book"  has  92  pages  of  the 
best  mexican  receipts  this  side  of  the  border.  Our 
"Family  Circle  Illustrated  Library  of  Cooking"  features 
five  categories  of  tasty  receipts  ...  (1)  Grownup 
Recipes  Children  Can  Make,  (2)  Cold  Weather 
Warmers,  (3)  Cool  Cooking,  (4)  Cookie  Jar  Jewels 

Both  of  these  hard-back  books  are  professionally 
printed  with  full  color  pictures  to  illustrate 
the  tempting  dishes. 


-Absolutely  No  Risk  To  You  At  All— 

SEND  NO  MONEY!  Simply  order  as  many  cookbooks 
as  needed.  (They  come  100  minimum  to  the  order 
Ninety  (90)  of  trie  Mexican  Cookbook  and  10  of  the 
Library  of  Cooking  Cookbook.)  Take  up  to  45  days  to 
sell  them  and  return  any  not  sold  for  full  credit.  WE 
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EditOCial  /  Hoyt  E.  Stone 


Super  Christians 

worldly  distinction  qualified  him  for  success 

J  /^  nassina  refer-      interesting  f 


You  see  them  on  television 
talk  shows,  on  book  jackets, 
magazine  covers  .  .  .  their 
names  head  Christian  lists  of 
congressmen  or  Hollywood 
personalities  .  .  .  they  are 
guest  speakers  and  lecturers  at 
conventions  and  special 
gatherings— those  super- 
Christians  to  whom  it  is 
suddenly  popular  to  give 
homage. 

Look  closely  at  this 
phenomenon  and  you  discover 
most  such  celebrities  are  super 
only  in  the  sense  of  worldly 
connection.  Prior  to  their 
conversion,  they  were  either 
supersinful  or  supersuccessful  or 
for  some  reason  superpopular. 
We  have  thus  concluded  this 
somehow  makes  them 
superconverts. 

Outwardly  we  deny  this 
attitude,  and  with  our  lips  we 
proclaim  all  men  equal  in 
God's  sight;  but  then,  when  on 
Sunday  morning  the  pastor 
spends  ten  minutes  talking  about 
the  conversion  of  Mr.  or  Mrs. 
Super-Christian  and  makes  but 


passing  refer- 
ence to  John 
Doe  sinner, 
there's  a  little 
something  that 
doesn't  click, 
especially  with 
young  people. 
A  reading  of 
James  2:1-5 
may  show  what. 

Temptation  into  this  snare 
seems  especially  sinister  in 
terms  of  our  new  acceptance, 
our  new  opportunity,  our  new 
popularity  as  Pentecostals.  We 
now  have  a  podium  from  which 
to  speak,  a  place  in  city 
square,  an  audience;  and  it's 
easy  to  get  caught  up  in  the 
spirit  of  this  present  world  while 
claiming  allegiance  to  God's. 

Church  history  is  full  of  rare 
and  beautiful  saints  known  for 
good  works  or  faithful 
commitment.  We  have  such 
people  in  our  world  today.  It  is 
proper  that  they  be  honored 
and  extolled.  But  we  ought  not 
make  saints  of  novices  and 
we  certainly  ought  not  send 
anyone  forth  to  battle  Satan 
as  if  worldly  distinction  qualified 
him  for  success. 

Paul  Harvey  now  has  a 
second  book  on  the  market 
entitled,  The  Rest  of  the  Story. 
In  it  Mr.  Harvey  does 


interesting  follow-ups  on  those 
poignant  human  anecdotes 
which  have  made  him  popular. 
Perhaps  we  Christians 
shouldn't  applaud  too  soon. 
Maybe  we  should  wait  for  the 
rest  of  the  story. 

It  would  certainly  help  our 
young  people.  Truth  of  the 
matter  is  this:  You  don't  have 
to  be  super  in  order  to  be  great 
in  God's  kingdom  and  we 
who  have  discovered  His  grace 
need  not  fret  because  the 
spotlight  is  elsewhere. 

God  does  most  of  His  work 
in  private.  □ 
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"...unto  you  is  born 
his  day...  a  Saviour,  which 
is  Christ  the  Lord" 

(Lu.  a:n). 
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This  Issue 


Admittedly,  we've  gone  heavy 
on  the  seasonal  theme,  from 
front-cover  star  burst  right 
through  Carl  Richardson's 
sermon. 

Nonetheless,  there's  variety 
and  it  just  may  be  that  one  of 
our  writers  will  touch  a  soft 
spot  and  thus  illuminate  once 
more  the  greatest  story  of  all 
time. 

Such  is  our  prayer. 

In  this  issue  you'll  note  once 
more  a  simple  and  convenient 
subscription  card. 

Use  it.  Maybe  as  a  gift 
subscription. 

We  have  some  exciting 
issues  planned  for  '81  and  we 
enjoy  being  part  of  your 
family. 

Merry  Christmas. 
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for 
hrisxmas 

by  HriolE.  Stone 


'Morgan  anything  else,  Hugh  woul 
frked-being  home  for  Christmas. 
He  couldn't:  for  a 
f^     strange  reason.' 


H" 


.v. 


*rhe  ^one  Tang  at  6 
a.m.  Hugh%0berts  cleared 
his.throat  and  picked  up 
-    the^ec€«8et^%tfte 


>.-    * 


^aaPi!rSSIE213*2L 


Jfi^ffie  knfcw  it  was  his  mother. 

HNafe\^i*§ie^«ow's  my  boy?" 
'  ^Y       "Fine?Motlier.  Every*   ;*v*": 
thing's  fine."  Hugh  propp^gl 
his  back  against  two 
pillows.  There  was  pain  in 
chest.  "Are  you  ok~*°" 
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Tlome> 

for 
Christmas 

CONTINUED 

Of  course  I'm  all  right,  Huey. 
Getting  everything  ready  for 
Christmas.  Joan  and  Edith  will 
be  home  tcmorrow." 

"You  get  my  letter?" 

"Yeah." 

Only  one  word  but  Hugh  felt 
her  hurt  and,  even  long 
distance,  he  could  see  the  stern 
set  of  her  face. 

"I'm  really  sorry,  Mother,  but 
I  just  can't  make  it  this  year. 
You  and  the  girls  go  ahead  with 
your  plans.  I'll  phone  you  at 
dinnertime  Christmas  Day.  We 
can  all  talk  and  it'll  be  almost 
like  a  reunion  anyhow.   .  .   ." 

"Huey.  .  .  ." 

"I  mean  it,  Mother.  I'm  not 
coming." 

"Is  it  money,  Huey?" 

"Of  course  not.  Mother,  I 
don't  want  you  to  think  it's 
anything  bad.  I  just  can't 
make  it.  Too  busy.  Too  many 
other  things  to  do.  I  explained 
it  all  in  the  letter.  Looks  like 
that  would  be  enough." 

"All  right,  Huey.  It's  just  that 
I  know  Christmas  won't  be  the 
same  without  you.  You've  always 
been  home  for  Christmas." 

"I've  got  you  a  nice  gift, 
Mother.   Something  I  know 
you'll  like.  And  I'm  mailing 
early." 

"Thank  you,  Huey.  You've 
always  been  such  a  good  son 


and  I  know  you  must  have  a 
reason  not  to  be  coming  home 
but  it's  hard  for  me  to  take.  No 
matter  your  gift,  I'd  rather 
have  you  here.  You  know  that, 
don't  you?" 

"Of  course,  Mother.  And, 
believe  you  me,  I'd  rather  be 
there.  I'm  sorry.  Really  sorry." 

"All  right.  We'll  be 
praying." 

"Love  you,  Mother." 

"Love  you,  Son." 

Hugh  heard  the  click  and 
then  the  dial  tone  but  for  a 
moment  he  only  lay  there.  A 
slight  shudder  passed  through  his 
six-foot,  skeletal  frame. 
Pressing  his  lips  tightly  together 
he  replaced  the  receiver  and 
pondered  the  long  trip  to  the 
bathroom. 

Thirty  feet.  It  took  Hugh 
Roberts  ten  minutes.  After 
which  he  stared  at  his  gaunt  face 
in  the  mirror.  His  head  was 
almost  totally  bald. 
Chemotherapy  did  that,  Dr. 
James  had  said.  Now,  though,  it 
was  teeth  that  held  Hugh's 
attention.  His  once  near  perfect, 
white  teeth.  Hugh  felt  their 
looseness  with  his  tongue.  Half 
were  missing  already  and, 
even  as  he  opened  his  mouth  to 
look,  Hugh  knew  another  was 
on  the  verge  of  falling  out. 

"Well,  old  mouth,"  Hugh 
said  aloud,  "looks  like  you've 
about  had  it." 

Slowly  he  made  his  way  back 
from  the  bathroom  to  his  bed. 
So  strenuous  was  the  simple  task 
of  getting  into  bed  that  beads 
of  perspiration  stood  out  on  his 


forehead  and  his  hands  were 
clammy. 

Nurse  Juanita,  from  the 
nearby  hospital,  arrived  promptly 
at  9  a.m.  She  helped  Hugh 
into  his  lounge  chair.  Bathed 
him.  Made  the  bed.  Served 
him  scrambled  eggs  and  oatmeal. 
Neither  of  which  Hugh  ate. 

"Mr.  Roberts,  I  still  think  you 
should  go  to  the  hospital." 

Hugh  smiled.  "I  understand. 
But  really,  I'm  okay.  The  pain 
has  lessened." 

"Well,  for  what  it's  worth, 
you  seem  to  be  paying  a  great 
price  just  to  keep  your  mother 
from  finding  out  you're  sick." 

"It's  more  than  that,  Nurse. 
Mother  isn't  well  herself.  Bad 
heart.  After  all  she  went 
through  with  Dad,  I  just  don't 
want  to  add  to  her  load." 

"How  long  was  your  dad 
sick?" 

"Eight  months.  In  a  coma. 
Mother  sat  with  him  round 
the  clock.  That's  how  she  is. 
Lost  fifty  pounds." 


Hugh  stared  at  himself  in 
the  mirror.  Face  gaunt. 
Head  bald.  Teeth  falling 
out.  Wouldn't  be  long  now. 


"She'd  still  want  to  know." 

"Yeah."  Hugh  closed  his 
eyes,  relaxing  back  onto  the 
pillows.  "She  phoned  this 
morning." 

"Oh?" 

"Wants  me  home  for 
Christmas." 

"Anything  else  I  can  get  for 
you?  Cathy  will  be  in  tonight. 
I'm  off  till  after  Christmas." 
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Hugh  nodded. 

"Take  care,  you  hear?"  Juanita 
came  near  his  bed,  touching 
his  forehead  lightly.  It  was  cool. 
"Call  if  you  need  anything. 
And  don't  forget  the  emergency 
buzzer." 

"Nurse?" 

"Yes." 

"You  did  mail  my  package, 
didn't  you?" 

"Took  it  to  the  post  office  in 
person.  Your  mother  will  have 
it  Christmas  Eve.  I  promise  you 
that." 

"Thanks." 

Hugh's  room  was  small, 
poorly  furnished.  It  was  an 
efficiency  apartment,  one  block 
from  the  hospital,  and  Hugh  had 
chosen  it  for  convenience  and 
primarily  to  keep  his  mother 
calling  on  a  private  line. 
There  was  a  lamp  by  his 
bedside  and  also  his  Bible. 
His  lounge  chair  was  by  the 
window,  out  which  he  could 
see  Deer  Park  where  children 
played  when  days  were  balmy. 
Hugh  didn't  watch  television 
anymore,  not  since  the 
political  campaign  ended,  but  he 
still  enjoyed  the  radio. 
Especially  Christmas  music. 

Four  days.  Just  four  more 
days  till  Christmas.  Hugh  knew 
now  that  he  wouldn't  make  it. 
Just  as  he  knew,  and  had  known 
for  eight  months,  that  it  would 
be  his  last  Christmas  season. 

Odd,  he  thought.  Odd  how 
one  could  come  to  grips  with  the 
issue  of  death.  How  one  could 
see  its  terror  fade  and  come  to 
accept  the  inevitable  not  only 


with  resignation  but  with  deep 
inner  peace. 

It  hadn't  always  been  so  with 
Hugh  Roberts.  A  year  ago 
Hugh  would  have  defiantly 
denied  his  dependence  on 
anything  or  anyone.  His  business 
had  bankrupted  but  Hugh 
hung  in  there.  His  wife  left  him. 

Faith  saved  Hugh  Roberts. 
Faith  that  walked  into 
his  hospital  room  one  day 
in  the  form  of  a  little 
chaplain. 


Good  riddance.  If  that's  how 
she  felt.  Hugh  shrugged  his 
shoulders  and  plowed  right 
back  into  life  as  he  used  to  push 
off  blocks  when  playing 
football  at  Oie  Miss. 

Then  came  the  lump  in  his 
throat.  The  biopsy.  News  that 
war  raged  in  his  body  and 
that,  unless  he  were  very 
fortunate,  it  was  a  battle 
Hugh  Roberts  was  going  to  lose. 

Hugh  had  left  home  out  of 
pride.  He  never  had  been  one  to 
let  his  emotions  show  and  the 
thought  of  having  his  mother  and 
two  sisters  fawning  over  him 
wasn't  Hugh's  concept  of  dying 
with  dignity. 

The  pride  didn't  last.  Fear 
kicked  it  out.  Then  came 
depression.  Finally  despair. 

Faith  saved  Hugh.  Faith 
that  walked  into  his  hospital 
room  one  day  in  the  form  of 
a  little  chaplain  named  Samuel 
Horn  and  faith  that  had  grown 
steadily  under  the  chaplain's 
tutelage  and  which  now  left 
Hugh  with  calm  assurance  that 
in  Jesus  Christ  all  was  well. 


Hugh  grinned  to  himself  as  he 
thought  of  Christmas  Day.  Of 
the  package  containing  his  diary 
and  of  how  his  mother  would 
rejoice  at  reading  of  his  journey 
of  faith.  In  a  sense  he 
wouldn't  be  home  for  Christmas 
this  year:  but,  in  another 
sense,  he  would. 

It  was  enough. 

Hugh  Roberts  lay  back  on  his 
pillows.  It  was  getting  dark. 
From  off  in  the  distance  a 
chorus  wafted  on  the  night  air, 
"Sleep  in  heavenly  peace." 

Wonder  who's  singing,  Hugh 
thought.  It's  pretty  singing.  Like 
angels.  D 

l€flV€ 
TH€M  TH€R€ 

Herein  lies  a  great  enigma: 

I  give  up  my  cares;  and  then, 

Hardly  knowing  what  I'm  doing, 

Draw  them  to  myself  again. 

I  depart  as  bound  and  fettered 

fls  I  was  before, 

Somehow  more  in  disbelief, 

Trusting  less  and  doubting  more. 

Father,  teach  me  how  to  do  it. 

Guide  my  faith  that  I  might  dare 

To  simply  cast  my  cares  before  Thee 

find  find  the  grace  to  leave  them  there. 

Jesus  is  the  burden-bearer. 

Gladly  I  would  lay  them  down — 

All  the  problems  which  beset  me — 

€very  heartache,  every  frown. 

Praise  His  name!  Oh,  what  a  wonder — 

How  this  miracle  can  be! 

He's  so  willing  to  unbind  me, 

Take  my  burdens  and  set  me  free. 

James  O.  Henry 
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by  Wally  Kennicut 
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"Prince  Norman  needed  a  gift  for  his  king. 
A  special  gift. 
To  show  his  love." 


omorrow 

would     be 

the  king's 
birthday,  but 
Prince  Norman 
had  no  gift.  He 

counted  the  few  silver  coins  he  had  left  and  won- 
dered if  there  would  be  time  for  him  to  get  to  the 
village  before  shops  closed.  Perhaps,  if  he  hurried. 

As  he  stepped  into  the  front  hall  of  the  castle, 
Prince  Norman  nearly  bumped  into  Princess  Sue. 

Sue  gave  him  a  sharp  and  curious  glance.  "Why 
such  a  hurry?" 

"Get  the  king  a  gift." 

The  prince  would  have  strode  past,  but  Princess 
Sue  laid  a  hand  on  his  arm  as  though  what  she  had  to 
say  was  important. 

"It's  cold  outside  and  starting  to  snow.  Can't  you 
just  forget  about  it?" 

Norman  shook  his  head.  "I  want  to  show  the  king  I 
really  care.   Don't  you?" 

The  princess  gave  him  a  cold  look.  "I'm  sure  he 
knows.  Besides,  I've  already  given  him  a  little  of  my 
time,  a  little  of  my  money.  Surely  the  king  can't 
expect  more  than  that." 

Norman  shook  his  head  again.  "I  know  what  he 
requires.  I  wanted  to  do  something  a  little  extra." 

"You're  going  to  the  village  tonight?  In  the  wind 
and  snow?" 

The  prince  nodded  once  and  stepped  through  the 
castle  gates. 

Princess  Sue  had  been  right  when  she  said  it  was 
cold.  Bitterly  cold.  The  snow  she  had  mentioned 
came  on  a  driving  wind.  Large  white  flakes  lashed 
Norman's  face. 

Drawing  his  winter  cloak  tightly  around  him,  the 
prince  set  off  toward  the  lights  that  twinkled  cheerfully 
in  the  distant  village. 


By    the    time 

he   reached    the 

first    cottage    at 

the     edge     of 

town,  his  hands 

and    face    were 

numb.    No    smoke    rose    from    the    chimney    but    he 

thought  he  could  perhaps  ask  to  warm  himself  inside. 

Prince  Norman  knocked  at  the  door. 

"Enter,  please,"  a  voice  said  weakly.  "Forgive  me 

for  not  giving  you  a  proper  greeting." 

Norman  stepped  inside,  blinking  in  the  lamplight 
which  glowed  cheerfully.  It  took  him  a  moment  to  see 
the  pale  and  shriveled  woman  who  lay  in  a  narrow 
bed  near  the  window. 

He  closed  the  door  and  looked  about  more  careful- 
ly. No  one  save  the  woman.  She  seemed  very  old  and 
somehow  very  tired. 

"Are  you  ill?" 

The  woman  nodded  so  faintly  Norman  barely  saw 
her  head  move.  "Very  ill,  and  I  have  no  one  to  keep 
the  fire  going  for  me  this  night." 

Even  if  he  kindled  a  fire,  Norman  thought,  there 
would  still  be  time  to  find  a  present  for  the  king.  He 
couldn't  let  the  woman  freeze. 

"Tell  me  where  to  find  the  wood  and  I'll  start  a 
fire." 

"In  the  shed  behind  this  cottage.  If  there's  no  wood 
inside,  you'll  find  an  axe." 

Cut  the  wood?  That  would  really  put  him  behind 
schedule.  Oh  well,  now  that  he'd  decided  to  help  the 
woman  if  he  could,  Norman  found  himself  strangely 
unconcerned  about  the  added  duty.  He  stepped  into 
the  snow  and  driving  wind,  setting  his  face  toward  the 
woodshed. 

The  shed  was  almost  empty.  Norman  glanced  about 
and  noted  a  few  sticks  of  kindling,  but  nothing  that 
would  keep  a  fire  through  the  night. 
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The  prince  shrugged,  picked  up  the  axe,  and  moved 
toward  a  nearby  strand  of  trees.  At  least  he  could  cut 
enough  wood  for  a  fire  tonight. 

It  took  Norman  longer  than  he'd  expected  to  fell 
the  tree  and  cut  it  into  firewood,  but  at  last  he 
returned  the  axe  to  the  shed,  gathered  kindling  and 
as  much  stovewood  as  he  could  carry,  and  took  it 
inside.  He  made  several  trips  until  all  the  wood  he'd 
cut  was  inside  by  the  fireplace. 

Soon,  flames  crackled  merrily  up  the  chimney. 
Making   sure   the   fire   would   burn   throughout   the 
night,  Norman  turned  back  to  the  woman. 
"Have  you  anything  to  eat  in  the  house?" 
She  nodded.  "A  little  broth  in  the  cupboard."  The 
woman  nodded.  "That's  all." 

Without  wasting  more  time,  the  prince  found  the 
broth  in  a  stone  jar  in  the  cupboard,  poured  it  into  a 
metal  kettle,  and  hung  it  over  the  fireplace.  Once  hot, 
he  fed  it  to  the  woman  a  spoonful  at  a  time. 

When    the    last    of    the    broth    was    gone,    Prince 
Norman  once  more  pulled  his  winter  cloak  about  him. 
"The  fire  will  last,"  he  said.  "Someone  will  be  here 
to  look  after  you  in  the  morning." 

The  woman  nodded  her  thanks.  Once  more  the 
prince  stepped  out  into  the  chill  winter  air.  It  wouldn't 
be  much  of  an  extra  duty  to  send  someone  here 
tomorrow.  He  could  come  himself,  if  need  be.  But 
right  now  he  had  to  find  a  present  for  the  king. 

The  wind  seemed  more  bitter  than  before.  With  the 
whistling  wind,  Prince  Norman 
heard  crying.  He  moved  toward 
the  noise  and  thus  came  upon  a 
little  girl  who  sobbed  over  a  bro- 
ken toy. 

"What    is    it,    Child?"    Norman 
asked. 

"The  wheels  came  off.  Mommy 
told  me  to  bring  it  inside,  but  it  came  all  to  pieces." 
Norman  started  to  stride  past.   After  all,  it  wasn't 
his  fault  if  some  child  left  her  toy  outside  too  long  and 
it  broke  from  the  cold. 

"Let  me  see  your  toy.  Maybe  I  can  fix  it." 
The  prince  was  skilled  with  his  hands.  He  had 
often  used  this  ability  to  help  others,  a  fact  which 
seemed  to  please  the  king  whom  people  said  had  once 
been  a  carpenter  himself.  If  the  toy  wasn't  too  badly 
damaged,  Norman  thought,  maybe  he  could  repair  it 
and  still  have  time  to  buy  the  king  a  present. 

Norman  drew  a  knife  from  his  belt  and  set  to  work. 
In  a  few  minutes  he  fitted  new  parts  into  the  broken 
toy  and  gave  it  back  to  the  child. 


"Here  you  are,  Young  Lady.  But  treat  it  carefully. 
I  may  not  be  able  to  fix  your  toy  if  it  breaks  again." 
"Thank  you,  Mister."  The  child's  face  glowed. 
Norman  turned  quickly  and  strode  into  the  village. 
He  had  only  a  few  minutes  before  the  shops  closed. 
What  was  that?  For  a  moment  Norman  thought  the 
girl  must  have  broken  her  toy  and  come  after    him. 
He  heard  the  weeping  again,  this  time  from  the  door 
of  the  first  shop. 

The    prince    almost    stumbled    over    a    small    boy 
sobbing  in  the  doorway. 

"Why  are  you  crying?"  the  prince  asked. 
The  boy  continued  to  sob  choking  out  a  few   short 
words.   "Mommy   doesn't   know   I'm   here.    She    went 
home  without  me." 

"Why  would  she  do  that?" 

"She   told    me   to    stay    here.    I    saw    her    go    back 
home." 

Norman   frowned.    But   he   couldn't  just   leave   the 
boy.  He  might  freeze  to  death. 
"Where  do  you  live?" 

The  boy  pointed.   "Up  there.  Third  house  on   the 
hill.  One  with  the  lights  on." 

Norman    took   the    boy's    hand    and    together   they 

started  toward  the  house.  "We'd  better  go  right  now." 

The   child   moved   along   with   less   complaint   than 

Norman  had  expected.  Perhaps  he  was  just  too   cold 

to  care. 

At  the  cottage  door,   Norman  heard  voices   inside. 
He    knocked.    No    one    seemed    to 
~ I    hear.   The  voices  kept  on  just    as 
loudly  as  before. 

Again  he  knocked  and  a  tall 
woman  with  a  worried  look  opened 
the  door. 

"Elbert!"  she  cried.  "Where  have 
you  been?" 
"You  said  to  wait,"  Norman  heard  the  boy  say  just 
before  the  door  slammed  in  his  face. 

"Well,  I  like  that,"  Norman  muttered.  "She  didn't 
even  say  thanks." 

As  the  prince  turned  to  go,  he  suddenly  saw  the 
king.  Off  to  one  side,  watching  him.  Somehow  Nor- 
man felt  sure  the  king  had  seen  all  his  actions  during 
the  past  hour. 

"I'm    sorry,    Sir,    that    I    didn't    reach    the    shops," 

Prince  Norman  blurted  out.   "I  didn't  give  you  any 

present      .  .  but  .  .  .  I  .  .  ."  Norman  hesitated.   The 

king's  gentle  and  compassionate  eyes  never  left  him. 

"Yes,  you  did,  Norman,"  the  king  said  gently.  "Yes, 


Time  was  running  out  for 
Norman  and  he  still  had  no 

gift.  Somehow,  he  kept 

being  interrupted.  Hindered 

by  people  needing  help. 


you  did."  D 
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nly  a  few  more  hours,"  I  said  to  myself, 
"It'll  be  over — and  never  again!" 

Every  year  I  scold  myself  for  volunteering  to 
help  with  the  Christmas  play. 

My  thoughts  were  interrupted  by  a  tugging  at 
my  skirt. 

"Mommy,  is  it  time  yet?" 

Blue  eyes  met  mine.  Bright  with  expectation 
and  excitement. 

"Almost.  Let's  brush  your  hair.  We'll  put  your 
costume  on  at  the  church." 

Katy  ran  to  her  room  and  returned  with  her 
hairbrush.  As  I  drew  the  brush  through  her  wavy 
blonde  hair,  I  knew  she  was  typecast  for  her 
part  as  an  angel.  She  had  given  us  so  much 
pleasure  in  the  brief  three  years  of  her  life. 

"Hurry,  Mommy,"  she  pleaded,  bouncing  and 
clapping  her  chubby  hands. 
"All  right.  Get  your  coat." 
As  we  drove  to  the  church,  I  wished  I  could 
feel  the  excitement  that  so  clearly  possessed  her.  I 
couldn't  even  remember  my  first  Christmas  play. 
I  just  wanted  this  one  to  be  over  so  I  could 
concentrate  on  cooking,  decorating,  and  gift 
buying.  Guess  that's  why  churches  usually  schedule 
their  plays  early  in  December.  Otherwise  no  one 
would  be  able  to  spare  time  for  them. 

"Sit  still,  Sweetie,  and  buckle  your  seat  belt. 
We'll  be  there  soon." 

"Oh,  Mommy.  Drive  faster!"  she  squealed, 
and  fumbled  with  the  belt.  I  could  see  that  even  a 
ten  minute  drive  was  eternity  for  her.  Her 
debut  was  this  afternoon  and  the  audience  was 
waiting  for  the  "star"  to  appear. 


For  the  Christian,  some  tasks  become 
especially  difficult  and  frustrating. 


I  parked  the  car  and  reached  into  the  back  seat 

for  the  costume  paraphernalia. 

"Katy,  is  that  your  blanket  in  the  floorboard?" 
"Yes,  Mommy.  I  need  it  for  the  play!" 
She  ran  off  toward  the  church,  clutching  the 

blanket  as  she  did  constantly  at  home,  under 

one  arm,  trailing  the  ground. 
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The  blanket  was  Katy's 
favorite.  It  had  been  her 
companion  since  .  .  .  well, 
almost  since  her  birth.  Once  a 
blend  of  pastel  animals,  now  it 
had  become  tattered  and  worn 
and  a  dingy  gray  in  color.  No 
matter  to  Katy.  It  was  her 
most  cherished  possession. 

I  entered  the  fellowship  hall. 
In  the  clamor  of  actors  and 
actresses  getting  dressed  and 
made-up,  I  forgot  about  the 
blanket. 

"Why  do  I  always  volunteer 
for  this  madhouse?"  I 
wondered  for  the  hundredth 
time. 

After  the  wise  men,  shepherds, 
and  innkeeper  had  been 
readied,  I  wearily  searched  the 
angelic  faces  above  the 
identical  white  robes  which 
clustered  around  Maggie  across 
the  room.  There  she  was.  My 
Katy.  Precious.  Incredible 
what  a  halo  of  coat  hanger  wire 
and  silver  tinsel  will  do  for  an 
already  sweet  face.  Her  daddy 
would  be  in  the  audience, 
camera  ready. 

The  curtains  were 
pulled — jerkily  but  with  great 
enthusiasm —  and  our 
presentation  began. 

Mary  and  Joseph  walked 
down  the  aisle  and  up  onto  the 
stage.  They  were  directed  by 
the  innkeeper  to  the  stable.  Next 
came  shepherds  and  then  the 
angels,  ringing  their  bells  and 
singing  "Joy  to  the  World." 
Wise  men  entered  on  cue  and 
left  their  gifts.  Now  it  was  the 
preacher's  turn.  We  could  all 
relax.  It  was  definitely  going 
to  be  my  last  play. 


"As  we  have  seen 
demonstrated  so  beautifully  by 
our  precious  children,"  our 
pastor  said,  "let  us  remember 
that  the  true  spirit  of 
Christmas  is  in  giving.  Let  us 
follow  the  example  set  for  us 
by  God  himself,  who  gave  the 
most  precious  gift  of  all — the 
Son  He  loved  so  dearly.  Are  we 
willing  to  give  to  the  Lord 
that  which  we  cherish  most  this 
Christmas?" 

The  pastor  paused.  Next  to  me 
Maggie  whispered,  "Where  is 
she  going?"  She  pointed  toward 
the  cluster  of  angels  who  stood 
on  a  platform  across  from  the 
stable. 

It  was  Katy,  clutching  her 
beloved  blanket.  By  now 
everyone  watched  as  Katy  made 
her  way  around  the  wise  men 
and  shepherds  and  stopped 


"Sleep  in  heavenly  peace.'' 


beside  the  manger.  The  baby 
who  lay  in  the  manger,  just  two 
months  old,  waved  his  tiny 
arms  as  Katy  gently  covered  him 
with  her  ragged  blanket.  She 
smiled  at  him  and  kissed  his 
forehead  before  returning  to 
the  platform.  Her  face  shone. 
Tears  spilled  from  my  eyes. 

Our  pastor  cleared  his  throat 
and  murmured,  "A  little  child 
shall  lead  them." 

As  we  sang  "Silent  Night,"  I 
had  no  doubts  I  would  volunteer 
again  to  help  with  the  play. 
How  could  I  do  less? 

"Sleep  in  Heavenly  peace, 
Baby  Jesus.  Safe  and  warm  in 
Katy's  blanket."  □ 
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"ChmsTMAs,"  I  sAi'd  to  Myself,  "ancI  i  Feci  like  Old 
ScRooqe.  OvERwoRked  ANd  overspent." 
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■  hristmas  Eve.  I  drove 

^^^   along  the  concrete 
highway  and  watched  the  lights 
of  the  shopping  center  fade 
from  my  rearview  mirror.  My 
car  was  piled  high  with 
packages,  ribbons,  toys,  boxes, 
gifts — everything  I  needed  for 
a  perfect  holiday. 

So  why  did  I  feel  like  old 
Sf.rooge  himself? 

10 


Christmas,  bah-humbug! 
Who  needs  it?  Who  can  afford 
it? 

Who  indeed?  Certainly  not 
me,  with  my  heart  so  much 
bigger  than  my  budget.  Perhaps 
I  had  taken  the  words,  "It  is 
more  blessed  to  give  than  to 
receive"  too  literally.  My 
guilty  conscience  wasn't  a 
friendly  front-seat  neighbor.  I 


knew  I  had  spent  too  much 
money  on  far  too  little.  My 
gift  list  wasn't  finished  but  my 
budget  was.  I  felt  cheated  and 
I  turned  on  the  radio  so  I 
wouldn't  think  about  it. 

"White  Christmas"  and  "Silver 
Bells"  didn't  make  the 
emptiness  go  away.  "Christmas  is 
for  kids,"  I  told  myself 
angrily.  Suddenly  I  wanted  to  be 
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ten-years-old  again.  Ten  was  a 
good  year  for  me.  The  last  year 
I  got  a  doll  and  the  first  year 
I  was  old  enough  to  stay  up  past 
midnight. 

The  road  curved  and  I 
swerved  to  miss  a  fallen  tree 
limb.  Jolted  back  to  reality,  I 
tried  to  plan  dinner.  It  was 
difficult.  My  mind  kept 
wandering.  Something  was 
missing.  Some  key  ingredient.  A 
piece  to  the  puzzle.  I  felt 
disillusioned.  Broken  toys  lining 

Something  was  missing 
from  the  Christmas  puzzle 
and  \  didn't  know  what. 


a  grab-bag  shopping  mall  aisle, 
rushing  people,  irritable  children, 
harried  salesclerks — something 
was  missing  alright. 

I  was  so  engrossed  in  my 
thoughts  that  I  almost  didn't  see 
the  sign.  Near  the  red  light, 
printed  in  crudely  formed  letters: 
NATIVITY  SCENE  9  p.m.-12 
p.m.,  3  miles,  follow  the  signs. 

I  glanced  at  my  watch.  It 
was  11:45. 

I'm  not  sure  why  I  decided 
to  turn.  I  don't  know  all  the 
reasons  behind  that  impulsive 
decision.  I  guess  I  knew  I'd  be 
up  most  of  the  night 
anyway — wrapping  presents, 
basting  the  turkey,  putting 
finishing  touches  on  the  tree.  A 
few  more  minutes,  one  way  or 
the  other,  wouldn't  make  much 
difference. 

I  followed  cardboard 
instructions  to  an  old,  unpaved 
road.  When  I  couldn't  drive  my 
car  over  the  bumps  and  holes 
any  longer,  I  got  out  and  walked 
toward  the  lights  and  the 
people.  The  wind  was  bitter. 
Bitingly  cold.  I  was  thankful 
for  a  warm  coat  and  wool  scarf. 
Detouring  around  a  barbed 
wire  fence  and  climbing  over  a 


pile  of  wood,  I  stepped  into  a 
clearing  and  heard  a  voice 
informing  listeners  that  this 
would  be  the  last  time  the  play 
would  be  presented. 

Next  to  me  an  old  man  smiled 
and  asked  why  I  had  come. 
He  had  come,  he  confided, 
because  he  was  a  pastor. 
Besides,  his  church  owned  the 
field.  He  asked  me  if  I  knew 
any  of  the  children  in  the  play. 
I  shook  my  head  no. 
Overhead,  a  clear,  star-filled  sky. 

I  realized  the  man  was 
waiting  for  an  answer  to  his 
question. 

"I  came  because  I  lost 
something  in  the  crowded 
aisles  of  a  shopping  mall  and  I 
wondered  if  I  would  find  it 
here." 

He  must  have  wondered  at 
my  strange  answer,  but  I  didn't 
care.  Suddenly  I  knew  why  I 
had  come.  The  faces  of 
the  crowd,  the  hum  of  their 
cries  to  buy  and  sell,  the  hustle 
and  bustle — it  had  pointed  out 
the  emptiness  in  my  heart.  I  had 
seen  my  soul  reflected  in  the 
eyes  of  others  and  the  image 
was  frightening. 

Music  began  and  the  lights 
went  up  brightly  to  outline  a 
small  girl  and  boy  riding  a 
rather  sad-looking  excuse  for  a 
donkey.  It  looked  more  like  a 
Shetland  pony  who  had  seen 
better  days.  They  began  to 
speak  and  suddenly  everything 
came  alive  for  me.  If  the  wind 
were  still  cold,  I  didn't  notice. 
If  the  world  still  rushed  madly, 
didn't  care. 

"  'Tis  so  cold  tonight,  Mary," 
said  the  boyish  Joseph. 

"Yes,  Joseph.  I  need  to  stop 
and  rest.  Doesn't  anyone  have 
a  room?" 

I  watched  an  irate 
innkeeper  shoo  them  away  and 


begrudgingly  point  them  to  a 
small  stable. 

The  tired  donkey  carried  an 
equally  tired  Mary,  while  Joseph 
stumbled  along  to  the  lean-to 
shelter.  Lights  dimmed.  When 
they  brightened  again,  four 
small  shepherds  and  three  wise 
men  were  kneeling  in  front  of 
the  manger,  staring  silently  at 
the  small  baby.  A  quavering 
voice  said,  "We  have  seen  His 
star  in  the  East  and  have 
come  to  worship  Him." 

Then  they  all  stood  very 
still — Mary,  Joseph,  the 
shepherds,  the  wise  men.  The 
old  minister  beside  me  went  to 
the  microphone  and  my  mind 
said  the  words  as  he  read: 

"There  went  out  a  decree 
from  Caesar  Augustus,  that  all 
the  world  should  be  taxed.  .  .  . 
And  all  went  to  be  taxed, 
every  one  into  his  own  city. 
And  Joseph  also  went  up  from 
Galilee  .  .  .  unto  .  .  .  Bethlehem 
...  To  be  taxed  with  Mary  his 
espoused  wife,  being  great 
with  child.  .  .  .  And  she  brought 
forth  her  firstborn  son,  and 
wrapped  him  in  swaddling 
clothes  and  laid  him  in  a 
manger;  because  there  was  no 


There  it  was.  I  found  it 
near  midnight,  in  a 
clearing  on  Christmas 
Eve.  Key  to  the  puzzle. 


room  for  them  in  the  inn" 
(Luke  2:1-7). 

I  couldn't  look  at  the  scene 
1       hard  enough  or  long  enough.  It 
was  on  a  clear  night,  much 
like  this  one,  that  Jesus  came. 
My  King!  The  Savior.  When 
rough  shepherds  came  to  adore 
Him,  did  they  know  this  Babe 
would  one  day  shepherd  the 
world?  And  the  wise  men  .  .  . 
CONTINUED  ON  PAGE  21 
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Reflections 


by  Clarice  Pullen 


Last  year,  in  the  midst  of 
the  glittering  expectancy 
of  Christmas,  I  had  a  day  of 
reckoning.  Although  weary 
from  cleaning,  cooking,  baking 
and  shopping,  some  extra 
errands  were  so  urgent  I  walked 
to  the  nearby  shopping  center. 
A  cool,  misty,  winter  day. 
Walkways  were  crowded 
with  late  shoppers  rushing  toward 
the  last  hours  of  Christmas 
Eve.  I  lingered  in  front  of  Bain's 
Dry  Goods  Store  to  peek  at  a 
toy  display. 

A  small  boy  edged  toward 
me  and  I  moved  aside  to  give 
him  room.  He  pressed  himself 
against  the  big  glass  window, 
fascinated  by  the  movements 
of  the  busy  mechanical  elves. 
When  he  smiled  at  me,  my 
face  softened  into  a  smile  too 
and  I  recalled  Rachel  Field's 
words,  "Not  a  child  but  keeps 
some  trace  of  Christmas 
wonder  in  his  face." 

"We  live  too  closely  with 
shopping  lists,"  I  reproached 
myself,  secretly  wishing  I 
could  be  a  child  again,  just  for  a 
day.  I  hurried  on  with  my 
errands.  The  contagious 
sweetness  of  Christmas  tugged 
at  my  heart.  Christmas  was 
everywhere. 

This  year  I'm  letting  some  of 
the  dust  settle  and  I'm  taking 
a  few  minutes  now  and  then  to 
discover  the  essence  of  the 
season.  The  charm  of  it.  A  quiet 
time  aside  from  all  the 
bustling  preparations. 
Christmas  is  for  always. 
And  it  is  everywhere.  □ 
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He'd  give  him  one  of  his  kidneys,  if  he  could.  Both 
of  Joey's  have  failed.  Unfortunately,  willing  relatives 
don't  always  have  kidneys  that  will  match. 

So  Joey  waits.  . 

A  kidney  machine  can  buy  precious  time.  But  tne 
longer  kids  like  Joey  have  to  wait  for  real  kidneys,  the 
more  their  growth  and  development  are  stunted. 

And  living  with  a  kidney  machine  -hours  and  hours, 
several  days  a  week-is  living  only  half  a  life.  It's  emo- 
tionally and  socially  crippling.  It's  very  expensive. 

There  are  thousands  of  children  and  adults  whose  > 
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only  chance  for  a  full,  normal  life  is  a  donated  kidney. 
Their  odds  for  a  suitable  match  improve  even,'  time 
someone  signs  and  carries  a  donor  card. 

To  be  an  organ  donor  is  a  decision  you  should 
make  for  yourself.  What  would  you  do  if  Joey  were 
your  child? 

For  more  information,  ask  your  local  kidney 
foundation.  And  for  a  free  booklet  about  all  kinds  of 
anatomical  gifts  of  life  ( including  a  nationally  rec- 
ognized uniform  donor  card),  write  Liberty  National, 
Dept.  K. 


LIBERTYINATIONAL 

UFE  INSURANCE  COMPANY 


Sermon 

Canta  Claus  came  to  town — an  early  arriver, 
right  after  Thanksgiving. 

They  gave  a  big  parade  downtown.  There 
were  people  everywhere,  lining  the  walks  and 
chasing  after  wrapped  pieces  of  candy  tossed  in 
haste  by  smiling  clowns  riding  the  big  floats. 
People  everywhere! 

Excitement!  Bands  played.  Children  waved. 
Jesus  came  to  town — and  started  Christmas. 
No  one  around— except  sheep  watchers  and 
their  lambs,  Mother  and  her  espoused  husband, 
and  people  upstairs  in  the  hotel,  partying  late. 
In  the  warm  inconvenience  of  a  barn  a  first 
birth  was  delivered.  No  one  around  .  .  .  few 
came.  The  hotel  was  crowded.  And  so  was  the 
town.  But  they  did  not  come  to  see  the  baby  in 
the  feedbox. 

It  hardly  seems  this  could  have  been  part  of 
God's  plan— sending  His  Son  to  be  born  in  a 
Bethlehem  manger.  It  was  too  simple.  Yet  it 
was  that  miraculous  moment  in  history  when  the 
Infinite  became  an  infant.  The  Son  of  God 
became  the  Son  of  Man  so  that  we,  the  sons  of 
men,  might  become  the  sons  of  God. 
^  The  few  people  who  participated  in  that  first 
Christmas  kept  the  celebration  simple.  Mary,  the 
teenaged  mother  of  the  baby,  rejoiced;  the 
shepherds  took  off  an  hour  or  so  from  work  and 
then  went  back  to  the  job  with  firsthand  news  that 
would  change  the  course  of  history. 

Today  things  are  more  complicated.  Christmas 
has  become  a  frantic  winter  holiday— so  frantic, 
in  fact,  that  perhaps  millions  of  celebrating  people 
miss  the  whole  point  of  Christmas.  They  are 
celebrating  without  knowing  why. 

Everywhere  there  is  a  nagging  feeling  that 
something  has  gone  wrong  with  Christmas. 

A  sense  of  dread  has  replaced  a  sense  of 
delight.  A  young  mother  said  to  me  recently,  "I 
really  dread  Christmas  this  year;  I'm  not  sure  if 
I  can  cope  with  Christmas  again  this  year." 

A  lot  of  people  are  feeling  that  way.  Their 
big  problem  is  coping  with  the  franticly  paced 
"celebration"  that  can  drive  one  into 
hopelessness. 

For  a  few  moments,  let's  return  to  simpler 
thoughts  and  simpler  goals  and  simpler  answers  as 
we  ponder  what  really  happened  that  night  of 
all  nights  .  .  .  that  holy  night,  long,  long  ago. 

Note  these  words  from  one  of  America's  best 

loved  poets: 
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Christmas  is  more  than  a  day  at  the  end  of  the  year, 
More  than  a  season  of  joy  and  good  cheer, 
Christmas  is  really  God's  pattern  for  living 
To  be  followed  all  year  by  unselfish  giving 
For  the  holiday  season  awakens  good  cheer 
And  draws  us  closer  to  those  we  hold  dear, 
And  we  open  our  hearts  and  find  it  is  good 
To  live  among  men  as  we  always  should  .  .  . 
But  as  soon  as  the  tinsel  is  stripped  from  the  tree 
The  spirit  of  Christmas  fades  silently 
Into  the  background  of  daily  routine 
And  is  lost  in  the  whirl  of  life's  busy  scene, 
And  all  unawares  we  miss  and  forego 
The  greatest  blessing  that  mankind  can  know  .  .  . 
For  if  we  lived  Christmas  each  day,  as  we  should, 
And  made  it  our  aim  to  always  do  good; 
We'd  find  the  lost  key  to  meaningful  iiving 
That  comes  not  from  getting,  but  from  unselfish  giving 
And  we'd  know  the  great  joy  of  peace  upon  earth 
Which  was  the  real  purpose  of  our  Savior's  birth, 
For  in  the  glad  tidings  of  that  first  Christmas  Night, 
God  showed  us  the  way  and  the  truth  and  the  light! 
(Helen  Steiner  Rice) 


In  the  dim  morning  light  she  brought  it  to 
me — the  first  present  ever  she  picked  out  herself. 
Smudged.  Wrinkled.  Taped  and  retaped  over 
the  precious  paper  with  her  own  drawings. 
Handmade  just  for  me,  her  eyes  were  happy, 
expectant,  and  her  little  hands  carefully  nestled 
this  special  package  that  contained  its  unique 
treasure  that  was  given  to  me  by  my  little  girl. 

Years  will  pass.  The  innocence  will  fade. 
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Womanhood  will  overtake  her.  More  sophisticated 
gifts  will  replace  the  childish  handmade  presents. 
Store-bought  ties  and  sweaters  and  expensive 
colognes  in  exquisite  decanters  .  .  .  perhaps. 

But  none  will  ever  match  this  early  morning 
visit  with  the  first  gift  ever  given  from  her 
heart. 

To  me,  it  was  packaged  to  perfection. 
But  how  do  you  package  love?  Will  it  fit  in  a 
box?  Or  a  sack?  Or  a  sock  hanging  by  the 
fireplace?  How  many  yards  of  red  ribbon  will  it 
take  to  make  love  warm  enough  and  strong 
enough  to  break  through  the  chill  propriety  of  our 
good  will? 

What  kind  of  package  will  it  take  to  help  us 
learn  the  lessons  of  how  to  cope  with  Christmas? 

God  used  a  stable.  Love  lay  still  in  a  manger  as 
disbelieving  men  wondered  if  this  were  all.  Love 
came  wrapped  in  straw  and  the  beauty  of  a 
mother's  smile. 

And  though  we  add  our  incense  and  our  gold, 
our  red  ribbon,  our  credit  card  purchases,  and 
our  store-bought  gifts,  the  marvel  of  God's  love 
can  still  seem  small  unless  we  cope,  and  care, 
and  love. 

And  still  people  who  don't  believe  will  wonder 
if  this  is  all. 

Henry  Van  Dyke  had  some  ideas  on  how  to 
keep  Christmas: 

"Are  you  willing  to  forget  what  you  have 
done  for  other  people,  and  to  remember  what 
other  people  have  done  for  you  ...  to  ignore 
what  the  world  owes  you,  and  to  think  what  you 
owe  the  world  ...  to  see  that  your  fellowmen 
are  just  as  real  as  you  are,  and  to  try  to  look 
behind  their  faces  to  their  hearts,  hungry  for  joy 
...  to  close  your  book  on  complaints  against  the 
management  of  the  universe,  and  look  around 
for  a  place  where  you  can  sow  a  few  seeds  of 

A  Church  of  God  Youth  Publication 


happiness  ...  are  you  willing  to  do  these 
things,  even  for  a  day? 

"Then,  you  can  keep  Christmas!  Are  you 
willing  to  stoop  down  and  consider  the  needs  and 
the  desires  of  little  children  ...  to  remember 
the  weakness  and  loneliness  of  people  who  are 
growing  old  .  .  .  to  stop  asking  how  much  your 
friends  love  you,  and  ask  yourself  whether  you 
love  them  enough  ...  to  trim  your  lamp  so 
that  it  will  give  more  light  and  less  smoke, 
and  to  carry  it  in  front  so  that  the  shadow  will  fall 
behind  you  .  .  .? 

"Are  you  willing  to  believe  that  love  is  the 
strongest  thing  in  the  world  .  .  .  stronger  than 
hate,  stronger  than  evil,  stronger  than  death  .  .  . 
and  that  the  blessed  life  which  began  in 
Bethlehem  nineteen  hundred  years  ago  is  the 
image  and  brightness  of  the  eternal  love? 

"Then,  you  can  keep  Christmas!  And,  if  you 
keep  it  for  a  day,  why  not  always?  But  you  can 
never  keep  it  alone." 

Undoubtedly  the  best  known  and  most 
meaningful  summary  of  the  Christmas  message 
came  in  the  angel's  message  to  the  shepherds: 
"Today  in  the  city  of  David  there  is  born  for  you 
a  Savior,  who  is  Christ  the  Lord." 

Notice  those  three  words  that  describe  the  Baby: 
Savior,  Christ,  and  Lord. 

A  savior  is  someone  who  rescues  a  needy  person 
when  that  person  is  unable  to  rescue  himself. 
"All  [of  us]  have  sinned,"  the  Bible  teaches,  "and 
come  short  of  the  glory  of  God"  (Romans  3:23). 
As  humans  we  are  unable  to  rescue  ourselves  from 
sin's  curse.  We  need  a  Savior  .  .  .  someone  to 
save  us  from  our  sins  and  from  ourselves. 

Christ  means  "the  anointed  one."  Throughout  the 
Bible  oil  is  used  to  touch  or  anoint  the  head  of  a 
designated  ruler  as  a  mark  of  the  ruler's 
kingship.  Christ  came  as  a  king,  not  in  the 
CONTINUED  ON  PAGE  23 
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I  stood  beside  the  hospital  bed, 
holding  my  father's  hand. 
I  watched  him  take  his  last 
breath  and  I  knew  my  faith  was 
taking  its  qualifying  exam.  If 
it  passed  this  test,  it  would  see 
me  through  the  rest  of  the 
way. 

Dad  and  I  didn't  do  a  lot  of 
the  stuff  most  fathers  and  sons 
do.  We  didn't  play  a  lot  of 
ball.  We  only  went  hunting  once, 
with  an  old  single-shot  twelve 
gauge  shotgun  and  I  can  count 
on  one  hand  the  number  of 
times  we  went  fishing  together. 


Dad's  faith  was  not 
merely  theoretical.  It  was 
as  close  each  day  as  a 
trusted  friend.  It  took  its 
knocks  and  bore  its 
scars. 


We  had  our  moments  but 
they  were  a  part  of  the  core  of 
our  lives  and  Dad's  life  was 
built  around  his  business  and  his 
church.  He  was  an 
entrepreneur.  He  spent 
approximately  seventy  hours  a 
week  trying  to  get  a  small 
manufacturing  plant  started 
and  on  its  feet.  I  remember 
many  evenings  and  weekends 
when  I  shadowed  him  around 
the  plant  and  watched  and 
helped  him  do  the  hundred  and 
one  things  that  the  boss  has  to 
do. 

One  evening  we  had  been 
there  about  an  hour  and  I  was 
bored  watching  him  pour 
chemicals  from  one  beaker  to 
another  so  I  began  amusing 
myself.  I  was  writing  sinister 
notes  of  warning  and  death, 
and  signing  them  with  names 
sure  to  strike  fear  in  the 
bravest  heart.  These  notes, 
decorated  with  skull  and 
crossbones  or  black  dots  or 
various  other  symbols  from  the 


stories  of  piracy  and  daring  on 
the  high  seas  which  I  was 
currently  reading,  were  hidden 
away  in  machines  and 
toolboxes  to  be  found  early  the 
next  day. 

Many  years  later  I  learned 
these  threatenings  evoked 
many  more  amused  chuckles 
than  frightened  gasps.  In  fact, 
they  became  a  little  tough  to 
live  down  when  I  became  the 
boss  and  tried  to  manage  a 
serious  operation  with  the 
dignity  becoming  the  position. 

In  the  midst  of  these 
machinations  of  malice  I  was 
interrupted  by  a  muffled 
boom.  Rushing  toward  the  lab,  I 
saw  Dad  come  staggering  out 
of  the  laboratory  door.  With  both 
hands  over  his  face,  he  ran 
into  the  nearest  rest  room. 
By  the  time  I  got  to  where  he 
was  he  had  his  head  bent  down 
in  the  sink  and  was  flushing 
his  face  with  water. 

A  bowl  of  sulfuric  acid  had 
exploded  in  Dad's  face  as  he  was 
trying  to  dilute  it  with  water 
and  only  his  glasses  had  saved 
his  eyes.  We  cleaned  up  the 
mess  together.  Dad  finished  the 
job  he  was  doing  and  with  his 
characteristic  disregard  for 
physical  limitations  he  was 
back  at  work  earlier  than  anyone 
else  the  next  morning.  His 
face,  neck,  arms  and  hands  were 
covered  with  large  brown  acid 
burns,  but,  with  that  toughness  I 
always  admired.  Dad  never 
even  slowed  down.  I  learned 
much  about  perseverance  from 
that  experience  and  many  others 
like  it. 

Not  only  was  the  business 
important  to  my  father  but  so 
was  his  faith.  If  he  wasn't  at  the 
shop  working,  you  could  find 
him  either  at  church  worshiping 
or  at  home  discussing  theology 


with  me.  What  Dad  believed  was 
at  the  very  center  of  his  life. 

My  mother  tells  me  that  when 
I  was  two  weeks  old  they 
carried  me  to  church  for  the  first 
time  and  we  were  there  every 
Sunday  from  then  on  unless 
some  very  good  reason 
prevented  it.  Like  every  other 
youngster,  my  convictions 
developed  slowly  and  sometimes 
painfully.  In  order  for  his 
faith  to  become  my  faith  I  had 
to  test  and  challenge  every 
tenet  my  father  held  sacred. 

I  remember  how  patient 
Dad  was  as  I  thrashed  around 
among  every  wind  of  doctrine. 
One  evening  we  had  been 
discussing  my  latest  tangent 
for  an  hour  or  more  when  the 
fervor  and  heat  got  so  intense 
Mother  had  to  come  in  and 
quiet  things  down.  I  went 
stomping  out  of  the  house 
muttering:  "You  are  just  a 
thickheaded  old  diehard  who 
won't  listen  to  reason." 

But  through  it  all,  Dad's 
tenacious  patience  won  out. 
One  thing  I  learned  in  my 

I  turned  and  looked  out 
the  window  and  I  knew 
then,  as  I  know  now,  that 
my  father's  faith  is  a 
living  faith. 

relationship  with  my  father 
was  that  although  he  talked  to 
me  a  lot  about  what  he 
believed,  his  faith  was  not 
theoretical.  It  was  as  close  to 
him  each  day  as  a  trusted  friend 
or  a  familiar  tool.  And  it  took 
its  knocks  and  bore  its  scars. 

I  remember  one  day  when  a 
key  employee,  whom  Dad  had 
trusted  for  years,  quit  and 
went  to  work  for  one  of  our 
competitors.  Dad  came  home 
CONTINUED  ON  PAGE  21 
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had  secretly  admired  Marcy  Bateman  for 
a  long  time.  Not  that  I  agreed  with 
everything  she  said  and  did,  of  course. 

I  was  just  as  embarrassed  as  anyone  else  when 
she  raced  on  stage  during  an  assembly  honoring 
our  newly  elected  school  board  president  and 
complained  about  the  quality  of  food  in  the 
cafeteria. 

But  that's  how  Marcy  was.  She  let  her 
feelings  be  known,  regardless.  More  than  one 
teacher  had  kicked  her  out  of  class  because  she 
wouldn't  keep  quiet.  Marcy  didn't  care.  In  fact, 
she  picketed  one  teacher's  room  with  "Whatever 
Happened  to  Freedom  of  Speech?"  printed  in  big 
black  letters  on  a  placard. 

I  guess  I  admired  Marcy  because  she  was  so 
different  from  me.  Lots  of  times  I  had  strong 
feelings  about  things,  but  I  kept  them  to  myself.  If 
I  could  only  be  more  like  Marcy,  I  thought. 
Just  because  I'm  a  Christian  doesn't  mean  I  have 
to  be  so  quiet  and  agreeable  all  the  time,  after 
all. 

My  personality  wasn't  like  hers,  though,  and  I 
didn't  know  how  to  change  it.  I  had  grown  up  in  a 
home  where  there  was  no  yelling  and  most  of 
the  time  we  spoke  to  each  other  in  fairly  civil 
tones.  I  had  been  taught  from  a  very  young  age 
that  my  parents  expected  me  to  obey  them,  my 
teachers,  and  other  authorities,  so  I  did.  Most  of 
the  time  anyway.  Even  when  I  didn't  want  to. 

Then  the  Batemans  bought  the  house  next 
door  to  ours.  The  houses  were  really  close 
together,  too.  In  fact,  Marcy's  bedroom  window 
was  right  across  from  mine,  without  even  a  fence 
between. 

Maybe  now  I'll  learn  some  of  the  secrets  of  her 
success,  I  thought. 

It  didn't  take  long  to  discover  that  she  was  just 
as  vocal  at  home  as  she  was  at  school. 
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"What  a  putrid  shade  of  green!"  she  announced 
loud  and  clear  the  very  first  day.  "I  want  my 
room  a  different  color!" 

"Marcy,  we  haven't  even  finished  unpacking 
yet,"  a  woman's  voice  began. 

"And  I'm  not  going  to  unpack  until  this  room 
is  painted!"  Marcy  shot  back.  "I  mean  it,  Mother!" 

It  went  on  and  on  until  finally  Mrs.  Bateman 
agreed.  I  wasn't  eavesdropping,  by  the  way.  People 
halfway  down  the  block  probably  heard  that 
"discussion."  But  Marcy  won,  I  reminded  myself. 

Even  though  we  had  been  in  school  together 
for  years,  I  didn't  really  know  Marcy  until  her 
family  moved  into  that  house  next  door.  We 
became  friends  right  away,  despite  our  different 
personalities,  and  spent  a  lot  of  time  talking  at 
our  bedroom  windows. 

"Why  are  you  wearing  that  dress?"  she  asked 
one  night  when  I  was  getting  ready  for  choir 
practice. 

"My  mother  suggested  I  wear  it,"  I  replied. 

"But  why  are  you  even  wearing  a  dress  at 
all?"  she  wanted  to  know.  "Wouldn't  you  be  more 
comfortable  in  pants?" 

"Yes,  but  our  choir  director  prefers  that  the  girls 
wear  dresses  tonight,"  I  said.  "After  practice 
we're  going  to  sing  at  the  mid-week  church  service 
and  he  feels — " 

"Look,  if  you  want  to  wear  pants,  wear  'em!" 
Marcy  interrupted.  "Don't  let  some  man  tell  you 
what  to  do,  Janet!  I'll  bet  lots  of  girls  would  rather 
wear  pants.  I  have  an  idea:  Why  don't  you  girls 
go  on  strike?  Refuse  to  sing  unless  you  can  wear 
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whatever  you  want!  You  could  even  hold  out  for 
a  new  choir  director!" 

"New  choir  director?"  I  repeated,  stunned  by 
the  thought.  "But  Mr.  Talbot  is  a  wonderful 
director!" 

"He  doesn't  sound  so  wonderful  to  me," 
Marcy  answered  hotly.  "Look,  I'll  lead  the  protest 
myself — " 

"No,  Marcy,"  I  said.  "It  just  isn't  that  important. 
Really." 

She  shrugged.  "Well,  it's  up  to  you.  I'll  bet  we 
could  pull  it  off,  though.  Let  me  know  if  you 
change  your  mind." 
"I  will,"  I  promised. 

That  was  the  first  time  I  realized  that  Marcy 
was  ready,  willing,  and  able  to  tackle  any 
cause — whether  it  involved  her  personally  or  not.  I 
mean,  why  should  it  matter  to  her  that  we  had 
to  wear  dresses  when  the  choir  sang? 

Obviously  it  didn't.  She  just  liked  to  rebel 
against  authority  of  any  kind,  and  get  her  own 
way.  It  apparently  gave  her  a  certain  amount  of 
satisfaction. 

She  could  get  away  with  just  about  anything 
with  her  mother — if  she  kept  at  it  long 
enough — but  her  father  was  pretty  strict  about 
some  things.  That  didn't  stop  Marcy,  though.  She'd 
just  change  tactics. 

For  example,  I  got  up  to  close  my  bedroom 
window  on  a  cold  night,  and  there  was  Marcy 
climbing  in  her  window! 

"Marcy,  what  are  you  doing?"  I  hissed.  "It 
must  be  nearly  midnight!" 
"So?"  she  answered. 

"I  thought  your  father  wouldn't  let  you  go  out 
on  school  nights,"  I  said. 

"That's  right,"  she  agreed.  "But  he  isn't  keeping 
me  from  going  out  with  Reese  Collier!  It's  my 
life,  not  his.  Good  night,  Janet." 

Sneaking  out  for  a  date,  I  thought  as  I  went 
back  to  bed.  It  was  something  I  had  never  even 
considered;  not  that  it  had  been  necessary,  of 
course. 

"Are  you  going  to  church  again?"  Marcy 
demanded  one  Sunday  night.  "You  were  just  there 
this  morning." 

"We  have  two  services  every  Sunday,"  I 
explained. 

"My  parents  couldn't  drag  me  to  church  twice  in 
one  day,"  she  announced.  "I'd  yell  my  head 
off." 
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I  frowned.  "But  Marcy,  my  parents  don't 
make  me  go.  I  go  because  I  love  Jesus  and  want 
to  be  with  other  Christians.  I  wish  you'd  go  with 
me." 

"Are  you  kidding?"  she  hooted.  "I  used  to  go 
to  church  all  the  time  when  I  was  younger.  There 
are  too  many  rules  and  regulations  to  suit  me. 
Do  this,  don't  do  that." 

Her  eyes  lit  up.  "Hey,  maybe  we  could  have 
a  protest  to  update  the  church  and  get  rid  of  some 
of  those  outmoded  customs  and  rituals!" 

"Marcy — " 

"Or  we  could  start  our  own  church — with  no 
rules  at  all,"  she  went  on.  "Anybody  could  believe 
whatever  he  or  she  wanted — about  anything!" 

Fortunately  she  got  a  phone  call  then,  and  I 
quietly  left  for  church.  I  guess  there  were  a  lot 
of  rules,  but  at  least  our  pastor  preached  the 
Bible.  I  kind  of  liked  church  the  way  it  was. 

Without  my  even  realizing  it — or  trying  to  make 
it  happen — living  next  door  to  Marcy  did 
influence  my  lifestyle.  The  first  time  I  noticed  it 
was  the  night  my  grandparents  were  coming 
over  for  dinner. 

"Why  don't  you  wear  your  pink  dress,  Janet?" 
Mom  said. 

I  opened  my  mouth  to  say,  "Okay,  I  will," 
same  as  usual.  But  instead  I  snapped,  "That  old 
thing?  I'd  rather  wear  my  blue  dress!  And  don't 
you  think  I'm  old  enough  to  select  my  own 
clothes,  Mother?" 

"Well,  yes,  you  are,"  she  agreed,  obviously 
surprised.  "But  your  grandmother  made  that 
pink  dress,  so  I  thought — " 

"Yes,  of  course,"  I  agreed  quickly,  blushing. 
"I-I  don't  know  what  I  was  thinking  of."  I  felt 
guilty  about  the  way  I  had  spoken  to  her  the 
rest  of  the  evening  and  finally  apologized. 

Then  I  got  mad  at  myself  for  apologizing! 
After  all,  I  hadn't  really  said  anything  that 
required  an  apology.  Marcy  never  apologized,  no 
matter  what  she  said,  and  she  said  plenty! 

But  you  aren't  Marcy,  I  reminded  myself,  and 
after  living  next  door  to  her  for  a  few  months,  I 
knew  I  didn't  really  want  to  be  like  Marcy.  It 
was  one  thing  to  stand  up  for  your  rights— which 
admittedly  I  seldom  did— it  was  something  else 
again  to  hurt  a  lot  of  other  people  with  defiant, 
willful  behavior,  often  for  its  own  sake. 
CONTINUED  ON  PAGE  23 
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?  Youth 

UPDATE 

by  W.  A.  Davis,  Assistant  General 
Director  of  Youth  and  Christian  Education 


FAITH  SHARING 

The  vision— young  people  across  the  Church  of  God 
mobilized,  fulfilling  the  Great  Commission.  It  is  a  strong 
conviction  of  the  General  Department  of  Youth  and  Christian 
Education  that  young  people  want  to  share  their  faith.  They 
want  to  lead  their  friends  to  Christ.  They  want  to  be  active 
participants  in  fulfilling  the  Great  Commission  given  to  us  by 
the  Lord  Jesus  Christ. 

The  problem  is  most  young  people  feel  ill-equipped  to 
share  their  faith.  They  have  been  challenged  to  share  their 
faith  but  never  equipped  to  be  soulwinners.  That  is  why 
Schools  of  Youth  Evangelism  have  been  projected  for  the 
spring  of  1981. 

Regional  Schools  of  Youth  Evangelism  will  play  a  major  role 
in  fulfilling  the  vision  to  mobilize  faith-sharing  young  people 
throughout  the  Church  of  God. 

1.  What  are  they? 

Special  weekend  seminars  held  in  cooperation  with  the  General 
Department  of  Evangelism  and  Home  Missions,  designed  to 
provide  discipleship  training  for  young  people. 

2.  What  will  be  studied? 

Study  guides  and  workbooks  will  emphasize  personal  Bible 
study,  establishing  personal  convictions,  Scripture 
memorization,  and  instructions  on  faith  sharing. 

3.  Why  have  them? 

Evangelism  is  a  priority  of  the  Church,  essential  to  fulfilling  the 
Great  Commission.  Youth  must  be  a  part  of  this 
soul-winning  effort. 

4.  Where  will  they  be  held? 
Tampa.  Florida 
Birmingham,  Alabama 
Weatherford,  Texas 
Portland,  Oregon 

Detroit,  Michigan 

Your  pastor  and  state  director  are  already  making  plans 
for  you  to  participate  in  the  School  of  Youth  Evangelism  in 
your  region.  Don't  miss  it!  □ 
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hurch   ~jrurniture 

Pews,  Baptistries,  Steeples,  Pew  Cushions. 
Carpet,  Stained  Glass  Windows.  Lighting. 

JAMES  R.  PERRYMAN 
Church  Furniture  and  Building  Suppliers 

P.O.   Box  5586  Anderson,   SC   29623 

Phone:  (803)  224-7320 


SALES   AND    RENTALS: 

GOSPEL   TENTS 

Special    prices    to    ministers.    For   complete 
information    write: 

VALDOSTA    TENT 
MANUFACTURING   COMPANY 

PO     Box   248,   Valdosta,   Georgia    3 
Phone    242-0730 
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CHURCHES 

designed  built,  and 

furnished  on  your  lot.  average 

price  S30  sq  ft  We  design  tor 

seating  130  to  1600 

,Not  prefabricated! 


Includes:  Masonry  and  wood  construction,  social  araa, 

offices,  classrooms,  nursery,  choir,  robe  rooms,  baptistry, 

steeple,  carpet,  and  Sanctuary  with  padded  pews. 

FAMILY  ACTIVITY  CENTERS 

Sleel  or  masonry  from  $20/sq.  ft. 

CHRISTIAN  SCHOOL  DESIGNS 

4  classrooms  and  larger 

Write  or  call  tor  FREE  information  and  brochures 
(803)  268-7297      (803)  268-7090 

ribRTHWAY 
CONTRACTORS 

■■k|St     P.O.  Box  591 

II  '■N.r.  Taylors,  SC  29687 

Over  100  buildings  constructed  in  Southeast 
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FAITH  OF  OUR  FATHERS 

(Continued  from  page  17) 


that  evening,  late  for  supper  as 
usual,  a  bit  quieter  than  was 
normal.  I  could  tell  by  the 
grayness  around  his  mouth 
that  something  had  happened.  I 
was  old  enough  at  the  time  to 
realize  what  he  meant  when  he 
snapped:  "Bob  quit!" 

Already  overworked  and  under 
tremendous  stress,  Dad's  blood 
pressure  frequently  hovered 
above  the  dangerous  level. 
This  meant  more  work  and  more 
stress. 

"What  in  the  world  are  we 
going  to  do?"  I  exploded  with 
anxiety.  All  Dad  said  was,  "It'll 
be  all  right." 

And,  without  really  knowing 
why,  I  believed  him.  It  would 
be  all  right.  Dad  didn't  say 
anything  religious  that  night 
but  he  did  spend  the  evening 
reading  his  Bible  and  by  the 
time  I  went  to  bed  I  knew  it 
was  all  going  to  work  out. 

Dad  and  I  had  many 
experiences  working  together 
and  living  out  the  ingredients  of 
faith.  He  always  seemed  so 
strong  and  sure.  I  wasn't  ready 
when,  as  a  new  groom  with 
new  responsibilities  of  my  own, 
Mother  called  following  a  long 
holiday  weekend  and  told  me 
Dad  had  suffered  a  stroke. 

The  doctor  hadn't  hospitalized 
him  but  he  said  he  would 
never  work  again. 

The  next  ten  years  were 
hard  as  that  tough  old  bull  of 
the  woods  just  melted  away. 
Sometimes  he  would  sit  with 
tears  running  down  his  cheeks 
because  he  was  trying  so  hard  to 
tell  me  something  I  should 
know  or  show  me  something  I 
should  do  and  his  damaged 
old  body  wouldn't  respond. 
Those  were  hard  years  for 


Dad  and  also  for  those  who 
loved  him. 

When  Mother's  second  call 
came  I  guess  I  was  expecting 
it.  I  got  to  the  house  and  found 
him  sitting  in  his  favorite 
chair.  I  picked  him  up  and 
carried  him  to  his  bed  and 
then  I  called  an  ambulance.  All 
of  his  life  Dad  had  hated 
hospitals  and  had  avoided  them. 
I  knew  that,  if  he  could  have, 
he  would  have  stopped  me  from 
making  that  call. 

I  rode  in  the  ambulance  with 
him  and  I'm  sure  we  both 
knew  what  it  meant.  Dad  only 
lasted  a  few  days.  It  seemed 
strange  for  Mother  and  me  to 
care  for  and  to  feed  this  tower 
of  strength  we  had  depended  on 
for  so  many  years.  The  first 
night  I  had  to  stay  by  his  bed 
and  keep  him  from  getting 
out.  A  few  years  earlier,  if  he 
had  decided  to  leave  that 
hospital,  it  would  have  taken  a 
lot  more  than  I  to  prevent  it. 
On  Tuesday  of  the  second 
week  the  doctor  suggested  that 
we  not  leave  him  that  evening 
and  I  knew  what  he  meant.  I 
stood  at  the  foot  of  the  bed  and 
watched  my  father's  life 
ebbing  away.  He  seemed  at 
ease,  contented,  peaceful. 
Ready.  Someone  took  Mother 
out  in  the  hall  and  I  moved 
beside  the  bed  and  took  his 
hand.  I  had  never  faced  death 
before  in  my  immediate  family 
and  I  wondered  if  I  had  the 
spiritual  stamina  to  take  it.  Was 
it  really  my  faith  or  was  it 
my  father's?  And  was  it  about  to 
die  with  him? 

I  watched  him  take  his  last 
breath.  As  I  turned  and 
looked  out  the  window  at  that 
black  night  sky,  some  will  say 
it  was  the  emotion  of  the 
moment  but  I  know  I  heard 


angels  singing  and  in  my  heart  I 
heard  a  voice  saying, 
"Welcome  home  good  and 
faithful  servant.  Enter  into 
your  reward." 

There  were  tears  on  my 
cheeks  but  there  was  a  little 
smile  on  my  face.  I  knew 
then,  as  I  know  now,  that  the 
faith  of  my  father  is  a  living 
faith. 

It  is  enough.  □ 


Dale  Ferrier  is  president  of 
Indiana  Wire  Die  Company, 
Incorporated.  He  is  a 
graduate  of  Fort  Wayne  Bible 
College,  a  Sunday  school 
teacher,  an  active  churchman, 
and  a  public  speaker. 


CHRISTMAS  REALITY 


(Continued  from  page  11) 


did  they  sense  He  was  the 
author  of  wisdom? 

Suddenly  it  was  all  over. 
Mary  and  Joseph  were  just 
two  tired  children  wanting  to  go 
home.  The  rest  of  us 
spectators,  numbed  by  the  cold. 
I  looked  at  those  around  me 
and  wondered  why  we  had 
come,  at  midnight,  to  the 
middle  of  a  field,  on  Christmas 
Eve. 

I  wanted  to  stay  longer.  For 
me,  something  special  had 
happened.  I  was  older,  wiser, 
better,  stronger.  Best  of  all, 
Christmas  had  meaning  again. 
What  I  had  lost  in  the 
confusion  of  a  commercialized 
Christmas,  I  had  found  again 
in  a  simple  outdoor  drama, 
beneath  a  starry  sky. 

I  climbed  into  my  car  and  sat 
for  a  few  minutes  staring  at 
the  empty  "stable."  Then  I 
started  singing  "Away  in  a 
Manger."  A  little  off  key 
perhaps,  but  I  had  seen  His 
star.  I  had  been  to  the  stable.  I 
had  worshiped  the  Christ.  □ 
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News  O  Views 


Genera/  Department 
of  Youth  and  Christian 
Education 

Compiled  by  Sonjia  Lee  Hunt 


SOUTH  GEORGIA  TEEN 
IN  THE  SPOTLIGHT 


e  Snook: 


Patrice  Snooks  is  an  outstanding 
youth  at  the  Rincon  Church  of  God 
and  was  spotlighted  In  the  May  issue 
of  the  South  Georgia  state  paper. 

At  school  Patrice  Is  president  of  the 
student  council,  secretary  of  the 
Beta  Club,  vice-president  of  the  Future 
Business  Leaders  of  America, 
scrapbook  chairman  of  the  Y-Club, 
nominated  for  "Who's  Who  Among 
Distinguished  American  High  School 
Students, "  Miss  Southeast  District 
Teenager,  1979  Fair  Queen,  Miss 
ECHS.  Patrice  was  also  1979  Miss 
Youth  Camp. 

A  significant  event  In  Patrice's 
life  was  the  death  of  her  father.    'On 


January  11,  1977,  my  life 
changed,"  she  remembers.  "My  father, 
who  had  just  had  his  forty-second 
birthday,  passed  on  to  be  with  Jesus. 
I  had  never  thought  of  death  or 
dying  and  I  questioned  God  why  He 
had  to  take  my  dad.  God  showed 
me  that  He  knew  what  was  best. 
Jesus  saw  me  through  and  is  still 
my  comforter.  The  Lord  has  now 
rebuilt  our  broken  family.  He  has 
given  me  a  beautiful,  Christian 
stepfather.  We  are  a  family  that 
has  been  brought  together  by  the 
all-powerful  love  of  God. 

"I  began  attending  the  Church  of 
God  in  1977,  and  I  first  attended 
youth  camp  in  1978.  What  a  blessing! 
I  had  never  been  to  a  camp  where 
you  were  busy  all  the  time.  I  even  got 
some  ribbons.  God  gave  me  a  new 
outlook  on  what  He  wanted  me  to  do. 
The  presence  of  God  flowed 
dynamically  during  the  evening 
services.  Even  though  most  of  us 
were  strangers,  it  was  like  we  were 
one  big  family.  God  gave  me 
confirmation  on  what  I  was  to  do  for 
Him.  It  gave  me  the  extra  strength 
I  needed  to  go  back  out  into  the 
world  and  spread  His  love.  I  want 
others  to  find  out  what  youth  camp  is 
all  about. 

"I  thank  God  for  His  holding  power, 
His  almighty  love,  patience, 
forgiveness,  mercy  and  guiding  hand 
in  my  life  and  the  lives  of  my 


family.  To  Him  I  give  all  the  glory  for 
who  and  where  I  am  today.  Praise 
His  holy  name!"  □ 

HOW  TO  RAISE 
YOUR  PARENTS 

1.  Don't  be  afraid  to  speak  their 
language.  Try  using  strange- 
sounding  phrases  like,  "I'll  help  you 
with  the  dishes"  and  "I  think  I'll 
clean  up  my  room." 

2.  Try  to  understand  their  music. 
Play  Andy  Williams'  "Moon  River"  on 
the  stereo  until  you  are 
accustomed  to  the  sound. 

3.  Be  patient  with  the 
underachiever.  When  you  catch  your 
dieting  mom  sneaking  salted 
peanuts,  do  not  show  your 
disapproval;  tell  her  you  like  fat 
mothers. 

4.  Encourage  your  parents  to  talk 
about  their  problems.  Try  to  keep  in 
mind  that  to  them  things  like 
earning  a  living  and  paying  off  the 
mortgage  seem  important. 

5.  Be  tolerant  of  their  appearance. 
When  your  dad  gets  a  haircut, 
don't  feel  personally  humiliated. 
Remember,  it  is  important  to  him 

to  look  like  his  peers. 

6.  Most  important:  if  they  do 
something  you  consider  wrong,  let 
them  know  it's  their  behavior  you 
dislike,  not  themselves! 

Obviously,  the  key  is 
understanding— and  LOVE. 

(Taken  from  Wilde's  Illustration 
Service  for  Ministers,  January  1980, 
W.  A.  Wilde  Co.  Publishers, 
Holliston,  MA  01746)  □ 

TERRY  FOX 

Terry  Fox,  a  boyish-looking, 
twenty-two-year-old  cancer  victim  with 
only  one  leg,  has  rallied  thousands 
of  Canadians  enthusiastically  to  his 
cause  and  the  result  is  that  cancer 
research  in  Canada  is  $12  million 
richer. 

When  Terry  Fox  dipped  his  artificial 
leg  in  the  Atlantic  oft  St.  John's  in 
Newfoundland  on  April  12  to  start  a 
cross — Canada  run  to  raise  money 
for  cancer  research,  hardly  anyone 
took  notice. 

But  five  months  later  in  the  rugged 
hills  of  northwestern  Ontario — when 
the  exhausted  young  man  had  to  give 
up  because  the  cancer  that  cost 
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him  his  leg  three  and  a  half  years 
ago  had  reappeared  in  his 
lungs — Terry  Fox  was  a  national  hero, 
whose  dream  and  struggle  was 
being  shared  by  the  country. 

When  Terry's  Marathon  of  Hope 
ended  September  1  at  Thunder 
Bay_just  past  the  halfway  point  in 
his  journey — he  had  raised  more  than 
$1.7  million  for  cancer  research, 
mainly  from  people  who  pitched  in 
along  the  road. 

It  was  something  Terry  had  decided 
to  do  soon  after  losing  his  leg  and 
he  trained  three  years  for  it. 

But  the  marathon's  dramatic 
ending  was  a  beginning  for  a  national 
movement.  Terry's  home  province 
of  British  Columbia  on  Canada's  west 
coast  kicked  in  $1  million  almost 
immediately.  Newspaper  switchboards 
were  jammed  by  callers  wanting  to 
donate  money. 

A  telethon  hastily  thrown 
together  by  CTV  television  network 
with  the  help  of  a  Who's  Who  of 
Canadian  Celebrities  brought  the  total 
to  more  than  $10  million  in  a 
single  evening,  Including  a  $1  million 
donation  from  the  Ontario 
provincial  government. 

The  federal  government  bestowed 
the  country's  highest  honor  on  Terry, 
making  him  a  Companion  of  the 
Order  of  Canada. 

Several  people,  including  hockey 
star  Darryl  Slttler,  have  offered  to 
finish  the  run  for  Terry.  □ 

FREE  SPIRIT 


swung  one  leg  over  the  sill  and 
lowered  herself  to  the  ground. 

"You  aren't  sneaking  out  again, 
are  you?"  I  said.  "Marcy,  you 
know  what  happened  last  time 
when  your  dad  caught  you!" 

"Nobody's  telling  Marcy 
Bateman  what  to  do,"  she 
whispered  fiercely.  "Nobody!  I 
do  as  I  please!  I'm  a  free 
spirit — don't  ever  forget  that, 
Janet.  Why  don't  you  come 
with  me?" 

At  one  time  I  suppose  her 
invitation  would  have  tempted 
me.  But  that  was  before  I 
really  knew  her.  Now  I  felt  only 
pity  as  I  studied  that 
tear-stained  face  illumined  by 
moonlight. 

Marcy  had  rebelled  against  her 
parents,  school  authorities 

even  God  Himself — and  what 

had  it  done  for  her?  She 
thought  she  was  a  free  spirit,  but 
all  I  could  see  was  the  face  of 
a  bitter,  angry,  unhappy  girl, 
enslaved  by  her  own  desires. 

"No,  Marcy,"  I  told  her.  "I'm 
not  interested  in  your  kind  of 
life."  And  I  meant  it.  D 


(Continued  trom  page  19) 

I  was  sitting  by  the  window 
one  night  before  I  went  to 
bed,  looking  at  the  moon  and 
stars  and  glad  that  I 
personally  knew  the  God  who 
had  placed  them  in  the  sky, 
when  I  heard  what  sounded  like 
a  sob. 

"Marcy?"  I  called  out  softly. 
"Janet,  are  you  still  up?" 
she  asked,  coming  to  the 
window. 

"Yes.  What's  wrong?  I  thought 
I  heard  you  crying." 

"Who,  me?"  she  scoffed.  "You 
must  be  hearing  things!"  She 
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ordinary  sense,  but  as  the  king 
of  God's  love  and  power. 
Someday  soon,  He  will  return  in 
splendor  and  great  glory  with 
His  subjects,  to  rule  as  King  of 
kings  and  Lord  of  lords. 

The  term  "Lord"  implies 
absolute  and  complete 
sovereignty. 

In  your  life  ...  in  my  life 
...  if  Jesus  is  not  the  Lord  of 
all,  He  is  not  Lord  at  all.  □ 
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•  WALL  CROSSES 

•  STAINED  FIBERGLASS  WINDOWS 

•  BAPTISTRIES 

•  BAPTISTRY  HEATERS  ^      \/&f? 

Write  tor  tree 
color  brochure 
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AC  214  657-6522  Box  210         Henderson  Texas  75652 


FIBERGLASS 

L    SPIRES-STEEPLES 
BAPTISTRIES 

Largest  fiberglass  manufacturer- 
installer  in  S.E.  with  over  20 
years  experience  and  over 
1 500  steeple  installations. 
Extensive  design  selection 
with  some  models 
in  stock. 


Phone 

TOLL  FREE 

800  241  3144  ~"\^ 

IN  OA  CALL  COLLECT  m  993  9960     RQSWELL   GEORGIA  30077 
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A  oung  people  today  need  to 
know  who  is  the  ruler  of  this 
present  darkness,"  former  all-pro 
football  player  Kenny  Reeves 
told  Lee  College  students  in  a 
recent  Sunday  evening  chapel 
service.  "And  I'm  here  to  tell 
you  right  up  front  that  much 
of  what  is  emphasized  in  pro 
athletics  today  is  opposite  to 
what  Christ  taught." 

"Pride,  for  example.  Football 
players  an-  told  they  are  the 
best.  Coaches  tell  them. 

People  tell  them.  They  tell 

themselves.  And  quite  often, 

just  like  I  did,  you  get  to  where 

you  believe  that  stuff. 
"So  far  as  this  world  is 

concerned,  I  had  my  best  year 

in   1977.  I  had  money,  cars, 

popularity — riding  a  high 

wave — but  I  didn't  have  peace. 

And  I  didn't  know  my  little 

world  was  ready  to  crumble  and 

fall  apart. 

"I  grew  up  in  a  church  too. 
Thought  I  was  a  Christian.  I 
even  belonged  to  an  organization 
of  athletes  who  went  around 
trying  to  tell  people  about  Jesus. 

Lighted  Pathway,  December,  1980 
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"If  what  we  do  isn't  based  on  the  solid 
Rock,  then  it's  not  going  to  stand: 


"But  I  wasn't  saved.  Folks 
used  to  ask  me  if  I  was  saved 
and  that'd  make  me  mad.  My 
answer  .  .  .  'I've  been  baptized.' 

"Finally  I  got  to  where  I 
couldn't  talk  religion  anymore.  I 
didn't  know  Jesus,  so  I 
couldn't  tell  others  about  Him. 

"But  my  wife  got  saved. 
Really  saved. 

"And  God  began  to  reveal 
certain  things  to  me.  One  of  the 
things  He  revealed  was  that 
Jesus  doesn't  have  a  thing  to  do 
with  football.  Folks  can  go  out 
there  and  yell  and  scream  and 
carry  on  if  they  wish  but 
we've  got  no  right  to  cosign 
Jesus'  name  to  that  kind  of 
activity. 

"If  what  we  do  isn't  based 
on  the  solid  Rock,  then  it's  not 
going  to  stand. 

"I  started  reading  the  Bible. 
Listening  to  the  Spirit  of  God. 
Then  the  revelation  began  to 
open  up.  That's  how  we  come 
truly  to  know  Christ,  through 
revelation. 

"John  the  Baptist  didn't  truly 
know  Jesus  until  the  heavens 
opened  and  God's  Spirit  came  in 
the  form  of  a  dove.  Mary 
Magdalene  didn't  recognize  Him 
until  revelation  came.  Those 
disciples  on  the  road  to  Emmaus 

.  .  Saul  of  Tarsus  .  .  .  they 
found  Jesus  Christ  resurrected 
and  alive  through  revelation.  .  . 

"That's  what  happened  for 
me  as  well.  Through  the  Holy 
Spirit  I  came  to  a  totally  new 
understanding  of  the  person  and 
lordship  of  Jesus. 
"Now  I'm  saved. 
"Praise  the  Lord!" 


From  where  I  sat  in  the 
audience  that  Sunday  night, 
what  struck  me  most  was  that 
the  guy  was  real.  No  put  on. 
No  pretense  of  any  kind.  Kenny 
Reeves  spoke  naturally  and 
with  a  candor  I  found  refreshing. 

Even  prior  to  his  being 
introduced,  while  he  sat  on  the 
platform  with  Vice-President 
Vaught,  Dean  Duncan,  and 
Pastor  Tull,  it  was  obvious 
that  this  big  man  was  altogether 
comfortable  in  a  Pentecostal 
service.  He  worshiped  the  Lord 
openly,  smothering  the  hymnal 
in  two  monstrous  hands,  and  he 
prayed  with  fervency. 

Raised  in  suburban  Pittsburgh, 
by  Baptist  parents,  Kenny 
Reeves  graduated  from  Braddock 
High  School,  then  went  on  to 
Norfolk  State  where  he  received 
a  B.S.  in  Business  Education. 

At  age  twenty-one  Kenny 
launched  his  football  career — a 
cornerback  position  with  the 
Atlanta  Falcons.  He  stayed 
with  Atlanta  eight  years,  then 
went  to  the  New  Orleans 
Saints  for  six  months,  and  from 
there  to  the  Saint  Louis 
Cardinals.  He  was  a  team 
captain  for  eight  years  and 
played  in  the  pro-bowl  twice. 

Today,  Kenny  lives  just 
outside  Atlanta,  with  his  wife 
JoAnn,  and  two  children,  Ken 
and  Kenya.  He  is  a  member  of 
the  Concord  Church  of  God, 
where  Reverend  Leon  Ellis 
pastors,  where  he  also  serves 
on  the  pastor's  council. 

"For  so  many  years,"  Kenny 
said  that  night,  "I  was  a  talker 
of  the  Word.  Not  a  doer. 
Peace  and  happy  Christian  living 


comes  only  when  we  obey  the 
Word. 

"Satan  has  an  imitation  for 
everything  good  God  has.  He 
makes  things  look  good,  smell 
good,  appear  good  .   .   .  but  if 
we're  led  of  the  Holy  Spirit, 
we  can  avoid  the  devil's  snares. 

"The  worst  thing  any  of  us 
can  try  to  do  today  is  play 
around  in  the  middle  of  the 
road.  I  tried  that  and  it  just 
means  you're  likely  to  get  run 
over  from  both  directions. 

"We've  got  to  stand  up  for 
Jesus. 

"Let's  let  the  light  shine. 
Don't  worry  about  past  darkness. 
Now  we're  in  the  light.  We 
are  the  children  of  God. 
Children  of  the  light. 

"Even  here  tonight,  here  at 
Lee  College,  there  are  some 
of  you  who  aren't  quite  sure  of 
your  relationship  with  Christ. 

"Come  and  pray  with  us.  Here 
at  the  altar.  There's  no  shame 
in  coming.  No  guilt.  God  wants 
you  near,  with  joy  and  peace." 
So  they  moved  forward  .  .  . 
slowly  at  first  .   .   .  then  in 
greater  numbers  .  .  .  until  the 
altars  were  filled  .  .   .  and 
there  among  them  .  .   .  down  on 
the  floor  ...  big  Kenny 
Reeves,  with  hands  lifted, 
praying  for  young  lives  to  find 
their  place  on  the  real  team  of 
life.  □ 
by  HOYT  E.  STONE 


S  4  S  CHURCH  PEW  CUSHIONS 

Reversible  cushions  or  padded  seals 
Call  measurements  collect  lor  estimate. 

(803)  269-3643       or  write: 
107  Goodrich  St.,  Greenville,  S.  C.  2961 1 
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Editorial  /  Ho|;t  E.  Stone 


On  Being  a  Lady 


How  long  since  you  heard 
someone  say,  with  sincerity 
and  respect,  "She's  a  real 
lady"? 

When  did  you  last  hear  a 
parent  admonish  a  daughter, 
"Be  a  lady"? 

We  still  have  ladies 
around— thank  God  for  that— but 
it  just  may  be  a  sad 
commentary  on  this  generation 
that  we  no  longer  extol  and 
praise  those  ladylike 
characteristics  which  our 
foreparents  valued. 

The  word  lady  comes  from 
Old  English  hlaf,  meaning  "loaf 
or  bread."  Its  literal  meaning 
is  "a  bread  kneader,"  just  as 
the  original  meaning  of  lord 
and  master  was  "a  keeper  of 
the  loaves." 

In  today's  world,  of  course, 
women  are  no  more 
"kneaders  of  bread"  than  men 
are  "keepers  of  the  loaves." 
Social  structures  change. 
Women  are  emancipated,  free 
to  enter  job  markets,  free  to 
involve  themselves  in  social, 
political,  church,  and  economic 
activities  as  never  before. 

It  well  may  be  that,  overall, 
such  freedoms  bring  a 
positive  blessing  to  our  society; 
but  it  should  also  be  obvious 
that  these  freedoms  give  women 
new  opportunity  for 
development  of  ladylike  graces; 
and  that  it  is  via  this  route 
that  their  influence  is  most 
needed. 


For  example,  look  at  some  of 
the  normal  meanings 
attributable  to  the  word  lady. 
well-bred,  respectable,  refined. 
Ladylike  is  understood  to  mean 
"polite,  courteous,  mannerly, 
genteel,  decorous,  refined, 
dignified,  cultured,  respectable, 
civil." 

No  matter  one's  occupation, 
one's  vocation  or  profession, 
these  are  and  will  always 
remain  positive  graces.  They  are 
a  needed  counterbalance  to 
the  vulgarity,  the  slang,  the 
cheapness,  and  the 
ill-mannered  bigotry  so  often 
displayed  on  our  streets  and 
in  public  gatherings. 

I  remember  days  past 
when,  in  a  group  of  men,  one 
would  say,  "Watch  your 
tongue,  Boy.  Here  comes  a 
lady."  Somehow,  even  though 
I  may  not  have  been  able  to 
say  precisely  what,  the 
nearness  of  a  lady— her 
presence,  the  mystique  of  her 
being,  what  she  represented— 
made  me  snap  to  attention. 

Deep  down,  even  in  today's 
world,  a  lady's  presence  in 
the  room,  on  a  committee,  at  an 
adjoining  desk,  walking  toward 
me  on  the  street— it  still  has 
power  to  influence  me  for 
good,  still  calls  forth  the  best  in 
me,  still  tempers  my  voice 
and  modifies  my  actions  toward 
higher  and  more  noble 
thoughts. 
I  hate  to  think  what  life  in 


this  society  would  be  without 
"ladylike" 
influence. 

I  shudder 
more  at  the 
horror  of 
what  we 
men  would 
become.  D 
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Take  a  look  at  NORTHWEST 
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Bible,  Christian 
Education,  Sacred 
Music  Majors 


k^Two-Year  Programs 
in  General  Studies 
and  Secretarial 
Science 


-^One-Year  Christian 
Worker's  Certificate! 


Northwest  Bible  College  is  committed 
to  preparing  Christian  leaders!  Decide 
now  to  prepare  yourself  for  maximum 
effectiveness  as  a  Christian  and 
discover  the  many  ways  Northwest 
will  help  you  develop  your  potential. 
Send  for  our  admissions  brochure  to 
learn  the  exciting  facts  about  your 
future  at  Northwest. 
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Name 

Yes,  1  want  to  take  a 
look  at  Northwestl 

Address 

City 

<tat« 

ZiD 

1  will  begin  college 

□    Fall         □    Spring         □    Summer 
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V|/      NORTHWEST  BIBLE  COLLEGE 

i  900  Eighth  Avenue  S.E.    •    Mlnot.  North  Dakota  58701    •    701/852-3781 


DATE  DUE 

DEMCO    38-29 

7 

PENTECOSTAL  RESOURCE  CENTER 


3  1838  00146  7782  ^ 


B£  0UX 


Cleveion*  Ta  37311 


